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PRFF'\CE 


Iv n.imin;* ihi^ scmnii p..rt ct 'i he Fors\tc ClironKics ‘A 
MfJtrn OtHKilv ' ilie word earned) ks 8 tret(.hcd, pcrh.ips, 
<i> !>ir as the unrd Sai;a u.i^ siretthcd to cover the first part 
And \tt, v\h.it but a conudR view can be taken, \Nh.it but 
eimii dii siL'nifKaiice phamJ, of so restive .i period as that 
m wliiih ue haw li\cd since the war? An Ape which 
kii'i'As not wliat it wants, \<t ib intensely preoccupied with 
e' ttine it, must cvok<- a smile, it rather a sad one. 

lo ri ndir the torins and colours ot an epoch is bc}ond 
the powers ot .(in no\(.hsi, and \cr\ far be\ond the powers 
oi this nowlot , but to try and express a little of its spirit 
was undoubtedly at the back ot his mind in pcnnmp this 
trilopc Like the Irishman's chicken, our Present runs 
about so fast that it cannot be summed up ; it can at most 
be snapshotted v\hilc it hurries looking for its Future 
without notion where, what, or when that Future will be. 

d he Knpland of iHKh, when the Forsyte Saga began, also 
had no Future, for England then expected its Present to 
endure, and rode its bicvcle in a sort of dream, disturbed 
onlv b) two bogles— Mr Gladstone and the Irish Members. 

The England of 1926— when the Modern Comedy closes 
— with one foot in the air and the other in a Morris Oxford, 
13 going round and round like a kitten after its tail, mut- 
tering : “ If one could only see where one wants to stop ! ” 
Everything being now relative, there is no longer absolute 
dependence to be placed on God, free Trade, Marriage, 
Consols, Coal, or Caste. 
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Everywhere being now overcrowded, there is no plnce 
where anyone can sta) for long, except tlic mere depopulated 
countr\sjdc, admittedly too dull, and certainly too un- 
profitable to dwell in. 

Evcr\(jne, having been in an earthquake which lasted 
four vears, has lost the habit of standing still. 

And \et, the English cliaracicr has changed very little, 
if at all. The General Strike of 1926, with which the last 
part of this trilogy begins, supplied proof of that We 
are still a people that cannot be rushed, distrustful of 
extremes, saved by the grave of our defensive humour, 
well-tempered, resentful oi interference, improvident and 
wasteful, but endowed with a certain genius for ruovt r\'. 
If we believe in nothing much else, we still believe in our- 
selves. Tliat salient characteristic of the English will bear 
thinking about. Why, for instance, do we continu.dlv run 
ourselves down ? Simply because we have not got the 
inferiority complex and arc indiflcrent to wiiat other people 
think of us. No people in the w’orld seems openly less sure 
of itself ; no people is secretly more sure lncident.ill\-, it 
might be worth the while of those who own certain public 
mouths inclined to blow the British trumpet to remember, 
that the blowing of one’s ow'n trumpet is the insidious 
beginning of the inferiority complex. Only those strong 
enough to keep silent about self are strong enough to be 
sure of self. The epoch we arc pa.ssing through is one 
which favours misjudgment of the English character, and 
of the position of England. There never was a country 
where real deterioration of human fibre had less chance 
than in this island, because there is no other country w Ik use 
climate is so changeable, so tempering to character, so 
formative of grit, and so basically healthy. What follows 
in this preface should be read in the light of that remark. 

In the present epoch, no Early Victorianism survives. 
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By Early Victorinnism is meant that of the old Forsytes, 
already on the wane in iS86; uhat has survived, and 
potently, IS the Victorianism of Soames and his generation, 
mure selt-cunscious, but not sufficiently sedf-conscious to 
be either self-destructive or stlf-forgctful. It is against 
the background of this more or less fived quantity that we 
can best see the shape and colour of the present intensely 
selt-con^cioiis and all-que>tionmg generation. The old 
1 (tr>\ tes— Old joKon, biMthin and James, Roger, Nicholas 
and Timothy— lived their lues without ever asking whether 
life was worth living The) found it interesting, very 
absorbing fn>m day to da\, and even if they had no very 
intimate belief m a future liie, they had very great faith 
in tlie progress of their own positions, and in laying up 
treasure for their children. I'hcn came Young Jolyon and 
Soames and their contemporaries, who, although they had 
imbibed with Darwinism and the ’Varsities, definite doubts 
about a future life, and sufficient introspection to wonder 
whether thev themselves were progressing, retained their 
sense of property and their desire to provide for, and to 
live on ill their progenv The generation which came in 
when Queen \’ictoria went out, through new ideas about 
the treatment of children, because of new modes of loco- 
motion, and owing to the Great War, has decided that 
everything requires rc-valuation. And, since there is, 
seemingly, ver)' little future before property, and less before 
life, is deicrmfticd to live now or never, without bothering 
about the fate of such offspring as it may chance to have. 
Not that the present generation is less fond of its children 
than were past generations— human nature docs not change 
on points so elementary— but when everything is keyed lo 
such pitch of uncertainty, to secure tfie future at the 
expense of the present no longer seems worth while, 

This is really the fundamental difference between the 
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present and the past generations People will not provide 
against tliat whuh tlu \ eannot see ahead 

All tins, of course, refers only to that tenth or so of the 
population whose eves are ahe»\e the property line ; bel(»w 
that line there are no horsvtes, and therefore no need for 
riiii preface to dip What average Encdishman, moreover, 
with less than iliree hundred a _\ ear ever took thoucdit for 
the future, even in Early \'ictonan da\^ ' 

Tins Mt)dern Comedy, then, is stafj'sl against a l aek- 
ground of that more or less li\(d ejuannts, N tames, and his 
e(»-falhcr-in-law, lirdit weight and ninth h.ironet, Sir 
Lawrence Mont, with siuh suhsuli irv neo-\ ictonans .is the 
self-righteous Mr Danhy, Elders<tn, Mr Blvthe, Mr Janus 
Eoskisson, Wilfred Bentworth, and Hilary Charwell. 
pooling their idiosv ncrasies, qualitu s, and mental attitudes, 
one gets a fairly comprehensive and steady past agaiii'^t 
which to limn the features of the present— Fleur and 
Michael, W’llfrid Desert, Aubrey Greene, Marjorie I err..r, 
Norah Curfew, Jon, the Kafaelite, and other minor char- 
acters. Ihc multiple types and activities of to-dav — even 
above the Plinisoll line of propertv — would escape the 
confines of twenty novels, so that tins Modern Comedv is 
bound to be a gross undcr-staiemcnt of the present genera- 
tion, but not perhaps a libel on it. Symbtdism is boring, 
80 let us hope tli.it a certain resemblance between the case 
of Fleur and that of her generation ciiasing the serenity 
of which It has been defrauded mav escape notice. The 
fact remauts tiiat fur the moment, at least, vouih is balanc- 
ing, twirling on the tiptoes of unccrtnintv. W hat is to 
come ? Wr’ill contentment yet be caught ? How will it all 
settle down ? W'lll things ever again settle down — who 
knows ? Are there to come fresh wars, and fresh inven- 
tions hot-foot on those not vet mastered and digested .' 
Or will Fate decree another pause, like that of \’ictoric.n 
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time';, durini: ulnch rcA.ilu.ucd htc will cr\stallisc, .ind 
LM\c prcp(.rt\ .iikl Its hruud of d(.i;nitc Ixlitfs .t fiirthci 

i) i!, i.' W'.MT much or little “ A Modern C('medy ” m.iy 
Iv d'-rm' d to rctlca tlic spirit ot ,m Airt, it continues in 
tie. ni.iin to rtl.iic the t.ih of life ulikli sprung from the 
metijiie "t ^o.imes and Iruie in i Bournemouth dra\Mnt,o 
ro an m iSSi, a tale whuh eoul 1 Init end whdl its spine 
^n.ipj ed, and S> mus ‘ took the ferr\ ' forte -ft \e \ ears later. 

The ehroiikler, critcchkod (as he eitten w) eomernini; 
S'‘iine'', know-. nt)t prceisedv vvh.it he st.inils for T.iking 
l.im for 111 in .ill he w.is honest, .inyw.iv He lived and 
nio\ul .ind h.id hb peeuh.ir heini’, .ind, now he sleeps 
lib cri ..ti r Tii.iv he p.irdoned for thinking there w.is soine- 
tlniiL: httinj .ihout his end; for, however far we have 
ir.ivciled from Creek culture and philosophy, tlierc is still 
truth m the old Creek proverb “ That which a man nio-t 
loveb bhall in the end destrew him ” 


JOHN GALSWORTHY. 
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PART I 

CIIM'ltR I 

PkOMI NADF 

CoMiM' Jow,n tilt p^ <>t • ^n(K)ks ’ Club, sn nicknamed by 
I (>r^\ t( III the l.iu e lyhtu s,(in ih.it mtiinuiittus mid- 
<Ktobtr .ilterntM.n <>1 192:, Sir l..u\rciKc Mont, ninili 
b.T-iP, t, sit 111 line hove tou.irJv tlit c.ist Wind, and niovcd 
liiv tiiin kj^'s with vpud. PolitiL.il by birth rather than by 
htiure, he rtMewed the re\olution which had restored his 
Part) to peivser With a det whmeni not devoid of humour. 
Pawing; the Remove Club, he thoui^ht : ‘ Some sweating 
int(t 4 iot\ there ' No more confectioned dibhcs. A wood- 
Lttck— uuliout trimmini:'^, for a chanec ! ’ 

The eaptams and the kinqs had departed from ‘ Sneioks ’ 
befttre he entered u, for lie vs .is not of ‘ that c.ilch-pcnny 
crew, now paid off, no sir , fellows who turned their t.ails 
on the kind the moment the war was over. Pah ! ’ But for 
an hour he had listened to echoes, and his lively twisting 
mind, embedded in dcpcjsiis of the past, sceptical of the 
present’ and of all political protestations and pronounce- 
ments, had recorded with amusement the confusion of 
patriotism and personalities left behind by the fateful gather- 
ing. Like most landowners, he distrusted doctrine. If he 
had a political belief, it was a tax on wheat ; and so far as 
he could see, he was now alone in it— but then he was not 
seeking election ; in other words, his principle was not in 

3 
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danger of cxtirn lion from the \ • >tc‘s of tlio-,c‘ who li.id to p.i v 
for hrc.id. Prmcij'li.s Ik nui'^< d - w// /'/;■// wire poJ.ct, 
and he wished the d( iice people wouldirt pretend tlicx 
weren’t ' Poi ket. Ill the deep -eri-i o{ tl. it word, ot e'our-L, 
self-iniert si as rnenihi r of a d( tinii' eomTr.uriit\ And how 
the devil v\as tills definite eoninninitv, the I'ti^hsh n iiion, 
tei exivt, whe n all its 1 mil was L'oiie; out of e u!ti\ ation, an 1 
all Its slops and eloeks m d irie' r (/i vh. ^trui tioii In a' r > 
planes ’ lie h id h>terud th it la-ur p t->r i sine^le nieniiou 
of the land Notone' It w as nm jn u t u il poli; u - ' Con 
found the f< Hows ' d’h \ had to we ir the it Iriteiu-out 
kerpinu seats or e'ettini: them No eoimeetion h< twe' n 
poste riofs and post! nt \ ' No, if, ( u ofji ' d'hus ri ininde li 
of postcritv, It (leeurrtd to him ritlur uddenh, that hi- 
Son’s wile showed no sie,ms as \ e t ’lwo\e ^r^ ' 1 inu the \ 

vvere thtnkini; about eluldren It w is d meje rom n, aet iiii" 
the habit of not having tin in, when i tiile anei e -,i ite de- 
pended A smile twisted his hps an 1 evebrows w hu h 
rc'se'mbled spinntns of dark pothools A prettv vouhl: 
creature, most takim,; , and knew it, too ' Whom was she 
not getting to know ' Lions and tigers, monkevs and cats 
— her house was beeeinimg quite a memac'e rie ot more or k's 
cclcbntie-s. There was a certain unreahtv about that sort 
of thing ' And opposite a British lion in Trafalgar ^quare 
Sir Lawrenec thought : ‘ She’ll be getting these to her 
house next ! She’s got the colleeiing habit Micliacl must 
Io<ik out— in a collector’s house there’^ alwavs a lumber 
r(Mim for old junk, and husbands' are liable to get intej it 
Th It reminds me ; I promised her a Chiiie*se Minister 
Well, she must wait now till alter the (ic-neral Fdection ’ 
Down Whitehall, under the grey easterly sky, the towers 
of W’estnnni\rcr came for a second into view. ‘ A certain 
unrcalitv in tV^at, too,’ he thought. ‘ Michael and his (ads I 
Well, it’s tiiC fashion — Socialistic principles and a nth 
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^M^c Surlficc with ''jfctv' Pt.Kc with plenty! No^- 
trams- u-n .i pcnn\ ' ’ 

Passmi; the ne\\>p,ipa huhlnih of Ch.inni^ Cross, frcjn/ici 
In the p'llitH il Lfisn, he tunuil up to tlic left tuvv.irJs 
Danin ami Winter, puMnher", where his son vv.is junior 
p inner A luw ihenu- t'-r a hook h ul just hejjun to bcikl 
a numi whieh h u! air- aJ\ proJueed a * Life of Montros:,’ 
* ! ar Cath i\,' that work ol h astern travel, and a fanciful 
e -'lue rsation between the shade's ot (ilidsteinc and Disraeh 

' ntitkd ‘ A Due t ' W 1th e eer\ step taken, from ‘ ^^ooks’ 
eastward, his ereet tfiin fimio in \straklian*co!Iared eo.it, 
his ih!nt:re\ moustaDud tue, and tortoise-'''hell rtmmcd 
nioiioele under the !i\e]\ dirk e.ehrovv, had seemed nv-re 
rare It bee aim .ilnu-st ,i phenomenon in this elini:v back 
-tr- 1 I, wlie re e .irts stue k like wirite r flies, .m,! j'er'ops went 
In with bool s urult r their iriiis, is ii ,dueated 

lie had ne..rl\ reaehed the door of Danbv’s when he 
ene-mntere d two \ouni,' m-'ii One of them was elearlv hn 
son, better dressed siiue h's inamai^n , and smoking a cigar — 
rh.ink t-oodm ss — inste ad of those eternal cigarettes; the 
other-ah' \es Miehaers sucking ptHtl and best man, 
head in air, rather a sleek he id under a \elour hat ! He 
s.n^l 

“Ha, MiehaeP” 

“ lidllu, Part ! You know mv governor, Wilfrid ? 
Wilfrid Desert ‘Copper C-iin some poet, Part, I tell 
Mui You must read him. We’re going home. Come' 
along I ” 

Sir Lawrence went along. 

“ What happened at ‘ Snooks ’ ? ” 

“ Le rui f5i mort. Labour can .start lying, Michael — 
election next month ” 

“ Bart was brought up, Wilfrid, in days that knew not 
Demos.” 
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“ Well, Mr. DcRcrt, do you find reality in politics now ? ” 

*' Dn \ou find reality in an\thin^% sir ? ” 

‘'In income tax, perhap-. 

Mn had jjnnned 

“ Above kniehi h')od,” he s.»id, '* ilurc's no such tlnni; 
simple faith ” 

“ w^uppt^sc your fritruK c.mK' into power, MkImcI - 
in some wa).s not a had thine, help 'em to erov\ u['' - 
wh.it could ihev do, ch* Could they r.iise nati''n.il 
Mste ? Abolish the cimm.i ? 'I'tath I ndi-h people to 
cook? Present other countries from thre .itenint: w.ir 
Make us j^row our own to id ' ^top the incrc.ise oi town 
lile ? Would they h.mi' dibl hrs in poison tr.is ' CouM 
ihev prevent fisini: in w.tr-time ' Could tliev wcaltn 
tlic possessive in>tinct an\whcre’ Or do .instlunL’, in 
fact, but alter the incidence ot possossum a little' ' .Ml 
party politics arc top dressing Ut're ruled b\ the in 
ventors, and human nature ; and we live in Queer bircct, 
Mr. Desert.” 

** Much my sentiments, sir.’* 

Michael flourished his ciy.^r 

” Bad old men, vou two ! ” 

And removing their hats, they pa-^sed the Cenotaph. 

” Curiously symptomatic~that thing,” said Sir Law- 
rence ; “ monument to the dread of swank — most charac- 
teristic, And the dread of sw.jnk ” 

” Cio on, Ban,’' said Micliael. 

** The fine, the large, the florid — all off ! No far-sighted 
views, no big schemes, no great principles, no great religion, 
or great an — aestheticism m cliques and backwaters, small 
men in small hats.** 

“ As’^panteth the heart after Byron, Wilbcrforcc, and the 
Nelson Monument. My poor old Bart 1 What about it, 
Wilfrid f 
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“ Yc<^, Mr Hcseri— wli.it ih(<ut it ? ” 
iVscn’s dark cuntr.a'trd 

“ It's an aj^o f>t paraJnv," lu ^.ud “ Wc nil kick up for 
freedom, and the onk in>tituti(>n<; gaming stren^fth arc 
Sou.ili«:m and the Roman Catholic Church We’re frij^ht- 
fiilK ■'( l!-i.onxcious about art — and the (mly art develop- 
ni< ni ^ the nnema We're nuts on peac( — and all we’re 

doino about It Is to pertect poison lms ” 

^ir l.aa’reme idarivtd s!d^u.i\s at a \i»unp man so bitter. 
" ,\nd hou’- publishing, .Muli le! ' ” 

“Well, ‘Copper Com' is sellmir like hot c.ikes ; and 
there's quite a nuocmcnt in ‘ \ Duct ’ What about this 
tor a new ad ‘ .\ Duet, b\ v^'ir Eawrence Mont, Bart. The 
nvot distin^ui'shed Con\er^.^^lo^ ever held between the 
lhad ' 'I’h.tt ou'/ht to pel tlk ps)HilC Wlltrid suppested 
and Di//\ - broade.isttd Irum Hell’ Wiikh do 
\ou lik(, best ^ ’’ 

’i'ht) h.id Lome, however, to a policeman holding up his 
h.ind against iIr nose ot a van lu'rse, so that everything 
m, irked lime The enpinew ot tlu c irs whirred idly, their 
drivers' laves set towards the space withheld from them ; a 
girl on a bicvcle looked vacantly about her, grasping the 
back of the van, where a )outh sat sideways with his legs 
stretched out towards her bir Lawrence glanced again at 
voung Desert. A thin, pale-dark face, good-looking, but a 
hitch in it, as if not properly timed ; nothing outre in dress 
or manner, and yet socially at large ; less vivacious than 
that lively rascal, his own son, but as anchorless, and more 
sceptical— might feel things pretty deeply, though ! The 
policeman lowered his arm. 

“ You were in the war, Mr. Desert f ” 

“ Oh, yes.” 

“ Air service ? ” 

“ And line. Bit of both.” 
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H;ird on a poet ** 

“ Not at all Poctr\’s (»nlv possible when vou mav he 
blown up at any moment, f-r wlun \tai live in Putntv 
hir Lawrenci's e\cbrou rosi “ Vis ' 

“Tenn\s^)n, Hrimnini:, Wordsworth, Swinburne — t}K\ 
I ould turn It out , j/' vn.iitfjt, fn<n< fu u *’ 

“Is there not a third lonviiiion t aoi.r.ibli r 
And tliat, sir ' 

“ flow nhall I express it a urt nn (.rrebr.il ai;itatK)n in 
Connection with uonii n ’ 

Desert's face twitiliid, .ind seiuiid to d irken 
Michael put his latchkcx into the lock ot Ins front door 



CHAPTFR H 

HO ML 

Trii house in Soutii Squin. \Vi ^tmin'^tcr, to uhich the 
\nun^ Monts h.id <omc niter ilitir ^p.lnIsh lione\ moon two 
\eirs heton. m!i,’ht have been called ‘ eniatuipated ’ It 
\cas tlic work of an irdiiteet \^ho^c dream was a new house 
pert(t tl\ old, and an old hous< perfectls new It followed, 
there tore, no recognised stele or tradittem, and was deeoid 
of struetur il prejudice . hut it soaked up the smuts of the 
metropolis with such special rapiditc that its stone alread) 
respec table resembled that ot Wren Its windows and 
doors had genti) rounded tops The high-sloping nH)f, of a 
fine s(M)t\ pink, was .dmost D.inish, and two ‘ ducky little 
windows ’ h)oked out of it, giving an impression that very 
tall -sere ants lived up there There were nwims on each side 
of the front door, which was wide and set off by bay trees 
in black and gold bindings. The house was thiek through, 
and the stairease, of a broad chastity, began at the far end 
of a hall which had nnim for quite a number of hats and 
coats and cards. There were four balhrcK>ms ; and not even 
a cellar underneath The Forsyte instinct for a house had 
co-operated in its acquisition. Soames had picked it up for 
his daughter, undccoraicd, at that psychological moment 
when the bubble of inflation was pricked, and the air 
escaping from the balloon of the world’s trade. Fleur, 
however, had established immediate contact with the 
architect — an element which Soames himself had never 
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quite over— and derided not to h<uc more than three 
styles HI licr house : Cliinc-'e, Spanish, and lier ov\n The 
r<K<m to the left of the front d(K>r, runnin<^ the breadth of tiie 
iKJUSc, uas Cliinese, v\ith norv panels, a cupper floor, centr.il 
heating', and cut ^lass lustres It eontaincd four pictures - - 
all Chinese -the onlv school in whieli her lather liad not \el 
dabbled, d he finplaie, wide and opi n, had Chinese do'cs 
with Chinese tiles hir tliem to stand on 'hlie ^Ik was 
chiefly of jade green. There were two wonderiul (;ld black 
tc .1 chests, picked up with boames’ nione) at JobsoriN — not 
a bargain. There was no piano, partly because piane>s w'cre 
too uncumpr(»misingl\ oeeidental, and p.inU because it 
would have taken up much room 1 hur aimed at sp ue-- 
collcciing pctiplc rather than furmiure or hi The 

light, admitted b\ windows at both ends, vv.is unfortunatelv 
not Chinese. She would stand sometimes in the centre ot 
this room, thinking liow tr. ' buncli ’ her guests, how to 
make her room more Chinese- without making it uncom- 
fortable ; how to sce'm to knfnv all about literature and 
politics; how to accept everything her father gave her, 
without making him aware that his taste had ne» sense of 
the future ; how' to keep hojd of Sibley Swan, the new 
literary star, and to get hold of Gordon Minho, the old ; of 
how Wilfrid Desert w'as getting loo fond of her ; of wliat 
was really her style in dress; of why Michael had such 
funny cars ; and sometimes she stood not thinking at all- 
just aching a little. 

When those three came in she was sitting before a red 
lacquer tea-table, finishing a very’ good tea. She always 
had tea brought in rather early, so that she could have a 
good quiet preliminary ‘ tuck-in ’ all by herself, because 
she was not quite twenty-one, and this was her hour for 
remembering her youth. By her side Ting-a-ling was 
standing on his hind feet, his tawny forepaws on a Chinese 
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footstodl, his '^nuh hcd^wilk .iiiJ t.u\nv mu//.]e turned up 
tdu.irds tlic truit', nt Ills pirl 

“ Th It’ll do, Tini: N<> niore, dm kv ’ Xo mare ! ’’ 

The (.xpn^sion oi Tini:-.i lini: .ln^u<•red : 

‘ W '-11, then, slop, i.K) ' D.rn’t 'uhju't me to torture ’ ’ 

\ ’*e.ir .md thret nioiuli^ old, he h.id been boii”!i! bv 
MiOi'(.l (Mil ot 1 15 'ud >irui shop window on Eleur’s 
t\,' iHR th binhd.o , I K \tn months at;o 
duo \(Mrs "1 m irri' 1 5)b h.ul not linitthcntd her short 
dark Oicstnut ii ir , ii .d i ld( d i little more dei^i'ion to her 
q.Mr tip', alitth more allurement to Ik r w hite-lidilcd, d irl,- 
1,1 ha-i 1 eu s, u little nior< poisi. and sv\int,' to lur car- 
rt iLa‘,a litth moreth.esi .md hip measurement, had I ilcen a 
h'tle from u nst md i dt nn. isuruneiit, a little colour from 
l!,. Os a little less round, and a little bucctncss from a 
\ ol^ , I little more caressiiitt 

^kt sto.ul up behind the ir.i\ , holding' out her white round 
,trm ,^'tlll'ul a word She avoided unnecessary f^reetinps or 
I.ireuell- bhe would have had to say them so often, and 
their purpose was l>elter served In look, pressure, and sb^dit 
inclination of Ik ad to one side 
With circular movement of her squeezed hand, she said : 
‘‘ Draw up Cream, sir ? buijar, Wilfrid ? Ting lias 
had too much — don’t feed him ! Hand things, Michael, I’ve 
heard .ill about the meeting at ‘ Snooks ’ You’re nor going 
to canvass for Labour, Michael — canvassing’s so silly. If 
anv one canvassed me, i should vote the other way at 
once ” 

“ Yes, darling ; but you’re not the average elector.” 
Fleur looked at him. Ver)' sweetly put ! Congdous of 
W'llfrid biting his lips, of Sir Lawrence taking that m, of the 
amount of silk leg she w'as showing, of her black and cream 
teacups, she adjusted these matters. A flutter of her white 
lids—Descrt ceased to bite his lips ; a movement of her silk 
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-Sir Lnwrcnct. f** Kiok at him Unldmg out h-’-T 

IIJM, she said 

“ I MippoM Tm not rnodtrn cr;<»!jL'h ' ’ 

DcstTt, m<>\ in;^' a hrii,'hi liith sp-'-n naind in Itis maL^pv. 
cup, •'aid W'lthdiit lookit'i: up 

“As niutJi niort in-'dirn than ilu. niodcrp'-, a-' \on ..rr 
more am lent ” 

“ A\hir< pottr\ ' “ N.iid Mull u I 

Itut wlu n hr had I ihtn hi-' tallu r to st<' llu m tartix/Hs 
I'N Auhriv (irccIK. lu said 
“ Kindl\ t(ll me wli It \nu rtu ini, Wilirid ” 

Desert's \(Mct hetmevl tu h ip loun R'lraint 
“ U hat dues It matter ' I d<.n i /.ant lu vsa'-it time v\uli 
that " 

“ But I uant tu kriuvN It s>'und(d like a sneer ” 

“ A sneer ^ i'rum me ? 1 Kur ! " 

“ 'I'lien tell me ” 

“ I meant tltat \uu ha\e all their rest It s^ncss and pr.K Meal 
pmi -there ness, but \uu ha\e uhat lhe\ ha\en*t. Tie ur — 
powe'r lu turn unc's head \nd mine i^ turned Vuu know 
it." 

“ How \\uuld Micliael like that — from \\>u, hks best man?” 
Desert moved quieklv ti» the windows 
blcur toeik Ttn^'-a-lmp on her lap Such things had be'en 
said to her before , but from Wilfrid it was serious. Nice 
to think she had his heart, of course I Onlv, where on 
earth e'ould she put it, where it wouldn't be seen c\cept by 
her ? }fc was incalculable — did stranite things ' She was 
a little afraid -not <if him. but of that qualitv in him. He 
c..me back to the hearth, and said : 

I'gK, isn’t it f Put that dam’ dog down, Fleur; 1 
can't sec y(>ur face. If you were really fond of Michael — I 
swear I wouldn’t ; but you’re not, you know.” 

Fleur said coldly : 
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'I’du know \cr\ little . I .;w funvl nj Mitli.icl ’’ 

He sert |.M\ e his lirtl' ]r rk\ luiL’h 
“ Oh \cs . nut ’la ■'"n th 't u'l-riis " 

1 Icur lis .ktii I'p 

' It UiUin-' t.jUll( < Ili'ljeh tt' til l! (. one S.ite.” 

' \ il'iwir th It 1 uiii't j .. k " 

1 It. ur iiiuldi d 

" (Juitt Hirt , i Imr ' O'lii' . quiiv tiT< 

1 it, iir st.irt tl , tier ev i s>'tit.n,ti .1 little, la r e\clids, so 
i.\tt- i\t.K whitt , vlf'iMja .] <a rth in, sht nodded Desert 
- ‘id ']'a\i\ 

" '! hi muiinnt 1 IhIk'.i th.it, I sh.tll l'o I'.i-t.” 

'• \ut s" •'I tit . 1 - L'“ini: West, hut niiieh tht s.imt -\ou 
don't I'onit h n k " 

1 It ur tin ueht ‘ 1 he ImsI * f sfumltl lo\ i to knovN thi 
1 ist ' I’ltv one lun't m. in. lire th it, too rii\ !‘ 

“ \\iu won't keep me in \our Zoo, my de.ir I shan’t 
liunq around .md teed on irumhs \’ou know wh.it I feel 
i’ ine.ins .1 sin.i'h of '-'•nic st.rt 

“ It hasn’t inen in\ t.iult, h is it ' ” 

“Vts, \ou’\e Collected me, .is \on collect e\crybod\ 
ih.it K'mes ne.tr \ou " 

“ I don’t know wh.it \ou mean ” 

Desert bent down, and dr.ieiT^'sl her hand to Ins lip$. 

" Don’t be riled with me ; I'm too unh.ippy.” 

Fleur let her li.ind oax ap.nnst his hot lips. 

“ Sorr\, \\ ilfrid,” 

“ .All njrht, dear I’ll po.” 

“ But \ou’rc cominp to dinner tomorrow ? ” 

Desert said violently : 

“ To-morrou ? G«x>d God — no ! What d’you think I’m 
made of ? ” 

He flung }icr hand away. 
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“ I don’t like vi<ilcncc, Wilfrid " 

“ Well, jj;(>(>d-b\c , I’d hctttr iro ” 

I’hc’ \Mirds “ And \ou’d Ixttir n<'t (nrnr^ ,v:r'iin ” trembled 
up to her lips, Ixjt ucrc n-»t sp(,k P ,rt from Wiltnd — 
life would a little w.irmtli ’ .''iu u i\ ed lu r han J He 
was gone Slie heard ihi d'>or ik. in- Poor Willrui ' — 
niec to think of a t1am< at vvhkh to arm her liands ' Nke 
but rather dreadful ' And '^lldd<nl\, xlr^ppinL' 'Fine-adiiiu, 
she got up and hi lmh to walk ahoi.t th( T>")in 'I'o-rnorrow ! 
Second anniversarx ol h< r \\t Idmc d. i\ ! Still an aehc 
wlicn she thought of v\h it it had nut ' n Put tli< r< w is 
little lime to lliirdi and Hie' m .di 1> >> \\ }i it ju.>d "i 

thinking? Onl\' om Iili, full of pi oph , ut thinjs to do I'l.i 
have, of things \Nanled a lih onK \<'dot unt thing, r 1 
that- Well, if people liad it, tlue lu r h ul it long' (in 
her lids two tear^, whieh had gatland, dried withoii; 
falling Sentiment. ilkin ' \o ' The h.^i tl net m the 
world— the unforgu .ihle ofieneo * W’iioni .should she put 
next whom t<vmnrrou ? And whom should she get in 
place of Wilfrid, if Wilfrid wouldn’t eome -ilh ho\ 1 ( ine 

da\ — one night — wliat dilfereni.c ? Who should nt on h<,r 
right, and \vho on her left : W’as Auhres (rti^ere more 
distinguished, or Sihle) Swan ? Were they either as 
^tiiigui,s he'd as W alter N i/ing or Charles Vpshire ? 
Dinner of t\\e]\e, exelusn el\ literary and artistic, ccccpt for 
Michael and Alison C'Jiarv\cll. ! Could Alison get her 
Guidon Minho — ^just e>nc writer of the old school, one glass 
of old wine to mellow effervescence ? He didn't publish 
with Danby and W’ inter ; but he fed out of Alison’s hand. 
She went quiekly to one of the old tea che ats, and opxned it. 
Inside was a tcleplionc. 

*‘Can I »peak to Lady Alison — Mrs. Michael Mont . . . 
Yes . , . That you, Alison ? . . . Fleur speaking. Wilfrid 
hat fallen through to-morrow night . . . Is* there any 
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chance of ymr (»urd(m Minho? I don’t know him, 

o^' course , but he be intcre-^tcd You’ll trv ? . . 

Til. it'll bcc\ crsodtln^htful l-^n’t the ‘ bnooks’ Clubmcctini; 
r.ithvr exciting’' Hart ■s.ix'. the\’l! rat each other nou 
ihe\’ve split . . About Mr Minho. Could you let me 
kniAS t(»-niu’ht ? Th.ink-^ -thanks .nsfully!. . . (jood- 
b\c!” 

F.ulini,^ Minho, whom ^ Her mind hovered over the 
n.uiKs in her .uldress boiT \t so 1 itc a minute it must be 
some one Wiho didn’t st.ind im ceremonv , but except .Alison, 
mcK ot Mkh.i'J's rtl.itions uould be safe from Sibley Swan 
or Nc^t.i (tor-e, and th.ir sub\irNi\e shafts; as to the 
l'or-,\ tes— out ot Mie qu'stion, ihev had their own sub* 
aeid humour (-omi of tlKin), but tlw\ were not modern, not 
reallv modern He^iJes, shi saw a> little of them as she 
could — they d.ited, beliin^red to tlie dramatic period, had no 
stri'e of life without bepinnmv or end No I If (rurdon 
Minho w.is a irosi, it w(»uld have to be a musician, whose 
w<'rks were hierooK'phical with a dash of surgery ; or, 
better, perhaps, a psveho-anaK st Her fingers turned the 
pages till she came to those two categories. Hugo Solsris 
A possibility ; but suppose he wanted to play them some- 
thing recent ? There was onl\ Michael’s upright Grand, 
and that would mean going to his study. Better Gera^ 
Hanks — he and Nesta Gorse would get off together on 
dre.ims ; still, if they did, there would be no actual loss of 
life. Y'es, failing Gurdon Minho, Gerald Hanks ; he would 
be free — and put him between Alison and Ncsta, She 
chmd the book, and, going back to her jadc-green settee, 
sat gazing at Ting-ading. The little dog’s prominent round 
eyes gazed back ; bright, black, very old. Fleur thought : 

* I don't want Wilfrid to drop off.’ Among all the crowd 
who came and went, here, there and everywhere, she cared 
for nobody. Keep up with them, keep up with cvexythmg, 
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of course! It W.ts all Iritrlitfullv amusinc, frit^htfully 
ncccssars' ' Onlv onl\ w li.it ’ 

Voices! Midi.itl arul B.irt commit h.u'k Ikiri liad 
noticed Wilfrid He a.;' a riotKini: "Id liart ^hc \\a^ 
never very coinfortahle uiicn lit u.is al'"ut li\cl\ and 
twisting, but with M>nu thine •'Cithd and .inccNtr.il in him , 
a little like Ting .i-hng '•-•mt thing judL'm.iiic, ever it lime 
her that she w.i*. flulterme .nui lu w He w.in anthemd. 
could onlv move to the hneih<it hI^ "ld-t.iNhi"ncd cord. Inn 
he could ilrop on to thingN diNconccriinglv Full, he 
admired her, she It h "h ‘ vcn 

VV’ell ! Wh.ii h.id he thought ot the c irioous ^ Ought 
Michael to publish them, .mei with htterpreNN or wiiliout ' 
Didn’t he think th.il the eiihie called ‘ ^lill Lite ' ot the 
(Jovernnunt, too IriglitlulK lunnv especi illv the ‘old 
Ixan ’ representing tiic rrimc ' lor answer she was 
conscious ot .1 twisting, r.tpul iioi^e , Fir Lawrctin was 
telling her of Ills fat he r’s collcelion ot eh e tiouec ringe ir loons 
She did wisli Harr would not tell her ili ml his lather , he 
had been so distinguished, .ind he must h.ive been so dull, 
paving .ill his calls on liorscb.ick, with trousers strapped 
under his boots. He and Lord Ch. tries Cariboo and the 
Marquis ol Forfar li.id been the list tliree ‘ c.dkrs ’ ol that 
sort. If onlv thev h.idn’t, ihev'd have been cle.in forgot 
She had that dress to trv, and tourieen things to see to, and 
Hugo’s concert beg.m .it eight-filicen ! \\ hy did people 

of the last generation alwavs have so much time ? And, 
suddenly, she hxiked down. Ting-a-lmg w.is licking the 
copper floor. She tvM»k him up : “ Not th.at, darling , 
nasty ! ” Ah ! the spell was broken ! Ban was going, 
rentiniscent to the last. She waned at the foot of the 
•lairs till Michael shut the den^r on him, then flew. Reach- 
ing her room, she turned on all the lights. Here was her 
own iiyk — a bed which did not look like one, and many 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


»7 

mirrors. The couch of Tini;-.i-hnij otuipicd a corner, 
u hence he could ^ee liimsOt in tliree She put liim down, 
and said “ Keep quiet, nov\ ' ” His .ittitudc to the other 
d<lu;^ in the room had lonij become mditferent , llmugh of 
In', (uvn breed and preuscK his colounnii, they had no smell 
and no litkinc' power in their toni^ues notlim^^ to be done 
with them, imitative cre.itures, incredihlv unresponsive 

Strippinc'' ot! her dre^^, I 1< ur litld the new frotk under 
iier ehin 

“ Mav I kis^ vou ? " said a voice, and there was Michael's 
imat,'e behind her own ri'tieeiion in the ^'1 iss 

“ .M\ dear bov, there isn’t tune! Help me with this” 
She slipped the troi.k (tver her head “ Do th(»se three top 
hooks How elo vou like It ' Oh' and Muh.iel' (lur- 
don Minho in. IV be eomin^ to eiiniur to-morrow W'llfnd 
e.in’t Have vou read his tliinits ’ Sit down .md tell 
me somethini: about them All novels, aren’t they ? 
What sort ^ ” 

“ V\ ell, he’s alwavs had something' to sa\ And his cats 
are ^' imhI He’s a bit romantie, ol course.” 

“ Oh ! Have I made a ^'.dt ' ” 

“ Not .1 bit ; jell) ji^ood shot The vice of our lot is, they say 
It pretty well, but thev ’vc nothing to s.iy, Thev won’t last.” 

“ But that'' just why thev will last. They won’t date.” 

“ VWin’t ihc) ’ Mv jjum ! ” 

“Willrid will list”’ 

” Ah ! W ihrid has emotions, hates, pities, want.s ; at Ic.ist, 
sometimes; when he has, his stuff is jolly jjood. Other- 
wise, he just makes a .-ong alxjut nothing - like the rest.” 

Elcur tucked in the top of her undergarment 

“ But, Michael, if ihar’s so, wc — I’ve got the wrong lot.” 

Michael grinned. 

“ My dear cliild ! The lot of the hour is always right ; 
only you’ve got to watch it, and change it quick enough.” 
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“ Bt't d') ou mc-in to "ay that biMi \ i"n’t troine to live ^ ” 
“Sib? Lord, 

“ But lie’s S') p(.rli.(.t]\ sure that almost (.‘\cn,l<Mdv else 
i-t dead or vImti*' .'"uriK he h..s iniii d etniu''^ ' " 

If I li.'uin't niure jiuli^rrurii than b'lh, I'd v’ out of 

puhli>hin^ t(i-morrMU 

“ You- more than i"ibk\ Jsv\,in ’ ” 

“ Ol course, l\e more judgment thin Sih Whv ' Sib'> 
judpmieni is just lits opinion of - <.omtnon or irardcn 
impatience of anv one else He dotsn’t e\in read them 
He’ll read one specimen of c\(rv ahrb<*r md ‘Oii' 

tlial fellow ! He's dull, or lie's nior.d, or he’s '.eniinienial, 
or he dates, or he drutU I’ve heard linn do/ens oi tunes 
That’s if they're alive Ot course, if ihev'rf dc id, it's 
different. He’salwa\s dnrpmi: up md lanonisinp the dt ad ; 
that’s how he’s j>ol his name Thcre’^ aKNa\s a yii> m 
literature. He’s a standing i \ample <d hou peopl.- c m iret 
taken at their own \aluanon. But .is to 1 1 'tm^ -of course 
'* he won’t ; he’s never creative, even h\ nust.ike ” 

Fleur had lovSt the thread Yes ! It suited her — quite a 
nice line ! Off v^ilh it ! Must write iliose three notes before 
she dressed. 

Michael had begun again. 

“ Take my tip, Fleur. The really big people don’t talk — 
and don’t bunch — they paddle their own canoes m wliat 
seem backwaters. But it’s the backwaters that make the 
main stream. By Jove, that’s a mot, or is it a hull ; and arc 
bulls mots or mots bulls ? ” • 

** Michael, if you were me, would you tell Frederic U'llmer 
that he'll he meeting Hubert Marsland at lunch ne.xt week ^ 
Would it bring him or would it put him off ? ” 

Marsland’s rather an old duck, Wilmcr’s rather an old 
goo»e—I don’t know.” 

“ Oh 1 do be serious, Michael — you never give me 
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jnv hop in nrr.jniL:mi>--Nu ! Don’t maul my shoulder^ 
please." 

“Well, dar'ini:, I dmi't kn >u INc no niu-> for .such 
ihm;^s, like )ou Mat''!. aid paint-> windmills, clitfs and 
things — I doubt if he’s heard ot tlic future He’s almost a 
Mathew -M iris fur keipiiiLT "ut of the swim. It vou think 
he’d like to nutt a W rtiuiiiist ” 

" I didn't a.sk \ou it he'd like to meet Wilrmr ; I asked 
\ ou if \\ ilnu r would like to meet him ” 

“ W ilmi r will jiist s ,v ‘I like little Mrs Mont, s]k i>i\es 
deueed i^ood yrub ' -- itul so \oii do, diitk). A \ ertikunist 
wants nouii'-hini,% \nu know, or it wouldn’t po to ins licavi ” 

Heur's [ en re.sunit vl its swift strokes, alrcadv bceoming 
sliyhtK Ilk L’i''le Mr murmured 

“ I think \\ ilfnd Would Ik Ip \ou won’t be there , uiv — 
two— tliree What women ? ” 

" For painters— preti) .ind plump ; m* intellect.” 

1 leur s.nd cr(issly ; 

“ 1 c.in’t get them plump ; they don’t go about now.” 
And her pen {lowed on . 

“ DkAR Wn FRiD, Wednesday— lunch ; Wilmcr, Hubert 
MarM.ind, twi; other wutnen Do help me live it down. 

” Yours ever, 

” Fleur,” 

“ Michail, \our chin Is like a bootbrush.” 

“ Sorry, old ilung ; \ our shoulders shouldn’t be so smooth. 
Bart ^a VC \\ ilfrid a tip ,\s we were coming along.” 

Fleur stopped writing “ Oh ! ” 

“ Reminded him that the slate of love was a giA>d stunt 
fur poets ” 

“ .4 propos of what ? ” 

“ Wilfrid was complaining that he couldn’t turn it out 


now. 
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“ Nr)nsrn''C ! Hisl '-t ,ire hi'' h^■^t ” 

“ V\ { 11, \^ li.it I think l\ rri.i}'-. he's f(»ri 4 tiled the 

lip H.lS h<-, d'\i)U LlloU ' ” 

Meur turned lier (\< t"\\ ird' tiu f,ui Inhinvl !iir 

hliuulder Nf>. It ii.id Its n.jtivt IcM.k trunk, irrcspMH'iM' , 
''li^htK f.iun-like, vMth il.s p'unttd < urs, quick lips, jiid 
nostril'^ 

^he vuid slouK . 

“ If dun'i know, ntd’ods d<'rs " 

\ snudli inurrupted Mich.icks .lUsuer -i line, 

l(*n^', !nu, ''liL'liiK hi^lier .it I'l'th i n.i , wa^ st ,ndiiu’ b( i\m < n 
tluni, \Mth hl.uk mu//le upturned ‘ M\ pidujrK is 
l(inp',’ lu sttined u» s.i, , ‘ but inv h^’s arc short - vvh.it 
.ibout u ’ 



CH\PTFR III 

Ml sR \\, 

AnOKDiNf, to n CHMt irul L'uuiinL’- ['riiulplf. Hi ur .inJ 
MkIi.kI Muni aiU'iultvl tin Hup'i uina-rt, not Ix- 

(.au-'t tl)(\ .mtuip.ilid pli.rur', I'ut In^aiisi. thc\ knew 
lluL'" 1 lu \ tth, b(Rvk‘, that an Knitlislimari of 

RiisMf-1 )ut^ h ( ' trai non. ua'i one ot tho^c who rc rtNior- 
int' } iiL'li'h mu^K, L'nini; to it a uiJi ainl spaiioiis kccJorn 
troin ini loiK aiul rlivtlirn, uliilc iruistmi; it willi lili'j ir\ 
..nd m •ihi-maiical (.harms \ik1 oHi nc\cr could to a 
loHiirt ui\cn 1>\ -iru of tliR s<.1i<hi 1 without usin)^: tlu word 
'interesting'’ a> one was lomin)^ awa\ To sleep to tins 
reston d Fnidish nujsic, too, vvas impijssihlo Fleur, a 
sound 'keptr, h.id nc\< r i\en tried Mlt hael had, and torn- 
plaint d afttrwards that it had he< n like a nap in Lic^^c rail- 
wax station On this ix'casion ihe\ (*ttupicd thoHc |,Mng\vav 
scats in tilt tront row ot tht dress circle of which Fleur had 
a sort of natural monop(»l\ There Hugo and the rest could 
sec her taking her place in the Fnglish restoration move- 
ment It was eas\, too, to escape into the corridor and 
exchange the word ‘interesting’ with sidc-whiskered 
cogno'ccnti , or, slipping out a cigarette from the little gold 
cast, wedding present of Cousin Imogen Cardigan, get a 
whiff or tw'o’s repose. To speak quite honcstlv, Fleur had a 
natural sense of rhythm which caused her discomf<»rt during 
thos^ long and ‘ interesting ’ passages which evidenced, 
as It were, the composer’s rise and fall from his bed of 
thorns. She secretly loved a tune, and the impossibility of 
ever confessing this wdthoui losing hold of SoUtis, Baff, 
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MacLrvsi'-, Cli'n-n'.-, .md other Kn^li-h restoration 
composers, sometime^ taxed to jtx limit a nature uliuh h id 
its Spartan side K\e n to Miehael she uould not ‘ conft ss 
and it was additional!) tr\ini: when, with his natr. e dis- 
respect of persons, at eentii ited In hi' in the treiu lies and i 
puhlisher’s offie'e, ht would mutter “ (iad ! (iet on with 
it ' ” or : “ Cnpes ' \m't ie io..kl>id'”( peeiallv is s],-- 
knew that MithacI was re dl\ puttinit up with it h.ttc r t!i m 
licrsclf, liavin^ a more literar\ di>j’o-ition, and a less daiu- 
iH): itch in his toes 

The first mo\emenr of the new SoKtis composnio’' -- 
‘ rhantasma_i;ori I I’le motue sqm ' to which the’, n id. 
especial!) votne to listen, Ihvmii wuh'< me drawn-out i Ir ids. 

“ What fill !” said Mu ti.u ' s ,0.1 m her I ar " 1 i ri e 
pieces of furniture moved simuh on )uds on a } ar^jL.' t 
floor ! ” 

In Fleur’s involuntarv smile was the whole secret oi whv 
her ni.irna^v had not been intohriid. Alter all, MiJi.eJ 
was a dear ! Devotion .iiul mer».ur\ p amgand lo\alt> -- 
combined, they piejiied and touched even a heart cn 
away l>cfore it was best. nved on him. ‘Touch’ without 
* pique ’ would have bored; ‘pique’ without ‘touch’ 
would have irritated At this moment lie was at peculiar 
advantage ! Holding on to his knees, with liisexirs standing 
up, eyes glassy from lovallv to Hugo, and tongue in cheek, 
he was listening to that opening in a wav which evoked 
Fleur’s admiration. The piece would l>c ‘ interesting 
she fell into the state of outer observation and inner calc al.i- 
tion very usual with her now adavs. Over there was L S D., 
the greater dramatist ; she didn’t know him— yet. He 
looked rather frightening, his hair stood up so str.iight. 
And her eye began picturing him on her copper floor against 
a Chinese picture. And there — yes ! Gurdon Minho ! 
Imagine bis coming to anj'thing so modern i His prolilc 
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c^v;^ r.uhcr Roman — <jt the Aurelian period ! Passing on 
from that antique, with the pleaded thought t)int by this 
time to-morrow she might liavc Lidlectcd it, she quartered 
thi assembk face by faee— '-he did nut \sant to miss any 
<inc important 

“ d lic furniture ” had come to a Nudden standstill. 

" Interesting ’ ” said a \oiu o\er her shoulder, Aubrey 
(ireenc ' lllusi\e, rather inoonhr, with his silh\' fair hair 
brushed straight back, and hl^ gneni-li eyes- his smile 
always made la r Ed that he was ‘ getting’ at fier. But, 
alter all, he wa- a t .irtoonisi ! 

“ Yes, isn’t u ? ” 

He curled aw'a\ . He might have stayed a little longer — 
there wouldn't be time tor ariv one else before those songs of 
Birdigal's ! flcrc came the singer Charles Fowls! How- 
stout and efficient he looked, dragging little Birdigal to the 
piano 

Charming icc*»mpaniment- ripphng, melodious ! 

The stout, efficient man began to sing. How different 
from the accompaniment I The song hit every note just 
off the solar plexus, it mathematically prevented her from 
feeling pleasure Birdigal must have wniicn it in horror of 
some one calling it ‘ vocal ’ V'cKal ! Fleur knew how 
catching the word was ; it would run like a mcaslc round the 
ring, and Birdigal would no more! Poor Birdigal 1 
But this w-as ‘ interesting.* Only, as Michael was saying ; 
“ 0, my Gawd I ” 

Three songs ! Fowls was wonderful — so loyal ! Never 
one note hit so that it rang out like music ! Her mind flut- 
tered off to Wilfrid, To him, of all the younger poets, pco»'^ 
accorded the right to say something ; it gave him such a 
position — made him seem to come out of life, instead of 
literature. Besides, he had done things in the war, was a 
son of Lord Mullyon, would get the Mercer Prize probably, 
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for ‘ Copper Coin ’ If Wilfrid abandoned her, a star uoiilJ 
fall from the hrmament almve her etipper Hoor. Fie had no 
ri^ht tf) leave her in the lurch. He must learn not to he 
violent not to tlnnk phs'skallv No! she couldn’t let 
Willrid slif' a\\a\ , nor could slit h.i\e anv more stil)-',tutf 
in lier hie, scanm: passions, ml J/- altcrmatlis ^he 

had tasted of that , a dulled aOie still vearned lier 

FhrdiLjal was howmit, Mithael saving' “ Conu out tor a 
W’hiff ! d'he next thing’s a dud ' ” Oh ' ah ' Hei ttio\cn 
Poor old Heeihown ! So out ot date one did rj!/\ r cnjM\ 
him ! 

The corridor, and refectorx hexond, were swarmimt '"^h 
tlie restoration nioxemcnt Younj^' men and woimn with 
faces and heads (tl livelv and distorted eharaeter, were 
c.xclian^Mn^' the v\ord ‘ interestintt ' Men ot more nn-vsixe 
type, rcscmhlin^ sedentarx matadors, blocked all circula- 
tion. Fleur and Mieh.iel passed a little veav ahma, stood 
against the wall, and lighted cigarettes Fleur smoked hers 
dclicatclx — .1 very little one in a tun amber holder She 
had the air ot admiring blue smoke rather than of making 
it ; there were spheres to consider hevond this sort ot crowd 
— one never knew who might be about ! — tlic sphere, for 
instance, in which Alison Charwcll moved, politic o-liti rarv , 
catliolic in taste, but, .is Michael always put it, “ Convinced, 
like a sanitary s\ stem, that it's the onh splicre in the world , 
look at the wav ihcv all write hooks of reminiscence about 
each other ! ” TFicy might, she always felt, disapprove of 
women smoking in public halls. Consorting delicately with 
iconoclasm, E'lcur never forgot that her feet were in two 
w^lds at least. Ending there, observant of all to left and 
right, she noted against |he wall one whose face was screened 
by his programme. * Wilfrid,’ she thought, " and doesn't 
mean to sec me ! * Mortified, as a child from whom a 
sixpence ii filched, ahe said i 
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“ Thcrc'*^ Wilfrid ' Fetch him, MkIi.k-I ' ” 

Muh.iel t.ro'^seJ, and touched his best man’< 'ilccvc ; 
Desert's f.icc emended, frounin^ She saw liim shrug his 
shoulders, turn and walk into the throng Miehael came 
hack 

“ Wilfrid's got the hump to-night , sa\s he’s not fit for 
liuman soiiete - queer oKl s(in ' ” 

How ohtuse men were' Because Wilfrid was his pal, 
Mkhael eiui not see , and that wa^^ luik\ ! So W’ilfrid 
realK meant to a\ old in r ! W e 11. she veould see ! And slie 
sail.] 

“ I'm tired, Mu hael : le t’s go home ’’ 

His iiaiid slk! ri-und in r arm 
“ Sorr\, old thing , tome along ' ” 

Thc\ stoiiel a moiiunt in a negleeted d(K)rwa\, watching 
W oomatk, (he eondiie^tor, launeikel towards his oreiiestra 
“Look at him," said Mieliael , “guy hung out of an 
Italian window, le‘gs and .irms all stuffed and fiving ! And 
look at the h rapka and her piano- that's a turbulent union!” 
Tiierc was j strange sound 
“ Mel<id\, In (icorge ' ” said Mu hael. 

An attend.int muttered in their cars: “Now, sir, I’m 
going to shut the door ” Fleur had a fleeting view of L.S I), 
sitting upright a.s ins hair, with closed eyes The dmir was 
shut— thev were outside in the h.dl 

“ Wait here, darling , I'll nick a rickshaw " 

Fleur huddled her chin in her fur It was easterly and 
cold 

A voice behind her said : 

“ Well, Fleur, am I gfung East ? ” 

Wilfrid ! FIis collar up to his cars, a cigarette between 
his bps, hands m pockets, eyes devouring. 

“ You’re vcf)' silly, W ilfrid ! ” 

“ Anything you like ; am I going East ? ** 
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“No; Sunday morning’— cn o’clock at the Tate 
We’ll talk It out *’ 

“ Convenu ! ” And he u'one 

Alone suddenl), like that, I'hur felt the fir'^t shock of 
reality. Was Wiltrid trul\ tr'tm^Mo he unman, ii^cablt ' A 
taxicab ground up ; Mich.iel kckoiud , Fleur stepped in 
Passim,' a passion. ael\ hu’fited oasis oi xoiiriL; Lidics dis- 
playing to the int<re'ted Londoner tlic .icmc ot Parisian 
undress, she fell Michael incline itm trd'. her If she \\ere 
going to keep \\ illrid, slie nuisl he nii< to .MiiJuicI fhiK 
“ You needn’t kiss me in Pn c idilh Citciis. Mieh.ul ' " 

“ Sorr\', duckie ' It’s a litile pr< \ lous - 1 me.nn to 'j. t 
y<m opposite the Partluru inn " 

Fleur remcinhered Inm li< h.id slept on a bp mish sof.i l -r 
the first fortnight of their Jionc\ iruMin , hou he alwiis 
insisted that she must not spend .in\ thing on him, hut must 
ahvaj'S let inm gi\e her uh.it lie liked, though she Imd tiiree 
thousand a sear and he twelve hundred, liovv jumpv he 
was when she had a cold — and how he alwavs c.imc home 
to tea. Yes, he was a dear! But w<»uld she break her 
heart if he went East or West to-mornne ! 

Snuggled against him, she was surprised at her own 
cynicism. 

A telephone message written out, in the hall, ran : 
“ Please tell Mrs. Mont I've got Mr. Curding Minncr. Ladv 
Alisson.” 

It w'as restful, A real antique ! She turned on the 
lights in her room, and stood for a moment admiring it. 
Truly pretty I A slight snuffle from die corner — Ting-a- 
ling, tan on a black cushion, lay like a Cliinese hon in 
miniature ; pure, remote, fresh from evening communion 
W'ith the Square railings. 

“ I sec you,” said Fleur. 

Ting-a-ling did not stir ; his round black eyes watched 
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his mistress undress Wlien ^hc returned from the buih- 
room he w.is curled into .1 bull Fleur thou>>ht • ‘ Queer ! 
H(nv does he knov\ Michael won't bo coming ? ’ And 
slippim,^ into her well wanned bed, slie tuo curled herself up 
and skpt 

Eut in the nic'hr, contrary to her custom, she awoke. A 
v.rv-]nnc, wurd, trailiniL:, lf<un Minu where -the river — 
ih( ^luni- .it the back ruusinj,' nu more -poignant, aching 
— i>f her lumt > mo<>n — (Jr m.id i, it^ mots below, jet, ivorv, 
gold , the uaUliman'.s cr\ , the line'- in Jon’s letter : 

“ \’'iue in the night cr\in'j, down in the old sleeping 
Spanish Cit\ d.irktiicd under her white st.Us. 

Wliat ‘'.o the MMce— lt^ dtar, lingering anguish ? 

Just tin. u. I K hill. in, ttlling his d itt l^s^ talc of s.ifety ? 
just .1 ri'.id-m.in, flinging to ilu inc>f.n his .song I 

No ' ’'I'b "IK deprived, whose lover’s lie.irt is v\ccpinp% 
Juit Ins try : ‘ 1I"W long ? ’ ” 

A erv, or h.id she dre.imcd it ? Jun, Wilfrid, Michael ! 
Nei Use to haec a heart I 



aiAPTFR IV 

DINING 

Lady Ai.ison Charui m, Kirn IK d.iuLrIiter of tiu.- 
first F.irl of C.unpJcn, .irui \Mh to Kioiu*! Ch.irwtll, K C , 
Mith.icTs somcwh.it \oiinp iirult, u.is » ckliuhtlu! 
wom.m hroimfit up in .. xu .is ihc miuI ot soaa\ 

I'ull of hr.iiiis, (luritN, t.isti, nioiux^ an>l tirntiircj in ir- 
politico Icp'.il .iiucstr_\ In Muc l^lood, tins st t \\,o hnkt d oi, 
but .ipart from ‘bnooU* and tlu vlulhr Inunt’^ o{ birth mJ 
privilctrc It w.is pM\. charinim,', fn c and , and, 
according to .Muhacl, bnoMiish, old thinL;, .csthctu ilb, 
and intellect u.illc , but the) ’ll iu\ir si, h 'I'la \ think 
tlic\'rc the lop not«.fi qukk, In illhc, up-to d iie, \m 11 
bred, intelligent, the\ simpl\ c.in't imagine their iquaK 
Hut you see their imagin.itton is deficient 'riuir re ilK 
creative energy would eo into .i pint pot Look at 
their b<*c»ks — the\'re .ilw.ns on something -philo>oph) , 
bpirituahvsm, poetr\, fishing, themsehes, wh\, e\en their 
sonnets dry up before the) 're twent) five d'he\ know 
every thing—except m.inkind outside their own set Oh ' 
they work — thc\ run the .show' — the) have t(» , tlurc’s no 
one else v\iih their brains, .ind cncrg\, and taste Hut thc\ 
run it round and round in their own blcximing circle It's 
the world to them—and it miglit be worse ’I'he\’\e 
patented their own gtilden age, but it’s a trifle ri\ blown 
since the war.” 

Alison Charwcll— in and of this world, so spr)]y soulful, 
debonnaire, free, and cos\— lived within a stone’s throw of 
Fleuij in a house pleasant, architecturally, as any in London. 

28 
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Forty fvld, h.td thn-t- OulJrcn and con*^idcr.iMc 

beauts , sscarint: a lutit tine trom iiu-nial and bodils activits 
bonu'iliins; of an cnthiiM ut, '^Ir ssun fond of Micliael, m 
spite of Ills str.mttL <.ritRRni', so that In'* matrimonial 
senture had fuqued her from the start 1 leur was dainis, 
had qiikk natural inieIlii,Mu< thi*. ntss nieet* \\as worth 
cuhisation iiu», thouuli adapt d^lt. and assimilaiise, 

1 h‘ur )iad rLrn. lined euriou'«ls un issinnlated , s}r* continued 
to whet tlu curi'oiis ot Lads \lhon, accustomed to the 
eloe boro'u^'h o{ ehoue spirits, and tindini,' a certain 
[oiLUiains in eontiet with the New \v,r' on Meur's copper 
tlo (t bla me t with an irre \ I rc lit I llu re, w fiicli, not taken 
loo strioU'K, 111} [’id fur mind (hi th it dour she almost 
felt a back imn'lnr It was timulitini: 

Keceisim: iltur's tcle['lionie ctujuirs about (iiirdon 
Minho, shi h -d rung up the iioc list She knew him, it not 
wr]l Nobods seemed to know him well , amiable, polite, 
silent, rallur dull and aiisttre , but ssith a disetiueeriing 
smile, simu'tinus iroiiieal, sometimes Iriendls Ills books 
were now *..u*iR,now sentimental On both counts u was 
rather the t Rhion to run lum down, theiugh he still seemed 
to e\ist 

bhe rang him up Would he c<mie to a dinner to-morrow' 
at her Noung nephew, Miciiael Mont’s, and meet the younger 
generation ? His answer came, rather high-pilchcd ; 

R ithcr ! Full hi:, <>r dinner jacket ? ” 

“ }dow aw fulls nice ot vou ! the) ’ll be ever so pleased 
Full fig, I belies'C. It’s the second anniversary of their 
wedding.” She hung up the receiver with the thought . 
‘ He must be writing a book about them ! ’ 

Conscious of responsibility, she arrived early. 

It was a grand night at her husband’s Inn, so that she 
brought nothing with her but the feeling of adeenture, 
pleasant after a day spent in fluttering over tbe decision 
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at ‘ Snooks’. She was rcccncd only by Tln2;-n-llng, who had 
his back to the fire, and took ntt notice be\ond a stare. 
Sitting down on the jade i:recn ttcc, she ‘-aid : 

“Well, you funiu little ercature, d('n't \ou l^now me 
after all this time ? " 

'I’lnc-a-ling’s bluk shm\ ga/e seemed saying “You 
recur here, I know ; nK'-t thin<j'' recur There is n(»thing 
new about the future “ 

Eadv Alison ftll into a train of t}n<ught The new genera- 
tion ! Did she want her own girD to be (>{ it ’ She would 
like to talk t<. Mr M inli'- ibout that - they had had .i \er\ 
nice talk d<iwn at Bt n lie’roe e s btlore tlic war Nine vears 
ago— Sybil only s;\, Joan only tour then ! Time went, 
things ehanged ' A new gen( ration ' And what was tlic 
difference ? “ I think we had more tradition ' " de. -aid to 

hcf'-cU softly 

A slight sound drew hvr e\es up from contemplation (d 
her feet Ting-a-ling wa^ nioMng his tail from side to side 
on the licarthrug, as it applauding. Meur's voice, hclund 
her, said ; 

“ Well, darling, I'm awfully late. It u'iis good of jou to 
get me Mr, Minlfo. I do h(»pe they’ll all behave. He’ll be 
between you and me, an\wa\ ; I’m sticking him at the top, 
and Michael at the bottom, betw-ecn Pauline Upshire and 
Amabel Nazing. A’^ou’ll h.ivc Sibley on your left, and I'll 
have Aubrey on my right, then Ncsta Gorsn: and Walter 
Nazing; opposite them Linda Frewe and Charles Upshire. 
Twelve, You know them all. Oh ! and you mustn’t mind 
if the Nazings and Nest a smoke between the courses, 
Amabel will do it. She comes from Virginia — it’s the 
reaction. I do hope she’ll have some clothes on ; Michael 
always says it’s a mistake when she has ; but having Mr. 
Minho makes one a little nervous. Did you sec Ncsta’s 
skit in * The Bouquet * 1 Oh, too frightfully amusing^ 
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clearly meant for L > 1) ! Timj, mv Tim:, -ire you goinu 
to sta\ and ■-cc all these pe«'ple ^ Well, then, gel up here 
<jr \ou’ll he trodden on Kn‘i he CiuiKse ? He docs so 
nmnd off the room ” 

Ting-adinu laid iiis no,-' on Ins paws, in the centre of a 
jade green cushion 

“ Mr ( iwrding Minm r ! ” 

The \\( 11-1 nwwn moedi-t looked pale and composed. 
Mi.iLing the two exteiuhd hands, he ga/ed at Ting-a-ling, 
and said 

“ How nne ' How are \ou, mv little man ? ” 

Ting-a-ling d.id not stir “ You lake me h»r a comnK*n 
I'.nglisli do”, :r * lus -ilencc siemed to say. 

Mr and .Mr- W .ilur Na/on, Miss Tenda Frovv.” 

Am ihtl N.. iiii: e.mu rirst. Hear alabaster from her fair 
hair down to the si\ inches ot gleaming hack abwA'c her 
Waist -line, shiouJtJ alab.istcr from tour inches below the 
knee to the gleaming toes of her shoc.s ; the eminent 
rio\chst mechanically ceased to commune with Ting-a-ling. 

W’.dter Na/ing, who folhtwed a long wav up above hi? 
wife, had a tin) line of collar emergent Irom sw’athcs of 
black, and a l.ice, cut a hundred )eani ago, that slightly 
resembled bhelley’s His literary productions were some- 
times felt CO Ik- like the p<»ctr\ of that bard, and sometimes 
like the prose of Marcel Proust. “ What oh ! ” as Michael 
said. 

Linda Frewc, whom Fleur at once introduced to Gordon 
Minho, was one about whose work no two people in her 
draw’ing-r<K»m ever agreed. Her works ‘ Trifles ’ and ‘ The 
Furious Don ’ had quite divided all opinion. Genius 
according to some, drivel according to others, those books 
always roused an interesting debate whether a slight 
madness enhanced or diminished the value of art. She 
herself paid little attention to criticism— she produced. 
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** Mr Minho ? Hf>w interesting] Eve never rc.ui 
nnything of voiirs ” 

Elciir gave a little gasp 

“What — don’t you know Mr Minho’s ears? But 
they’re wondtrlul Mr Minho, 1 do \e.tnt Mrs Walter 
Naming to kn«tu \(ui Amabel -Mr (oirdon Minho” 
“Oh* Mr Minlio how jH-rfiiiU lo\J\ ] lAc v\.mtcd 
to know \ou ever since nn t r.idh 
Fleur heard the novihst s.i\ c]uu (K • 

“ I eoiihi vMsh it li.id iKcn loDi^'tr,” md p.is'-ed on in 
doubt to greet \est-i (Joisf and >ibl( \ Swan, wlm^arne in, 
as if lhc\ li\ed together, ejuarrelhtig o\^r LSD, Nesta 
upliolding him be cause of his ‘ p.in u he', Sible \ m nnt. lining 
that uit had die-d \Mth the Re stnratioii , this fe Hmw was 
alive ! 

Miehael followed with the I pshires and Aubre\ (ireene, 
W'hom he had eneountered in tlie h dl The pane was 
complete’ 

Fleur loved perfeetion, and that e\e‘ning was something 
of a nightmare Was it a sue'ccss ? Minho \e.is si> elearK 
the least brilliant person there ; c\en Alisoa talked better 
And vet he had such a line skull. She did hope he would 
not go away early. Some one would be almost sure to sav 
‘ Dug up ! ’ or ‘ Thick and bald ! ’ before the door dosed 
bcliind him. He was pathetically agreeable, as if trying to 
be liked, or, at least, not despised loo much. And there 
must, of course, be more in him than met the sense of 
hearing. After the crab souffle he did seem to be talking 
to Alison, and all about youth. Fleur listened with one 
car. 

“ Youth feels . . . main stream (*f life ... not giving it 
what it wants. Past and future getting haloes . . . 
Quite ! Contemporary life no earthly just now , . , No 
. . . Oily comfort for us — we’U be antiquated, some day, 
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like Congreve, Sterne, DeJoc . . . have our chance again 
. . . irhy? What i;dn\ing them out of the main current ? 
Oh' Prohahl\ surfeit . newspapers . . . photographs. 
Don't see life itself, iinK reports . . repn^ductions of jt ; 
all seems shodd), lurid, commercial . . Youth says 

‘ A\\a\ with It, let’s have the past or the future ! ’ ” 

He took some salted almonds, and Fleur saw hi.s e\es 
stra\ to the upptr part of Amahcl Na/ing Down there the 
u>n\ersation was like \sso(iation football -no one kept the 
ball lor more than one kick It shot from head to head. 
\nd ifter c\er\ set of pas^es some one would reach out and 
take a cigarette, and blow a blue doud across the unclothed 
rclcct(tr) table Fleur cn]o\ed the glow of her Spanish 
room--ils tiled floor, richK coloured fruits m pf^rcclam, its 
tooled leather, copper articles, and Soames’ Go) a above a 
.Mo(»ri>h divan ^he headed the liall promptly when it cann 
her wa\, but initiated nothing Her gift was to be aware of 
I \ir\ riling at once “ Mrs Mkh.acl Mont presented ” the 
brilliant irrclevancics of Linda Frewe, the pricks and 
stimulations of Nesta Gorsc, the mixmlit sliding innuendoes 
of .^ubrev Greene, the upturning strokes of Sibley Swan, 
Am.ibel Na/ing's little cckiI American audacities, Charles 
Lpshire’s curious bits ol lore, Waller Nazing’s subversive 
contradictions, the critical intricacies of Pauline Upshirc ; 
.Michael’s happy-go-lucky slings and arrows, even Alison’s 
knowledgeable quickness, and Gordon Minho’s silences — 
>hc presented them all, showed them off, keeping her cyc$ 
and e.irs on the ball of talk lest it should touch earth and 
rc-t. Brilliant evening ; but— a success ? 

On the jade green settee, when the la.st of them had gone 
and Michael wa.s seeing .Alison home, she thought of Minho^s 
‘ Youth— not getting what it wants.’ No ! Things didn’t 
fit. “ They don’t fit, do they, Ting ! ” But Ting-a-Iing was 
tired, only the tip of one car quivered. Fleur leaned back 
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and sighed. Tin^-a-ling uncurled himself, .md putting his 
forcpnws on her thigh, lofjkcd up in her face “ Look .it 
me,” he seemed to say, “ I’m all ri'jht. I get uliat I w.int, 
and I want w'hat I get At present I want to go in bed.” 

“ But I don’t,” said Fleur, without mo\iiig, 

“ Just lake me up ! ” s.iid Ting-i-ling 
“Well,” said Meur, “ 1 suppose — It's a nice person, 
but not the right p'crson, ding” 
d’lng-ading settled him^cl^ on her hare inns. 

“ It’s all right,” he seemed to s.i\ “ ddier* a great deal 
too mui. h scntimciu and all that, out ut Liana. Come on 1 ** 



CHAPTFR V 

L\ I 

Thf HnnouraMc Wilfrid Ikscrt’s rooms wcrr opposite a 
pic lure gallcr) <df Cork .Street. The only male memher of 
the aristocracy writing verse that any one would print, he 
l.ad clioscn them for seclusion rather than for comfort. His 
‘ junk,’ however, was not devoid of the taste and luxury 
w Inch overflows from the greater houses of England. Fumi- 
ture from the Hampshire scat of the Cornish nobleman, Lord 
Mullyon, had oozed into two vans, when Wilfrid settled in. 
He vsas seldom to be found, however, in his nest, and was 
felt to be a rare bird, owing his rather unique position among 
the younger writers p.irtly to his migratory reputation. He 
himself hardl)', perhaps, knew where he spent his time, or 
did his work, line mg a sort of mental claustrophobia, a 
dread of being hemmed in by people. When the war broke 
out he had just left Eton ; v^hen the war was over he was 
twenty-three, as old a young man as ever turned a stave. 
His friendship with Michael, begun in hospital, had lan- 
guished and renewed itself suddenly, when in 1920 Michael 
joined Danby and Winter, publishers, of Blake Street, 
Coven t Garden. The scaticry enthusiasm of the sucking 
publisher had been roused by Wilfrid’s verse. Hob-nobbing 
lunches over the poems of one in need of literary anchorage, 
had been capped by the iinn’i surrender to Michael’s insist- 
ence. The mutual intoxication of the first book Wilfrid had 
written and the first book Michael had sponsored was 
crowned at Michael’s wedding. Best man ! Since then, so far 
as Desert could be tied to anything, he had been tied to those 
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two ; nor, to do him ju.sticc, had Ik realised till a montli .i^d 
that the attraction v\.is not Mich.itl, hut I lour Desert 
never spoke of tlie war, it was not possible to learn from liis 
own mouth an etfcLl v.huh he mij^dit ha^L summed up thus 
“ I li\ eel S(» hm^' with Ijorror and death , I s.iw men s< > in the 
raw ; I put hope of .irn thirn,' out ot m\ mind s<i utierh , that 
I can never more liave the faintest respect for theories, 
promises, conventions, moralities, and principles 1 liave 
hated t(K) nuieh the nieii who walloweel in th'-m wlii'e I was 
wallowing; in mud and hi )od Illusion is off No reliLoon 
and no plulosophy will satistv nie words, ill wonls 1 
iiave still my sense - -no thanks to the m , im '<t ill ^ .ip.dde 
I find— of passion ; can still y^rit ni\ teeth and orin . liaee 
still some fcclinij of trench lo\,ili\, hut wlKther re il or just a 
cemiplcx, I don’t )ct know I am daiiyeroio, hut ruet so 
dangerous as those who trade- in words, principles, the ore 
and all manner ol lanalieal idioe v to he worked out ill the 
hl(K)d and sweat of other nun d'Jie war’s ilonc e>ne thme,' 
for me- converted life to ce)med\ Laugh at it— there’s 
iniihing else to do ! " 

Leaving the concert hall on the I ridav night, he had 
walked straight lurmc to Jus roe>ms And l\ing denvn full 
length on a monk's sent e>f the fifteenth ceiitur), rcste>red 
with down cushions and silk ert tlie iwciuieth, he crossed his 
liands behind liis head and delivered liimsclf to these 
thoughts : ‘ I am not going on like this ^he has bcwitclied 
me. It doesn’t mean anything to her. But it means hell to 
me. rU finish with it on Sunda) — Persia's a good place 
Arabia’s a good place — plenty of blood and sand I She'^ 
incapable of giving anything up. Hov^' has she hooked 
herself into me ! By trick of eves, and hair, bv her walk, 
by the sound of her voice — by trick of warmth, scent, colour. 
Fling her cap over the windmill — not she ! What then ? 
Am 1 to hang about her Chinese fireside and her little Chinese 
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dog ; and have this ache and this fever because I can’i be 
kissing her ? I’d rather be flying again in the middle of 
Boche whiz-bangs ! Sunday ' How women like to drag 
out agonies! It’ll be just this afternoon all over again. 
“ How unkind of you to go, when your friendship is so 
precious to me ! Stay, and be my tame cat. Wilfrid ! " 
No, my dear, for once you'rr up against it ' And - so am f, 
by the Ixird ’ . . 

When in that gallerv which extends asvlum t<i British art, 
those two young people met so accidentallyon Sunday morn- 
ing in front of Eve smelling at the flovsers of the (iarden of 
Eden, there were present also six mechanics in various stages 
of decompt'sition, a custodian and a couple from the 
provinces, none of whom seemed capable of observing 
anvthing whatever And, indeed, that meeting was inex- 
pressive. Two young people, of the disillusioned class, 
exchanging tondemnntions of the past. Desert with his 
off-hand speech, his smile, his well-tailored informality, 
suggested no aching heart. Of the two Eleur was the paler 
and more interesting. Desert kept saying to himself : 
“ No melodrama — that’s all it would be I ” And Fleur was 
thinking ; ‘ If I can keep him ordinary like this, I shan’t 
lose him, because he’ll never go away without a proper 
outburst.’ 

It was not until they found themselves a second time 
before the Eve, that he said : 

“ I don’t know why you asked me to come, Fleur. It’s 
playing the goat for no earthly reason. I quite understand 
your feeling. I’m a bit of ‘Ming’ that you don’t want to lose. 
But it’s not good enough, my dear; and tiiat’s all about it.” 

“ How horrible of you, Wilfrid ! ” 

“ Well ! Here we part ! Give us your flipper.” 

His eyes — ^rather beautiful — ^looked dark and tragic 
above the «ntile on his lips, aod she said stammering : 
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“Wilfrid — I — I don’t know. I want time. I can’t bear 
you to be unhappy. Don’t go away ! Perhaps I — I shall 
be unhappy, too ; I — I don’t know.” 

Through Desert passed the bitter thought • ‘ She cant 
let g(>— -she doesn’t know how.’ But he said quite softlv : 

Cheer up, my child ; you’ll be over all tliat in a fortnight. 
I’ll send you something to make up Why shouldn’t I make 
^ it China-— one place is as g.x.d as another ? I’ll send you a 
bit of real ‘ Ming,’ of a better period than this.” 

Fleur said passionately : 

“ You’re insulting ! Don’t ! ” 

” 1 beg your pardon. I don’t want to leave you angry.” 

What is it you want of me ? ” 

“Oh! no — come! This is going over it twice. Besides, 
since Friday I’ve been tliinking. I w-ant nothing, Fleur, 
except a blessing and your hand. Give it me ! Come on ' ” 

Fleur put her hand behind her back. It was too mortify- 
ing ! He took her for a cold-blooded, collecting little cat — 
clutching and playing with mice that she didn’t want to 
eat ! 

“ You think I’m made of icc,” she said, and her teeth 
caught her upper lip : “ Well, I’m not ! ” 

Desert looked at her ; his eyes were very wretched. I 
didn’t mean to play up your pride,” lie said. ” Let’s drop 
it, Fleur. It isn’t any good.” 

Fleur tamed and fixed her eyes on the Eve — rumbustious- 
looldx^^ female, care-free, avid, taking her fill of flower 
perfume J Why not be care-frec, take anything that came 
along ? Not so much love in the world that ocic could afford 
to pa88> Waving it unamefled, unpluckcd. Run away ! Go 
to the Bast ! Of course, she couldn’t do anything extrava- 
gant like that I But, perhaps What did it matter ? 

one man or aiiothcr, wNm neither did yon really k>ve ! 

From ondv her dro(^}ed, white, dark-lashed eyehds she 
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saw the expression on his tace, and that he was standing 
stiller than the statues And suddenly she said : “ You 
will be a fool to go Wait ! ” And without another word 
or look, ^lu' u. liked aw'ay, leaving Desert brcatiilcss before 
the avid Eve. 



CHAPTER VI 


*OLD Forsyte’ and * old mont * 

Moving away, in the confusion of her mood, Fleur almost 
trod on the toes of a loo-familiar figure standing before an 
Alma Tatlcma with a son of grev anxiety, as if lost in the 
mutability of market values 

“ Father! Tou up in toun ? Gtmc along to lunch, I 
have to get home quick.” 

Hooking his arm and keeping between him and Eve, she 
guided him away, thinking . ‘ Did he see us ? Could he 
have seen us ? ’ 

” Have you got enough on ? ” muttered Soames. 

“ Heaps ! ” 

‘‘That’s what you women always say East wind, and 
your neck like that ! Well, I don’t know.” 

“ No, dear, but 1 do.” 

The grey eyes appraised her from head to foot. 

“ What arc you doing here ^ ” he said. And Fleur 
thought: ‘Thank God he didn’t see He’d never ha\c 
asked if he had.’ And she an.swered : 

“ I take an interest in art, darling, as well as you.” 

“ Well, I’m staying w ith your .aunt in Green Street. This 
cast wind has touched my lucr. How’s your — how’s 
Michael ? ” 

Oh, he’s all right — a little cheap. W’e had a dinner last 
night.” 

.Anniversary ! The realism of a Forsyte stirred in him, 
and he looked under her eyes. Thrusting his hand into his 
overcoat pocket, he said ; 
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“ I was bringing \uu this." 

Fleur saw a flat substance w rapped in pink tissue paper. 

“ Darling, what is it ? ” 

Soames put it back into hi-? pocket 
“ We’U see later. Anybudv to lunth ^ ” 

“ Only Bart.” 

“ Old Mont ! Oh, Lord ! ” 

“ Don’t you like Bart, dc ir ^ ” 

“ Like him ’ He and I h.i\c uothmi^Mn common ” 

“I thought you fraternised r.itlier over the slate of 
things.” 

“ He’s a reactionary,” said boames 
“ And what arc y(»u, duckv ’ ” 

“ I ! Wh.it should / be ’ ” With these words he 
affirmed that policy of non-commiiment which, the older he 
grew, the more he perceived to be the onl) attitude for a 
sensible man 

“ How' is Motlier ? ” 

” Looks well I see nothing of her -she’s gr»t licr own 
mother down— they go gadding about.” 

He never alluded to Madame Lamotic as Fleur’s grand- 
mother— the less his daughter had to do with her French 
side, the better 

“ Oh ! ” said Fleur ‘‘ There’s Ting and a cat ! ” Ting- 
aTing, out for a breath of air, and tethered by a lead in the 
hands of a maid, was snuffling horribly and try ing to clirab 
a railing whereon was perched a black cal, all hunch and 
eyes 

“ Give him to me, Ellen. Gime with Mother, darling ! ” 
Ting-a-ling came, indeed, but only because he couldn’t go, 
bristling and snuffling and turning liis head back. 

I like to see him natural,” said F'leur. 

“ Waste of money, a dog like that,” Soames commented. 
“ You should have had a bull-dog and let him ileco in thi* 
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hall. No end of hurplnrics Your nunt had her knocker 
stolen.” 

” I wouldn’t p.nri with 'I'lng for a hundred knockers.” 

“One of these days you’ll be having him stolen — 
fashionable breed.” 

Fleur opened her iront door. “ Oh ! ” she said, “ Bart’s 
here, already ! ” 

A shiny hat w.is reposing on a inarbh eoffer, present from 
Soames, intended to hold co.tts and discourage moth. 
Placing Ills hat alongside the other, So.imcs looked at them 
TTicy were too similar for words, tall, high, shinv, and with 
the same name in.sidc. He had resumed the ‘ tall h.u ’ 
habit after the failure of the general and coal strikes in 1921 , 
his instinct having told him that revolution would be at h 
discount for some considerable period. 

“ About this thing,” he said, taking out the pink parcel, 
“ I don't know what you’ll do with it, hut here it is.” 

It was a curiously carved and coloured bit of opal in a 
ring of tiny brilliants, 

“ Oh ! ” Fleur cried : “ What a delicious thing I ” 

“ Venui floating on the waves, or something,” murmured 
Soanics. “ Uncommon. You want a strong light on it.” 

“ But it’s lovely. I shall put it on at once.” 

Venus ! If Dad had known ! She put her arms round 
his neck to disguise her sense of d f ropes, Soames received 
the mb of her check against his own well-shaved face with 
his usual stillness. Why demonstrate when they were both 
aware that his affection was double hers ? 

** Put it on then,” he said, “ and let’s see.” 

Fkni pinned it at her neck before an old lacquered mirror. 
*‘It*s a jewel. Thank you, darling! Yea, your tic is 
straight. I like that white piping. You ought always to 
wear it with black. Now, ccane along ! ” And she drew 
hkn into her Chme^jcoosn. It vrat empty. 
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“ Rart must be up with Michael, talking about In', new 

book ” 

*' W'riting at his age r ” said Soames. 

“ Well, ducky, hc\ a )car younger than you *’ 

“ 1 don’t write. Not .nucK a fool. Got any more new- 
fangled friends r ” 

“ Just one— -Gurdon Minho, the novelist.” 

“Another of the new- scIich)! ? *’ 

“ Oil, no, dear ' Purely vou’ve heard of Gurdon Minho ; 
he’d older tlian the hilh ” 

“They’re all abke to me.” rmittercd Soamca “Is he 
well thought of ? ” 

“ I should think his income is larger than yours. He’s 
almost a classic — only waiting to die.” 

“ rU get one of lus books and re id it. What name did 

jou say ’ ” 

“ Get ‘ Big ..nd Link 1 i>hc>,’ by Gurdon Mmho. You 
c.in remember iliat, caiiT you r Oh ! here they arc ! 
Michael, look at what Father’s given me.” 

Taking his hand, she put it up to the opal at her neck. 

‘ Let them both see,’ she thouglit, ‘ what good terms we’re 
on.’ Though her father had not seen her with Wilfrid in 
the gallery, her conscience still said : ** Strengthen your 
respectabibty, you don’t quite know how much tupport 
you’U need for it in future.” 

And out of the comer of her eye she watched those two. 
The meetings between * Old Mont ’ and ‘ Old Fomyte 
as she knew Bart called her father when ipeaking of him to 
Michael—always made her want to laugh, but the never 
quite knew why. Bart knew everything, but hit know- 
ledge was beautifully bound, strictly edited by a mind 
tethered to the * eighteenth century.’ Her father only 
knew what was of advantage to bin, but the knowledge was 
unbound, and subject to do editonhip. If he was late 
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V’ictorian, he was not above profiting if necessary by even 
later periods. ‘ Old Mnni ’ had faith in tradition , ‘ Old 
Forsyte ’ none. Fleur's acuteness had long perceived a 
difference which favoured lier father. Yet ‘Old Mnni’s ’ 
talk was so much more up-to-daie, r.ipid, glancing, garrulous, 
redolent of precise inform, ition , <md * Old Forsv te’s ' was 
constricted, matter-of-fact Ke.ilK impossible to tell which 
of the two was the better mu'^eum specimen ; and both 
so well-preserved ! 

They did not preciseh shake h.inds , but Soames men- 
tioned the weather And almost at once they all four 
nought that Sunday food wlmh b\ a sust.iined effort of will 
F'lcur had at last deprued of rcferituc to the British 
character. They partook, in fait, oi lobster cocktails, ,ind 
a mere risotto of chickens' livers, an omelette au rhum, and 
dessert trying to look as Spanish as it could. 

“ I’ve been in the Tate," Fleur said , “ I do think it's 
touching." 

"Touching " queried Soames with a sniff. 

" Fleur means, sir, that to see so much old English art 
together is like looking at a baby show.” 

" I don’t follow," said Soames stiffly. “ There’s some 
very good work there." 

" But not grown-up, sir,” 

“ Ah I You young people mistake all this crazy cleverness 
for maturity." 

‘‘That’s not what Michael means, Father. It’s quite 
true that English painting has no wisdom teeth. You can 
see the difference in a moment, between it and any Con- 
tinental painting." 

" And thank God for it ! " broke in Sir Lawrence, " The 
beauty of this country’s an is its innocence. We’re the 
oldest country in the world politically, and the j^ungett 
aesthetically. What do you say, Forsyte f " 
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“Turner Is tJd and wise cnou^di for me,’' s.nd Sonmes 
“Are )uu umiing to the IM* R S. Hoard oa 
Tuesday ’ “ 

"Tutsdav’ We were t^oin^; to sluxii the spinnevs, 
weren’t we, Miehnel ' ” 

Soaines )^'runted “ I ^Imuld let them wait,” he .said. 
“ We settle thi report ” 

It was thn.uudi ‘Old Mont's’ influence that he liad 
reeei\cd seat on the Ho.ird ot that flourishing concern, the 
Procidential Premiuni Rc.^s^urance Societ\, and, truth to 
tell, lie w.is not sitiint; \er\ casiK in it "I’hough tlic law' 
ot a' crapes was, perhaps, the most reliable tiling in the 
world, there were circumstances which had begun to cause 
him disquK tilde 1 le locTcd round his nose Light weight, 
this narrow-hc.idcd, twisting-c) ebrowed baronet of a chap 

like his son b<‘fore him ’ And he added suddenly 
“ I’m not tuo\ It I’d realised how that chap Eldcrsrin 
ruled the roost, I doubt it I should have come on to that 
Hoard ” 

One side of ' Old Mont’s ’ face seemed to try to leave the 
other 

“ Flder.son ’ ” he ‘•aid “ His grandfather was my 
grandfather's parliamentarv agent at the time of the Reform 
Hill , he put him through the most corrupt election ever 
fought — bought every vote-- used to kiss all the farmer’s 
wives. Circat days, Forsyte, great days ! ” 

“ .And over,” said Snames. ” I don’t believe in trusting 
a man’s judgment as far as we trust Eldcrson's ; I don’t 
like this foreign insurance.” 

“ My dear Forsyte — first-rate head, Eldcrson ; I’ve 
known him all my life, we were at Winchester together.” 

Soames uttered a deep sound. In that answer of ‘Old 
Mont’s’ lay much of the reason for his disquietude. On 
the Board they had all, as it were, been at Winchester 
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toji^ther ! It wa« the very dcucc ! They were .til >1 
honourable that they dared not scrunnisc each otner, cr 
even their own culloetive policv Worse than their dr< .id 
of mistake or fraud was their dread of seeming to di'.tiust 
each other And this was natural, for ro distrust each oth'-r 
was an immediate e\il And, as ScKirnes knew, imriuilt.itt 
evils arc those whnh one avfuds Indeed, onls that ten- 
dency, inherited from ins father, Jainc s, to he awake bet w i c u 
the hours of two and lour, when the chrysalis of faint mis- 
giving becomes 80 readily the buiterlU of panic, had dt \i' 
loped his uneasiness. The P.I‘ R S. w.is so imposim; a con 
cern, and he had been ummctid v\itii a so short a time, liuu 
it seemed presumptuous to smell a rat , cspccialh as he 
would have to leave the Board and the thousand a year he 
earned on it if he raised smell of rat wuiiout rat or reason 
But W'hat if there were a rat ? 'Phat was the trouble ’ And 
here sat ‘ Old Mont ’ talking of his spmne\s and his c’rand 
father. The fellow's head was too sm.dl ! And visited b\ 
the cheerless thought : * There's ntibody here, not even 
my own daughter, capable of taking a thing seriously,’ he 
kept silence. A sound at his elbow roused him. That 
m.innosct of a dog, on a chair between him and his daughter, 
was sitting up ! Did it expect him to give it something ? 
Its eyes would drop out one of these days. And he said : 
** Well, what do you want ? The way the little beast 
stared with those boot-buttons ! “ Here,” he said, offering 
it a salted almond, ” You don’t eat these.” 

Ting-aAing did. 

He has a passion for them, Dad. Haven’t vou, 
darling ^ ” 

Ting-a-ling turned his eyes up at Soames, through whom 
a queer senwiion passed, * Mieve the little brute likes 
me,‘ he thought, ‘ he’s alwa>'%Jooking at roe.’ He touched 
the dog’s nose with the his finger. Ting-a-iing 
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g.ive It a aiighr hck with his curlv blackish Ton^nic. 

“ Poor fellow 1 ’’ muttered Soames involuntarily, and 
turned to ‘ (did M(;nt.’ 

“ Don't mention w^hat I .said ” 

“ M\ dear Forsyte, what was that ? ” 

Good Heavens ’ And he wa.s on a Board with n man like 
tins ! What had made him come on, when he didn’t want 
the money, or an\ more worries — goodness knew. As sorm 
as he had become a director, VN’inifrcd and others of his 
tamih liad begun to acquire shares to neutralise their 
income tax- -sewn per cent preference— nine per cent, 
ordinarx — iiisie.id of the sieadt five they ought to be con- 
tent with There it was, he couldn't move without people 
following him He had always been so safe, so perfect a 
guide in the money mazef To be worried at his time of 
life ! Ills (.ws sought comfort from the opal at ins dauph- 
tet’sneck-- prt it\ thing, prett) neck ’ Well I She seemed 
happy enough— had forgotten her infatuation of two years 
ag(- ! That was something to be thankful for. What she 
wanted now was a child to steady her in all this modem 
scrimmage of iw(tpenn\ -ha'penny writers and painters and 
musicians A loose lot, but she had a good little head on 
her. If she had a child, he would pul another twenty 
thousand into her settlement. That was one thing about 
her mother-steady in money matters, good French method. 
And Fleur—so far as he knew — cut her coat according to 
her cloth. What was that.’ The word ‘Goya’ had 
caught his car. Newlifeof him coming out ? H’m ! That 
confirmed his slowly growing conviction that Goya had 
reached top point again. 

“ Think 1 shall part with that,” he said, pointing to the 
picture. “ There’s an Argentine over here.” 

“ Sell yoar Goya, sir ? ” It was Michael speaking. 
” Think of the envy with which you’re now regarded \ ” 
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“ One can't have evcrytlunj?,” said Soames 
“ That reproduction we’ve got for ‘ The New Life ’ ha!> 
turned out first-rate ‘ Fropcrt\ (»f Soames forsvte, 
Ksquirc ’ Lei’s get the hook out first, sir, anyway.” 

“ Shadow or substance, eii, i’or>\te ' ” 

Narrow headed baronet clup— was he mocking ? 

“ Pvt no famiK place,” he said 

“ No, but we ha\e, sir,” niurnuired Michael ; “ \ou cmld 
leave It to I'lcur, ou know 

“Well,” s.od Soames, “we shill see it iliat's w^^rti) 
while.” .And he I'Mikcd at his daughter 

Fleur seldom blushed, but she picked up Tmg-a-ling and 
rose from the Sp.inish t.ible Michael tollowed suit 
“ Giffcc in the i'llur r<»om,” he s.ud ‘ Old Fors) te ’ and 
‘()ld iMoiu ’ stood up, wiping then moustaches. 



CHXPTKR VII 

* OLD MON] ’ \SI) ‘ 01 I> lORsYll ’ 

i'flP ct the P P K S ucre not f.ir from tlu College of 

\rni', Soamo. who knew that ‘ three dexter hueklcb on 
a mMc i,^round codes' and t ‘plKa^tnt proper' had been 
obtained there at some expense In hi-> I’nele bwithin m the 
’'^!\tle^ of th' last eeniiir\, liad alu.ivs ptM)h-poohcd the- 
building, until, ibout a \e ir igo, he had been ^truck b) the 
name (loldine in \ book whuh hi had absentl) taken up at 
tile Connoisseurs’ Club The affair purported to prove that 
W'llli im v^liakespcan was reall\ Fdward de Vere, Karl of 
Oxford Th( mother <•! the larl was a (lolding — so was the 
mother of boarncs ' Tiie eoineidence struek him ; and he 
went on reading The (oin< left him with judgment sus- 
pended o\cr the mam issue, but a distinct curiosit) as to 
whether he was not of tlic same bliMid as Shakespeare. Kven 
if the carl were not the bard, he felt that the connection 
could onK be- ereditabk, though, so far as he could make 
out, Otford was a shade fellow Recently appointed on the 
Hoard of the P P R S , so that he passed the college every 
other Tuesdae, he had thought : ’ Shan't go spending a lot 
of money on it, but might hx^k in one day.’ Having looked 
in, It was astonishing how taken he had been by the whole 
thing Tracing his mt»lhcr had been quite like a criminal 
investigation, nearh as ramified and fully as expensive. 
Having lx*gun, the tenacity of a Forsyte could hardly bear 
to leave him short of the mother of Shakespeare dc Vere, 
even though she would be collateral; unfortunately, he could 
not get past a certain William Gouldyng, Ingcrer — what- 
49 
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ever that ithrIu he, and he was almost afraid to enquire 
— of the time of Oliver Cromwell There were still four 
^'cnerations to he unravelled, and he was losing money and 
the hope of getting anytliing for it This it was which caused 
him to ga/e askance at the retired building while passing it 
on his way Kj the Hoard on the Tiie-»dav after the lunch at 
Flcur^s. Two more wakeful earlv mornings had screwed him 
to the pilch of bringing his doubts to a head and knowing 
where he stood in the matter of the P P R S. , and this 
sudden reminder that he was spending money here, tliere and 
everywhere, when there was a possibility, however remote, 
of financial liability somewhere else, sliarpcned tlic edge of a 
nerve already stropped by misgivings Neglecting the lift 
and walking slowly up the two flights of stairs, he ‘ went 
over * his fcUow-di rectors lor the fifteenth time Old 
Lord Fontenoy was there for his name, of course ; seldom 
attended, and was what they called ‘a dud ’ — h’m 
nowadays ; the chairman, bir Luke Miarman, seemed 
always to be occupied in not being taken for a Jew. His 
nose was straight, but bis eyelids gave cause for doubt. His 
surname was impeccable, but his Christian dubious ; his 
voice was reassuringly roughened, but his clothes had a 
suspicious tendency towards gloss. Altogether a man who, 
tbough shrewd, could not be trusted — Soames fclt4Lto be 
giving his whole mind to other business. As for ‘ Old Mont ’ 
— what was the good of a ninth baronet on a Board I Guy 
Mcyricke, King’s Counsel, last of the three who had been 
* together,’ was a good man in court, no doubt, but with no 
time for business and no real sense of it ! Remained that 
converted Quaker, old Cuthbert Mothcrgill — whose family 
name had been a by-word for successful integrity throughout 
the li^t century, so that people still put Mothergills on to 
vbpasdi almost mechanically — rather deaf, ifice dean old 
chapi and <2aite bland, but oothiiig more, A perfectly 
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honest lot, no doubt, but perfunctory. None of them rc.illy 
giving their minds to the thinp ! In Eldcrson’s pocket, ux), 
except perhaps Sharman, and he on the wobble. And 
Lldcrson himself — clever chap, bit of an artist, perhaps , 
managing director from the start, with everything at lus 
finger-tips ' Yes ! That w.is the mischief I Prestige of 
superior knowledge, and years of success — they all kow- 
towed to him, and no wonder ’ Trouble v\ith a man like 
•J'.at w,is that il he once admitted to having made a mistake 
he destrewed the legend of hi- m^illtbility Suamct-Miad 
inough intallil’ility of his own to realise how powerful was 
Its impetus tow.irds .idmitting notliing. Ten months ago, 
when he Imd come on to the Board, everything had seenud 
in full sail; e> changes had reached bottom, so they all 
iliouglit — the ‘reassurance of foreign contracts’ policy, 
wfuch I'-lderson had initialed about a year before, h.id 
seemed, with rising exchanges, perhaps the brightest feather 
in the cap of posbibility And now, a twelvemonth later, 
Soamcs suspected darkly that they did not know where they 
were -and the general meeting only six weeks oflF ! Prob> 
ablv not even Eldcrson knew , or, if he did, he was keeping 
knowledge which ought to belong to the whole directorate 
severely to himself. 

He Ipicred the board room without a smile. All there—' 
even Lord Fontenov and ‘ Old Mont ’—given up his 
spinneys, had he ! boames took his scat at the end on thl 
fireside. Staring at Eldcrson, lie saw, with sudden clear- 
ness, the strength of the fellow’s position ; and, with equal 
dearness, the weakness of the P.P.R.S. With this rising 
and falling currency, they could never know exactly theix 
liability— they were just gambling. Listening to the 
minutes and other routine business, with his chin cUsped 
in his hand, 4ie let his eyes mow from face to face— old 
Mochergill, Eldcrson, Mont opposite ; ShamAii at the head ; 
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Kontcnoy, Meynckc, b.tck lo himself -• decisive bo.ird of the 
)c.»r. He could not, must not, be placed m .irn dubious 
position ! At hi‘i first ^»eneral meeting' on this concern, he 
must not face the shareholders without kno\\in^» cxactlv 
where he stood. He looked ae am at hdderson — sweetish 
face, bald head rather like fuhus Ca'sar’s, nothine to sutritcst 
irrcj^ulantv or excessive optimism- -m tact, somewhat re- 
sembling that of old riuh Nicholas botsvlc, whose affairs 
liad been such an example t(t the hot i^encratioii but one 
The managing director having cimphtcd his exposition, 
Soames directed his ga/c at Oa pink face of dosev old 
Motherglll, and said ; 

“ I'm not satisfied ih.it these aecounts disclost our true 
position. I vvaiit ilie Mo.ird adjourned to thi> d.iv week, 
Mr, Chairman, and during the week I want cvtrv membei 
of tlie Board furnished with exact details of the forLien 
contract commitments which do not mature during the 
present financial vear. 1 notice that those are lumped 
under a general estimate of habihtv I am not .satisfied 
with that. They ought to be scparaielv treated’’ Shifting 
his garc past Fdderson to the face of ‘ Old Mont,' he went 
on : ** Unless there’s a material change for the better on the 
Continent, which I don’t anticipate (quite the contrarv), 
I fully expect those ccmimitmcnts will put us inj[jueer 
Street next year.” 

The scraping of feet, shifting of legs, clearing of throats 
which accompany a slight sense of outrage greeted the 
words ‘Queer Street and a sort of satisfaction swelled 
in Soaracs ; he had rattled their cc^mplacency, made them 
feci a touch of the misgiving from which he himself was 
suffering. 

“ We have always treated our commitments under one 
general estimate, Mr. Forsyte.” 

Plausible chap ! 
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And to my mind wroncjlv. Thi'^ foreign contract 
buslnc'^s is a ncu polity. For all I can tell, instead of 
p.i) ing a dividend, we ought to he setting this year's profits 
against a certain loss next \car.” 

Again tliat ■'Crape and rustle. 

“ My dear sir, absurd ! " 

The bulldog m SoamcN snuffled 

“bo \ou oiv he said “ \m I to have those 
d(. taiK ' ” 

“The Board can have uhat detail it likes, of course 
But permit nu to remark on the general question that it 
Clin only be a matter (»t <.^tlmate A conservative basis 
lias al\sa\s been adoptctl " 

“That is a matter of opini<»n," s.dd Soames ; “ and in 
in) vic\s It should be tlu' Hoard’^ (^pinion after very can^ful 
discussion of the actual figures.” 

‘ Old Mont ’ was speaking 

“ My dear Forsyte, to go into every contract would 
take us a week, and then get us no further; we can but 
average it out ” 

“ What we have not got in these accounts/^ said Soames, 
“ is the relative proportion of foreign rii>k to home risk — 
in the present state of things a vital matter.” 

The'Chairman spoke. 

“ There will be no difficulty about that, I imagine, 
Elderson ! But in any case, Mr. Forsyte, we should hardly 
be justified in penalising the present year for the sake of 
eventualities which we hope will not arise.” 

“ I don’t know,” said Soames. ” We arc here to decide 
policy according to our common sense, and we must have 
the fullest opportunity of exercising it. That is my point. 
We have not enough information.” 

That * plausible chap ' was speaking again : 

” Mr. Forsyte seems to be indicating a lack of confkleivce 
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in the management ” Talvin;^ the bull by the horns— 
was he ? 

"Am I to have that information ? ” 

The voice <if (ild Motlicr^ill rose cosy in the silence. 

“ The jio.irJ could he adjourned, perhaps, Mr, Chairman , 
I could come up m\sclf at a pinch. }h)ssib]\ wc could all 
attend. Tlie times are vcr\ pe^uli.ir- we mustn’t take an\ 
unnecessary risks Tlie polic\ ot forei^m conlraets is 
undoubtedly somewhat new to us W’e ha\e no reason so 
far to complain of the rtsuks And I nm sure wc ha\e 
the utmost confidence in tl e ludument of our manai>in'.» 
director. Still, as Mr l‘ors\te lias .i.'kid foi this inforrna 
tion, I think perhaps we ought to have it. What do vani 
Bay, my lord f 

" I can’t come up nevt week I agree with the chairman 
that on these accounts we couldn't burke this \ tar’s 
dividend. No good gciling tlie wind up before wc musi 
When do the account.s go out, Eklersoii ' ” 

" Normally at the end of this week " 

“ These arc not norm.d times,” said Soames ” To he 
quite plain, unless I have that inforni.ition I must tender 
my resignation.” fic saw very well what was passing in 
their minds. A newcomer making himself a nuNance— 
they would take his resignation readih— only it wo#d look 
awkward just before a general meeting unless they could 
announce ** wife’s ill-hcalth ” or something satisfactory, 
which he would take very^ good care they didn’t. 

The chainnan said coldly : 

** Well, we will adjourn the Board to this da\ week ; 
you will be able to get us those figures, Eldcreon ? ” 

« Certainly,” 

Into Soames* min4’fiashcd the thought : ‘ Ought to ask 
for an independent scrutin’yA But he looked round. 
Ootng too far— perhapa— if he intended to remain on the 
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Board— nnd he had no wish to resign — after all, it was a big 
tiling, and a thousand a year ! No ! Mustn’t overdo it ! 

Walking away, he savoured his triumph doubtfully, by 
no mtans sure that lie had done any g(X)d. His altitude 
hadonh closed the * all tiigcthcr ’ attitude round Eldcrson. 
The weakness ot his position was that he had nothing to go 
on, save an une.isincss, winch when examined was found to 
be simply a feeling that he hadn't enough control himself. 
And V(.t, there couldn’t be two managers — you must trust 
vour manager ! 

A xoKC behind him tittupped ; “ Well, Forsyte, you gave 
quite a ^h(jck with your alternative. First time I 
remember an\ thing of the sort on that Board.” 

“Sleep) hollow,” said So,Tmes 

“ Yes, I generally ha\c a nap. It gets very hot in there. 
Wish I'd stiuk to my spinncvs They come high, even as 
early as thi.s ” 

Incurablv frivolous, ihi.s tittupping baronet ! 

“ By the wa), ForsMc, I wanted to say : With all this 
modern birth lontrol and the rest of it, one gets uneasy. 
We’re not the royal famil) ; but don’t you feel with me 
it’s tiraf there was a movement m heirs ? ” 

Soames did, but he was not going to confess to anything 
so indelicate about his own daughter. 

“ Plenty of time,” he muttered. 

“ I don’t like that dog, Forsyte.” 

Soames stared. 

“ Dog ! ” he said. ” What’s that to do with it ? ” 

“ I like a baby to come before a dog. Dogs and poets 
distract young women. My grandmother had five babies 
before she was twenty-seven. She was a Montjoy ; wonder* 
ful breeders, you remember them — the seven Moat|oy 
sisters— all pretty. Old Montjoy had forty-sevcii friwui* 
rKtldfm. You don’t get it nowjKlays, Forsyte.” 
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“Countn’.s over-populated,” said Soames grimly. 

“ Rv the wrong .sort — less of them, mure of ourselves 
It’s almost a matter for legislation.” 

“Talk to )our sun,” said Soames 

” Ah ! hut tlic) think u.s fogevs, vou know. If we could 
onlv point to a reason for existence But it’s difficult, 
Efirsvte, It’s difficult ” 

“They’ve got eccrytliing the) want,” said Soames 

“ Not enough, my dc.ir i‘ors)te, not enough , the con- 
dition of the world is on the nerves of the \ oung England's 
dished, they sa\, Europe’s dished Il(‘a\cn’s dished, and 
so is Hell i No future in an\ thing hut the air Vou can’t 
breed in the air , at least, 1 doubt it the difficulties are 
considerable.” 

Soamc.s sniffed 

“ If onl\ tJic Journalists would hold their confounded 
pens,” he said ; for, more and more ot l.tie, with the decre- 
scendu of scare in the dailv Press, lie was regaining the old 
sound Forsyte feeling of securit) “We’ve onlv to keep 
clear of Europe,” he .idded 

” Keep clear and keep the ring ’ Eorsv te, I believ e \ ou’v e 
hit it. (i(K)d fricndlv terms with Scandinavia, Holland, 
Spain, Italy, Turkev — all the outlving countries that we 
can get at b) sea .Vnd let the others dree tiieir weirds. 
It’s an idea ! ” How the chap r.ittlcd on ! 

“ I’m no politician,” said Soames. 

“ Keep the ring! The new formula. It’s what we've 
been coming to unconsciously! And as to trade— to sa\ 
wc can’t do without trading with this country or with 
that — bunkum, m) dear Forsyte The world’s large— 
we can.” 

“ 1 don’t know anything about that,” said Soames. “ I 
only know we must drop this foreign contract assurance.” 

“ Why not confine it to the ring countries f Instead of 
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^ balance of power/ ‘ keep the ring ’ ! Really, it’s an 
inspiration ! ” 

Thus charged \Mth ini-piraiion, Jsoamci said hastily: 

“ I leave vou here, I’m going to my daughter’s.” 

“ Ah ! I'm going to my son’s. I-ook at tlicsc poor 
devils ! ” 

Down by the Embankment at Blackfriars a band of un- 
emploved were trailing dism.dly with monev-boxes. 

“ Revolution m the bud ' There's one thing that’s 
jlway^ forgotten, Forsyte, it’s a great pity.” 

“ Wlint’s that ” said So.ime.s, with gloom. The fellow 
would tittup all the way to Fleur's ' 

“ Wash the wi'rkmg-class, put them in clean, pleasant* 
ctiloured jeans, te.ich ’em to speak like you and me, and 
thcre’d be an end of tlass feeling It’s all a matter of the 
senses Wouldn’t you rather .share a l>cdroom with a clean, 
neat-clothed plumber’.s assistant wlio spoke and smelled 
like you than witli a profiteer who dropped his aitches and 
recked of opoponax ^ Of course you would.” 

“ Never tried,” said Soames, “ so don’t know.” 

“ Pragmatist ’ But believe me, Forsyte— if the working 
class would concentrate on baths and accent instead of on 
their political and economic tosh, equality would be here 
in no time ” 

“ I don't want equality,” .said Soames, taking his ticket 
to Westminster, 

The ^ tittupping ’ voice pursued liira entering the tube 
lift. 

“ .i£sthctic equality, Forsyte, if we had it, would remove 
the wish for any other. Did you ever catch an impccuaioaft 
professor wishing he was the King ? ” 

** No,” said Soames, opening his paper. 
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Bfvfath its venfrr of chctrtul irrcspon^ihilitv, the rlnr- 
acter of MicIialI Mont had d'.rpcned duriiiji^ two V'v:ar'> of 
anchorage and a»ntinuity. lie had been obliged to think 
of others ; and his time was occupied. Cons( imm, from the 
fall of the flag, tliat he was on sufTerance with Meur, admit- 
ting as whole the half-truth : ' 11 y a totqonr.'. un (jui haise, 
et tauift qui tend Lt joue^^ he had developed real powers of 
domestic consideration ; and yet he did not seem to redress 
the balance in his public or publishing e\istence. I le found 
the human side of his business too strong fur the monetary 
Danby and Winter, however, were bearing up against liim, 
and bhow'cd, so far, no signs of the bankruptcy prf»phesied 
for them by Soames on being told of the principles whicli his 
son-in-law intended to introduce. No more in publishing 
than in any other walk of life was Michael finding it possible 
to work too much on principle. The field of action was so 
strewn with facts — human, \cgetablc and mineral. 

On dlls same Tuesday afternoon, having long tussled with 
the price of those vegetable facts, paper and linen, he was 
listening with his pointed cars to the plaint of a packer 
discovered with five copies of ‘ Copper Coin ^ in his over- 
coat pocket, and the too obvious intention of converting 
them to hw own use, 

Mr. Danby had ‘ given him the sack ’ — he didn't deny 
that he wat going to sell them, but what would Mr, Mont 
have done 1 He owed rent — and his wife wanted nourish- 
ing alter pneamoaU<->wanted it bad. ^ Dash it 1 ’ thought 
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Michnel, ‘ I’d snoop an edition to nourish Fleur after 
pneumonia ! ’ 

“And I can’t live on my with prices what they 

are. I can’t, Mr Mont, so help me ! ” 

Michael sv^i veiled. “ Bur kwik here. Bicker, if we let you 
sn<w»p copies, .ill the p ltkcr^ nil! .snoop copies ; and if they 
do, vslicre arc l).inb\ and Winter : In the cart. And, if 
tlicv're in the cart, where are all of you ? In the street. 
It’s better that one of \oii slmuld he in the street than that 
all of tou should, isn’t it ” 

“ Ve^, sir, I quite see sour point — it’s reason; but I 
can't li\'c on rc.oon, thi K.l^t ihinit knocks you out, when 
\ou'rc on the briad I me Ask Mr. Danby to give me 
anotlier chanev “ 

“Mr. I)anb\ always .;us that a packer’s work is par- 
ticularK confidauial, ba.iUM- ii's almost impossible to keep 
a check on it.” 

“ Yes, -^ir, I should feel that in future ; but with all this 
uncmplovineni and no rvfereiue, I’ll never get another job. 
Wh.u .ibout m\ wife ? ” 

To Michael it was as if he had said “ What about Fleur t 
He began to pace the rrsim ; and the young man Bicket 
looked at him w ith laree dolorous eyes. Presently he came 
to a standstill, with his hands deep plunged into his pockets 
and his shoulders hunched. 

“ rU ask him,” he said ; “ but I don’t believe he will ; 
he’ll say it isn’t fair on the others. You had 6vc copies ; 
It’s pretty stiff, you know — means you’ve had ’em before, 
doesn’t it ? What ? ” 

“ Well, Mr. Mont, anything that’ll give me a chance, I 
don’t mind confessin’. I have ’ad a few previous, and it’s 
just about kept my wife alive. You’ve no idea what that 
pneumonia’s like for poor people.” 

Michael pushed his fingen throng^ hb'^hatr. 
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“ How old’s your wdc ? ” 

“ Only a twcnt\ ” 

Twenty ! Just Fleur’s ' 

“ ril tell you wh.it I’ll do. Hr'Icct : I’ll put it up to 
Mr. Desert ; if he speaks for \ou, pirhap-> it m.n nio\e 
Mr. Danby.” 

“Well, Mr. Mont, thank \ou \ou’re a ^-entlenian, we 
all sy that 

“Oh! lian^» it' But look hert, Bickct, \ou vsere 
reckoning on those ti\e ^.opn^ Take tins to male up, and 
get your wife whai’s netessarv OnK for goodnes-^’ -,.ik( 
don’t tell Mr I)anln 

“ Mr Mont, I wouldn’t dueive \ou for the world I 
won’t sy a W'ord. sir .And nn wife well ' ” 

A sniff, .1 shuffle- Mkhel was .ihuie, with his hand^ 
plunged deeper, his shoulders huiuhed higher \nd 
suddenly he laughed Jht\ ' iht\ w.is pop' It was ill 
dam’ funnv. Here he was rewarding Hicket for snooping 
‘Copper Coin!’ A sudden longing pf>ssesscd him t" 
follow the little packer and sec what lie did witli the two 
pounds— see whether ‘ the pneumonia ’ was real or a tig 
ment of the brain behind those dolorous eves Impossible, 
though ! Instead he must ring up Wilfrid and ask him to 
put in a word with old Danby His own word was no 
earthly. He had put it in H)o often ! Bickct ! Little one 
knew of anybody, life was deep and dark, and upside down ' 
What was honesty ? Pressure of life irnm power tif resist- 
ance — the result of that fight, when the latter won, was 
honesty ! But why resist ? Love thy neighbour as thysclt 
— but not toorc 1 And wasn’t it a darned sight harder for 
Bickct on two pounds a week to love him, than for him on 
twenty-four pounds a week to love Bickct ? . . . 

“ Hallo ! . . . That you, Wilfrid ? . . . Michael speaking 

One of our packers has been sneaking copies of ‘ Copper Coin/ 
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He’s ‘got the sack’ — p(X)r devil! I wondered if you’d 
mind putting in a w-ord for him— old Dan won’t listen to 
me . . . )es, got a wife— Flcur'^ age; pneumonia, so he 
^avs Won’t do it again with vours an) way, insurance by 
common gratitude— what ! . . Tliankv, old man, awfully 

good of you — will )ou bf*l) m, then ? Wo can go round 
home together ... Oh ' Well! You’ll boh in anywav' 
Aurev ! ” 

()Ood chap, old \\ ilfrid ! Real good vhap— underneath ! 
rndcrncatli — wliat ^ 

JU'placing the rettivcr, Mithacl saw a sudden great cloud 
ul eights and stcnts and sounds, so foreign to the principles 
ot his firm that he was in the habit of rejecting instan- 
taneously every inanuseript whicli dealt with them. The 
w..r might he ‘ idT ’ , but it was still ‘ on ’ within Wilfrid, 
and hmiself. Taking up a tube, he spoke • 

“ Mr Danbv in his room ? Right ! If he shows any 
signs of flitting, let me know at (jncc.” . . . 

Between Michael and lus senior partner a gulf was fixed, 
not loss deep tlian that between two cpoelis, though par- 
tially filled in by Winter’s middle-age and accommodating 
temperament. Michael had almost nothing against Mr. 
Danbv except that he was always right — Philip Norman 
Danby, of Sky House, Campden Hill, a man of sixty and 
some family, with a tall forehead, a preponderance of body 
to leg, and an expression both steady and reflective. His 
eves were perhaps rather close together, and his nose rather 
thin, but he looked a handsome piece in his well-propor- 
tioned room. He glanced up from the formation of a 
correct judgment on a matter of advertisement when 
Wilfrid Desert came in. 

“ Well, Mr. Desert, w hat can I do for you ? Sit down I ** 

Desert did not sit down, but looked at the engravings, 
at his fingers, at Mr. Danby, and said : 
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“ Fact is, I want you to let that packer chap off, Mr. 
Danby.” 

“Packer chap. Oh! Ah! Ihckct. Mont told \ou, I 
suppose ? ” 

“ Yes ; he’s got a vounit: wife down with pncumoni.T ” 

“ 'fliev all go to oiir fnciui Mont with some talc or other, 
Mr. Desert— he Ins .< \cry ^ott h'-art Hut I’m afi iid I 
can’t keep this mm I:\ .1 uv i inodiou-> thtni: We’ve 
been trying to trau‘ a Ic.ik J ir -ome tirnc.” 

Desert leaned against tl. i!Mrit<-lpiecc and stared into 
the fire. 

“ Well, Mr D.mby,” he said, “ \our generation m.i\ like 
the soft in literature, but you’ri precious hard in life, Ours 
won’t look at softness in literature, imt we’re a deuced -luht 
less hard in life.*’ 

“ I don’t think it's hard.’’ said Mr Danby, “ onK just.” 

“ Arc you a judge ot justice ^ ’’ 

“ I hope so.’’ 

“ Try four years’ hell, and have another go.” 

“ I really don’t see the connection. The experience you’ve 
been through, Mr. Desert, was bound to be warping.” 

Wilfrid turned and stared at him. 

“ Forgive ray saying so, but sitting here and being just 
ii much more warping. Life is pretty good purgatory, to 
all except about thirty per cent, of grown-up people.” 

Mr. Danby smiled. 

simply couldn’t conduct our business, my dear 
yoong man, without scrupulous honesty in everybody. To 
make no distinction between honesty and dishonesty would 
be quite unfair. You know that perfectly well.” 

** I don’t know ai^hing perfectly well, Mr. Danby ; and 
1 miatrust those say ihty do.” 

^ Well, let ua put it that there arc rules of the game which 
tttkst be obtcrvtd» H aockty it to function at all** 
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Desert smiled, too *. “ Oh ! hang rules ! Do it as a favour 
to me. I wrote the rotten 

No trace of struggle showed in Mr. Danby’s face ; but 
his deep-.set, closc-together eyes shone a little. 

“ I should he onlv tu<i glad, i^ut it’s a matter — well, of 
con^uence, if \ou like I’m not pro-^ccuting the man. He 
must lca\e-~that\ all ” 

l)escrt shrugged Ins shoulders, 

“ Well. g('()d-b\e ' ” and he u^nt out. 

On the mat was MrIkkI in two minds. 

“ Well ^ ” 

‘‘ N<' go The old ['lighter’s too just.” 

Mr had stnered his liair. 

“ W.iil m ni% r<Kvm h\c minutes while I let the poor 
beggar know, then I’ll come along " 

“ N(',” said Desert, “ I'm going the oilier way” 

Not the fact that Wiltrid was going the other way— he 
almost .'ilwa\s was— but something in the tone of his voice 
and the look on his fau* obsessed Michael’s imaginatioa 
while he went downstairs to seek Hickei. W'ilfrid was a rum 
chap— he went “ dark ” so suddenl) ! 

In the nether rcgiono he asked ; 

“ Hicket gone ? ” 

“ No, sir, there he is.” 

There he w ns, in his shabb\ overcoat, with hi* pale narrow 
face, and his disproportionately large eyes, and his sloping 
shoulders. 

“ Sorr)', Bicket, Mr. Desert has been in, but it’s no go.” 
“ No, sir ? ” 

” Keep your pecker up, you’ll get somtthtiiig.” 

“ I’m afryde not, sir. Well, I tliank you very Vartily ; 
and 1 thank Mr. Desert, Good-night, sir ; and gt>od-byie \ ** 
Michael watched him down the corridor, saw him iftnef 
into the dusky strecL 
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“ JolU ! ” he said, and laughed . . . 

The natural suspicions of Michael and his senior partner 
that a tale was being pitched were not m fact justified 
Neither the wife nor the pneumonia had been cxaggcr.ited ; 
and wavering away in the direction of Hlackfnars Bridge, 
Bicket thought not of his turpitude nor of how just Mr 
D.'inbv had been, but of vvhat he should sa\ to her. He 
siiould not, of course, tell her that he had been detected in 
stealing ; he must sa\ he had * got the sack for checking the 
foreman’; but what would she think of him for dmng 
that, when cver\ thing it were depended on his not 
cheeking the foreman ' This wa'- oiu of those melancholv 
cases of such affection th.it he had been coming to liis wi'rk 
day after day feeling as if he had 'left half bis guts' 
behind him in the room where slu la\, and when at last 
the doctor said to lam 

“ She’ll get on now, but it’^ left her cerv run down you 
must feed her up," his anxiety had hardened into a res(»- 
lution to have no more In the next three weeks he had 
‘ pinched ’ eighteen ‘ Copper Coins,’ including the five 
found in his overcoat He had onlv ‘ pitched on ’ Mr 
Desert’s book IxTausc it was ' easy sold,' and he was sorry 
now that he hadn’t pitched on some one elsc’s, Mr Desert 
had been very decent He stopped at tlie corner i>f the 
Strand, and went over his money. With the two pounds 
given him by Michael and his wages he had scvcniv-fi\c 
shillings in the world, and going into the Stores he bought 
a meat jelly and a tin of Bcngcr’s food that could be made 
with water. With pockets bulging he look a ’bus, which 
dropped him at the corner of his little street on the Surrey 
side. His wife and he occupied the two ground floor rooms, 
at eight shillings a week, and he owed for three weeks. ‘ Py 
that ! * he thought, ‘ and have a roof until she’s well.’ I: 
would help him over the news, too, to show her a receipt for 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


65 

the rcSt and some pood food. How lucky they had been 
careful to have no baby ! He ‘sought the basement. His 
landl.idy was doing the week’s washing. She paused, in 
sheer surprise at such full and voluntary payment, and 
inquired after his wife. 

“ Doing nicely, thank you.” 

“ U’lII, I’m glad of th.it, it must be a relief to your mind.” 

” It IS,” said Bicket. 

The landlady thought : ‘ He’s a thrcad*paper — reminds 
me ot a shrimp before \ou bile it, with those eyes.’ 

“Here’s )our receipt, and thank \ou Sorry to ’avc 
seemed nervous about it, but times arc ’ard.” 

“ The\ are,” said Bkket. “ So long ! ” 

With the receipt and the meat jelly in his left hand, he 
opened tlic door of his front room 

His wife was sitting before a very little fire. Her bobbed 
black hair, crinkly towards the ends, had grown during her 
illness ; it shook when she turned her head and smiled. To 
Bicket — not for the first time — that smile seemed queer, 
‘ pathctic-bkc,’ mysterious — as if she saw things that 00c 
didn’t sec oneself. Her name wa.s V'ictorinc, and he said t 
” Well, Vic. ? lliis jelly’s a bit of all right, and I’ve pyde 
the rent.” He sat on the arm of the chair and she put her 
hand on his knee — her thin arm emerging blue- white from 
the dark dressing-gown. 

« Well, Tony?” 

Her face — thin and pale with those large dark cyet and 
beautifully formed eyebrows — was one that ” looked at yon 
from somewhere; and when it looked at you — well! it 
got you right inside I ” 

It got him now and he said: **How*vc you been 
breathin’ ? ” 

“ All right-much better. I’ll soon be out now." 

Bicket twitted himself round and joined hit lips to ben. 
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The kiss listed s(»me time, because all the feelings which he 
had ni)t been able to express during the past three weeks 
to her or to an\b<id\, got into it He sat up again, “ sort 
of evhaiisted,” staring at the lire, and said : “ News isn’t 
bright— -lost my job, V ic.” 

“ Oh ! I’onv ! \Vh) ? ” 

Hitket sw. 1 1 lowed 

“ Fact is, thing, are slack, and the\’re reducin’ ” 

There had surgevl into his mind tin Mrtaini\ iliaf sooner 
than tell her tlw* truth he would put Ins head under the 
gas ! 

“Oh ! dear ' What shall we d<., tlien ? ” 

Bicket’s voice hardened 

"Don’t Non worrv - ril get sonKthing"; and he 
wldstlcd 

“ But \ oil liked that job “ 

“ Did I ’ I liked s(jme o’ the fellers , but as for the job — 
why, what was it ? W'ra[ipin' books up in a Insemcnt all 
dy long Let’s ha\c something to eat and get to bed 
early — I feel as if I could sleep for a week, now I’m shut 
of it.” 

(retting their sup^-vr rcadv with her help, he carefulK 
did not look at her face for fear it might " get him agvne 
inside ! ’’ ’I hc) had onl) lx*en married a vear, ha\ ing made 
acquaintance on a tram, and Bickct often w'ondcred what 
had made her take to him, eight \ears her senior and Cj 
during the war! And )et she mu.i Ik tond of him, or 
she’d never look at him as she did. 

“ Sit down and try this jelly.’’ 

He himself ate bread and margarine and drank cocoa, 
he seldom had any particular appetite, 

“ Shall I tell you what I’d like ? ’’ he said ; “ I’d like 
Central Austrylia. had a book in there about it ; they 
sy tliere’s quke a movement. I’d like some sun. 1 
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Ix'licvc if wc '.id ;>un wi'd Kith bt iwuc the size we jltc. 
rd like tu .^ec Qilour in your thtek^, Vie.'* 

“ How muHi docs It tiibt to out rlurc ? ” 

“ A lot more tii.in we c.in 1 \ h.indb on, the trouble, 
jiut I've been ihinkm' l•'n^land'^ .ibout done. There's 
too nuinv like nu 

‘’No,” s.iid \utorine, “ ihert inn’t enouirh.” 

hkka looked .It lur f.iei', tlun quieklv .it lu" pl.ite. 

“ W li.it nude \ou t.ike .t t.iiie) to me ” 

“ Ike.iu^e \ou don't think t^t^t t*! voursclf, th.it’s w'hv." 

“ ITed to betore 1 knew \ou Hut I’d do an\ thing ft>r 
\ou, \ k 

“ II. ue >onR ot tliR Jtll), tiicn, it's .iwlul g(M>d.” 

Hie ket Nliook hie he. id 

■‘It we eould w\ke up in Cenir.il Auetryha," he .said. 
“ Hut there’s onK one thing e'ert.iin, we’ll w\kc up in this 
blighted little room Never niiiul, I’ll get a job and earn 
tlie money vet " 

“ Could we win It on .1 r.iee ? ’’ 

“ W'ell, I’ve onh got tortv-seven bob all told, and if wc 
lose It, where’ll \ou be .' ’i’ou've got to lecd up, )ou know. 
No, I must get .1 job.” 

“’ihtv'll give )ou a good reeommend, wt)n't they ? 

Hie'kel ro.se and .stacked his pl.ite and eup. 

“ Tliev would, but that job’s off -oversteK'kcd.” 

Tell her the truth ? Never! So help him ! 

In their bed, one of those just Kkj wide for one and 
just not wide enough for two, he lav, with her hair almost 
in hi.s mouth, thinking what say to his Union, and 
liow to go to work to get a job. And in his thoughts 
as the hours drew' on he burned his boats. To draw' his 
unemplovment money he would have to tell his Union 
what the trouble was. Blow the Union ! He wasn't 
going to be accountable to them ! Hr knew why he'd 
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pinched the b{x)kH ; but it w.h n<»Uidv che’s business, 
nobody else could understand feelings, vcatdnny her so 
breathless, pale and thin, btnke out for himself ! And a 
million and a half out o’ work ! Well, he had a fortnii^lit’.^ 
keep, and something would turn u}- — and he mi^ht risk a 
bob or two and win some ukiikw, \ou never 1 new. She 
turned in her sleep. ‘ Ves,’ lie tlmught, ‘ I’d do it 
agync . . 

Next day, after sonic hours on he stood under tlic 
grey casterK sk\ in the grey street, before a plate -glass 
window protecting an assortment of fruits and sIrmccs of 
C(^m, lumps of met.d, and bnlhani blue butterilu in the 
carefully golden light of advertised ^ustraha 'I'o llnket, 
who had never been out of England, not often out of 
London, it was like si,4nding outsidt Ikiradise Tlu .itino- 
sphere wiiliin the office itself was not so golden, and the 
money required considerable ; but it brought Iktradise 
nearer to take away pamphlets which almost burned his 
hands, they were so warm 

Later, he and she, sitting in the one armchair- - id vantage 
of being thin — pored o\er these alehemiscd pages and 
inhaled their glamour. 

“ D’you think it’s true, 'I'ony ? ” 

“ If it’s thirty per cent true it’s good enough for me 
Wc just must get there somehow. Kiss me.’’ 

From around the comer in the m.iin road tne rumbling 
of the trams and carts, and the rattling of their window- 
pane in the draughty dri' easterly wind incrca.^ed iheir 
feeling of,<^pe into a gas-lu Paradise. 



CHVPTER IX 

COM l MOV 

7'\vo hour.s 1 HicUt. Mi' li icI w.ucred towards home. 
( )I'J J).(nb\ u.i" n^Iit as u^ual -if \ua couldn’t trust your 
pai^kcrs, you might >liut up ihop ' Away from Picket’s 
he doubted Perhap-' the chap hadn’t a wife at all! 
Then WilfridT manner usurped ilu place (»f Bickcl's morals. 
Old Wilfrid h id l)ccn abrupt atul cjucer the last three times 
of mettinp Was he ln»iling-up for verse ? 

He lound Ting-a-ling at the li*ot of the stairs in a con- 
^M\.iti\e auitudc “I am iiot going up,” he seemed 
.sa)jng, “ until some oik carries me— at the same time it is 
1 Iter th in uoial ' ” 

“Where's \our m^tres^, you heraldic little beast ? ” 

Ting-a-ling snuffled “ I could put up with it,” he im- 
plied, “ if y^*‘ carried me -these stairs are laborious ! ” 

Michael took him up, “ l^ct’s go and find her.” 

Squeezed under an arm harder than his mistress', Ting-a- 
ling stared as if with black-glass eyes; and the plume of 
his emergent tail quivered. 

In tile bedroom Michael dropped him so absent-mindedly 
that he went to his corner plume pendent, and couched 
tiwre m dudgeon 

Nearly dinner time and Fleur not in ! Michael went over 
his sketchy recollection of her plans. To-day she had been 
having Hubert Marsland .and that Vertiginist — what was his 
name to lunch. There would have been fames to dear 
off. Vertiginists — ^likc milk — made carbonic acid gas in the 
lungs! Still! Half-past sevm! What was happanng 
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to-night ? Weren’t tluv gomi: t<> that pL»\ of L S D.’s ? 
No— tlun v\as to morrov\ ' Was there coneeieably nothing ? 
If <vo, of course she would sliorien her unoccupied time as 
much as possible lie made, that rtiu aion iiuinWv Miohael 
had no illusmns. he kneve ilIm^elt t<> !>e commonplace, witli 
only a ccrt.iin redeeming liveliness, and, of C()urse, his affec- 
tion for licr. He even reeogmsed that his alheiion was a 
weakness, tempting him to tu>'\ anvu tie"', which (»n prin- 
ciple he restrained. To enquire, tor in-ianie, ot C(*aker (»r 
Philps — their man and their maid - when '•lie had gone out, 
would he thoroughlv against that prmuple Th« condition 
of the world was such tliai Muhael eon-'taiuh wondered it 
his own affairs were worth p iving mention to, hut then 
the condition of the world was al .o such that sometimes 
onc’sown .iffairs seemed all that weri worth pav ing attention 
to. And yet his affairs were, pr.irtu ilK spLakinc, 1 leur , 
and if he paid too much attention to them, he w.is .itraid of 
annoying her 

He w'cnt into his dressing room .md undid hi- w.nsictiat. 

‘ But no ! ’ he thought , ‘ if she hnds nu “ dressed " 
already, it’ll pul too much point em it,’ So he did u} his 
waistcoat and went downstairs again Coakcr was m the 
hall. 

Mr. Forsyte and Sir Lawrence hniked in .iboul si\, sir 
Mrs, Mont was out What time sh.ill I serve dinner ? ” 

“Oh ! about a quarter past eight. I don’t think we're 
going out,” 

He W'eni into the drawing-room and passing down its 
Chinese emptiness, drew aside the curtain. 'I’he square 
looked cold and dark and draughty ; and he thought : 
* Bicket — pneumonia— I hope she's got her fur coal,’ He 
took out a cigarette and put it back. If she saw him at the 
window she would think him fu&>y ; and he went up again 
to see if she had put on her fur ! 
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Tinq;-.i-ling, still couchani, greeted him plume d.insetti 
arrested as at disappointnunt Mich.tel opened a wardrobe. 
Slie had ’ (jiw)d ’ He was taking a sniff round, when 
Tin|^-<»-lin^» parsed him trott int, .ind her \oicc said : “ Well, 
my darlim^' * ” \\ i-hini: that he vsas, Michael emerged from 
behind the wardrobe d'M>r fh'aven ' She looked pretty, 
cohnired b\ the wind ' He '>tood rather wisttullv silent 

“Hallo, Muliail' Em r.ttlar late Been to the Club 
and walked home " 

MkImH h.id .1 ^jinte iin.Kio'im tblc fcelmi,’ that there was 
suppres'ion in that statement He al .o suppressed, and 
said : “ I w.is just lo .kin^ to s' t tint \ou’d t^ot your fur, 
it’s bcasth (old Your did .ind Bart ha\e been and went 
awa^ tasiini,’ ” 

Meur sli(d hir ntat iru} dropped into a chair. “I’m 
tired Your* ir^ ire stickmtj up so nu i Iv to-nijrht, Michael.” 

Michael went on his knee^ and joined his liands behind 
her waist Her e\<'-. hid .1 str.ini,'j look, .i scrutiny which 
held him in sunperisc, i little st.irtled 

“ If \(>u pnmmoni i,” he s nd, *’ 1 should go dean out 
of curl ” 

“ \\ }i\ on e.jrth slemld I ? ” 

“ You d('n’t know the connection — never mind, it 
wouldn’t intcK >t \ou We're not ttoinu out, arc wc ? ” 

“ Of courst. \' e are It’s Ah .on’s monthly.” 

“Oh ' J^ord ! It you’re tirid we could cut that.” 

“My eh ar ! Impos I bhc’h got all sorts of people 
comm? ” 

Stifiin? a disparaijeriemt, he si£»hcd out ; “ Right-o I 
War-paint .’ ’’ 

“ Yes, white waistcoat. I like you in while waistcoatj.” 

Cunning little wretch ? He squeezed her waist and rose. 
Fleur laid a light stroke on his hand, and he went into his 
dressing-room comforted. . . , 
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But Hcur sat still for at least five minutes — not precisely 
' a prey to conflicting emotions/ but the victim of very con- 
siderable confusion. 7a'o men .within the last hour had 
done this thing— knelt at her knees and jt)ined their fingers 
behind her waist. Undoubtedly she h.id been rasli to go to 
Wilfrid’s rooms. The moment she got there she had per- 
ceived how entirely unprepared she re.illv w.is to commit 
herself to v\ hat was ph) sical. True lie had done no more tluin 
Michael. Hut— (ioodness ! — she had seen the fire she was 
playing with, realised what torment he was in. She had 
fltricth forbidden him to say a word to Michael, but intui- 
tively she knew th.it in his struggle between loyalties she 
could rely on nothing. Confused, startled, touched, .she 
could not help a pleasant warmth in being so much Itived by 
two men at once, nor an itch of curi(»sitv about the upshot. 
And she sighed. She had added to lier collection of experi- 
cnccs—but how to add further v\ithout breaking up the col- 
lection, and even pcrliaps the collector, she could not see. 

After her words to Wilfrid before the Eve : “ You will be 
a f{X)I to go — wait ! ” she had known he would expect some- 
thing before long. Often he had asked her to ci >mc and pass 
judgment on his ‘junk.’ A month, even a week, ago she 
would have gone without thinking more than twice about it, 
and discussed his ‘junk’ with Michael afterwards! But 
now she thought it over many times, and but for the fumes 
of lunch, and the feeling, engendered bv the society of the 
‘ Vertiginist,’ of Amabel Nazing, of Landa Frewc, that 
scruples of any kind were ‘ stuffy,’ sensations of all sorts 
* the ping/ she would probably still have been thinking it 
OV«t now. When they deprted, she had taken a deep 
breath and her telephone receiver from the Chinese tea chest. 

If Wtlfcld were going to be in at half-past five, she would 
come and hie ‘ jonk/ 

His aniewer : “ My God ! Will you I ” almost gave hex 
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pause. But dismissinj? hesitation with the thought : * I 
xr// be Parisian — Proust ! ‘ she had started for her Club. 
Threc-quaners of an hour, with no more stimulant than 
three tups ot China tea, tlirec back numbers of the 
‘ Glass of Fashion/ three back vicus of country' members 
‘ dead in chairs,’ had <cnt her forth a careful quarter of an 
hour behind her time 

On the t(>p fii-or Wilfrid was st.jndingin his open dt>orway, 
pale as a soul in purpatnry He took her hand gently, and 
drew her in Meur thought uith a little thrill; ‘ Is this 
wh.ii it’s like ’ Din jti J/r '/vz S:L-,wn^* Freeing her hand, 
she began at once fiulier round the ‘ junk,’ clinging to it 
piece b\ piece 

Old English ‘ junk ’ rather maritinal, with here and there 
an eastern or I irst Empire bit, collected by Rome bygone 
Desert, nom idu, nr attached to the Erench court. She was 
afraid to sit down, for fear that he might begin to follow 
the authorities ; nor did she want to resume the intense 
talk of the Tate Gallers * Junk ’ was safe, and she only 
looked at him in those brief intcrt'als when he was not look- 
ing at her. She knew she was not playing the game accord- 
ing to ‘ La Garijonne ’ and Amabel Nazing ; that, indeed, 
she was in danger of going away without having added to 
her sensations. And she couldn’t help being sorry for 
Wilfrid ; his c\cs yearned after her, his lips were bitter to 
look'at. When at last from sheer exhaustion of * junk ’ she 
sat down, he had flung himself at her feet. Half hypnotised, 
with her knees against liis chest, as safe as she could hope 
for, she realh' felt the tragedy of it— -his horror of himself, 
his passion for herself. It was painful, deep ; it did not fit 
in with what she had been led to expect ; it was not in the 
period, and how— herw was she to get away without mom 
pain to him and to herself ? When the had got away, with 
one kiss received but not aiwwered, she realised that fis£ 
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had passed ihrouph a quarter of an hour t)f real life, and was 
not at all sure that she liked it ]5ut nf)\v, safe in her 

own room, undressin;^ for Alison’s nionthU, she felt curious 
as to what she would ha\e been 1« elini: if thmi^^s had i;one as 
far as was proper accordini: to the autli. trines Surelv she 
had not experienced one K nth ot tlie thoiiLdits or sensations 
that would liave been .oM^med to her in any advanced piece 
of literature! It had been di''illi]'>ii »ninq;, nr the she was 
deficient, and Fleur, eould tint luar to led deficient And, 
li)^hlly powdennp her slmulders, she bent her thou^^hts 
towards Alison’s monthly 

•••••• 

Though Ead\ Al^on enjn\id an (K^.oinnal encounter 
with t.hc younger generation, the Aubr<.) (irecne^ and 
Linda Erewesot this life were not conspiuious b\ tliur pre- 
sence at her ga^htnng^ ^■e^ta (.orse, indeed, had rtnee 
attended, but one legal and two littrar\ politieos who liad 
been in contact witli her, had tomplained of it afterwards 
She had, it seemed, rent little spiked holes m the garments 
of their sself-cstccm. Sihle\ Swxin would ha\e been wckome, 
for his championship of the past, but he seemed, so tar, to 
have turned up his nose and looked down it. So it was not 
the intelligentsia, but just intellectual society, which was 
gathered there when E'leur and Michael entered, and the 
conversation had all the sparkle and all the ‘ jturf ’ 
incidental to talk about art and letters by those who— as 
Michael put it — “ fortunately had not to Jairc." 

** All the same, these arc the guys,” he muttered in Fleur’s 
ear, who make the names of artists and writers. What’s 
the stunt, to-night ? ” 

It appeared to be the London debut of a lady who sa.ng 
Balkan folk songf^. But in a refuge to the right were four 
tables set out for bridge. They were already filled. Among 
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t)u>M who«i{ill li'itcnlni,', ucrc, iu-rc .md there, aCurcion 
Mill})'), a soLiet'v painter and lus uitc, a '.culptor Itxikinp for 
a job, Eleiir, wedeed between Lad\ I’twnic, tbe painter's 
wife, and (iurdnii Minho hiniM ]t, Inijan planning an evasion. 
There— \cs, thire was Mr Chaltont ! At Lady Alison’s, 
1 leur, an -‘xnlleiU jud'je ot ' m.hru^' never wasted her 
time on artists viid writer^ -vIk could meet thr7n anywhere 
lb re she iruuiti\<l\ picked out the biggest ‘ bug,’ poiittco- 
litcrarv, and waited to pin him Vb^orbed in the idea of 
pinninv Mr liiilloiu, she ocalo.kt'd a piece of dram:; 
pa'^lng w itho'U 

Miehacl had clung to the tt'p ot the st urwav, in no mood 
for t dk and skirno-h , and, leaning .igairisl the balustrade, 
w -thin in in-> long wliitv ai^ieoat, with hands deep 
lliru>t into ho trouv po, i * h( watefu d the turns atid 
twists of lhur\ white nee'k. md listened to the Balkan 
songN, With a sort of bltiTne' in his brain. The vsord : 
“ Mont ' '' startled him W liirid v.a% st.inding just below, 
Mont ? He h.»d not been that to \\ iltnd lor two years ! 

“ Come down here " 

t)n that halt -landing was a bust of Lionel Charw-cll, K.C., 
In HonsStrunioloW‘-ki, in the genre he had cynically adopted 
when June i'or^\te gave up nipporting his authentic but 
unrewarded genius It had been almost indistinguishable 
from any of tbe other hu.sts in that year’s Academy, and was 
used by the young Charwells to chalk moustaches on. 

Beside this object Desert leaned against the wall with his 
eves closed. Hii face, was a study to Michael. 

“ What's wrong, Wilfrid r ” 

Desert did not move “ You’ve got to know — I'm in 
love with Fleur.” 

” What ! ” 

“ I’m not going to play the snake. You’re up against tnc. 
Sony, but there it is ! You can iei fly ! ** His face was 
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dcath-p;ilc, and its muscles twitched In Michael, it was 
the mind^ the heart that twitched What a very horrible, 
strange, “too beastly’* moment' His best friend — his 
best man 1 Instinctively he dived for his cigarette ease — 
instinctively handed it to Desert. Instinctively they both 
took cigarettes, and lighted each other’s. Then Michael 
said : 

“ Fleur — knows ? ” 

Desert nodded ; “ She doesn’t know I’m telling you — 
wouldn’t have let me. You’ve nothing again.st her — vet ” 
And, still with closed e\cs, he adiicd : “ I couldn’t liclp it.” 

It was Michael’s own suhc(»ns>aous thought ! Natural ! 
Natural! Fool not to see h(»w natural I Then something 
»hut-to within him, and he .said • “ Decent (d you to tell 
me ; but — aren’t you going to clc.ir out ? ” 

Desert’s shoulders writhed against the wall. 

“ I thought so ; but it seems not.” 

“ Seems ? I don’t understand.” 

** If I knew for certain I’d no chance— but I don’t,” and 
be suddenly looked at Michael : “ Look here, it's no good 
keeping gloves on. I’m desperate, and I’ll take her from 
you if I can.” 

Good God ! ” said Michael. “ It's the limit ! ” 

«Ycil Rub it in ! But, 1 tell you, when I think of you 
going borne with her, and of myself,” he gave a dreadful 
little laugh, ** I advise ) ou twt to rub it in.” 

** Well,** laid Michael, as this isn’t a Dostoievsky novel, 
I suppose there’s no more to be said.” 

IX^ert moved from the wall and laid his hand on the bust 
of lieciel Charwell. , 

" You rcsliac, at least, thai I’ve gone out of my way — 
perhaps dished myself— by teUiog you. I’ve not bombed 
without dcclnring war.” 

*« No,” amdllicluml dully. 
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" You can chuck my books over to some other publisher,” 
Muhael shrugged. 

“ Good-night, then,’’ said Desert. “ Sorry for being so 
primitive.” 

Michael looked straight into his ‘ best man's ’ face. 
There was no mistaking its expression of bitter despair. He 
m.ide a half-movement with his hand, uttered half the ivord 
“ Wilfrid,” and, .as Desert went down, he went upstairs. 

Back in his place against the balustnadc, he tried to realise 
that life was a laughing matter, and couldn’t. His position 
required a serpent’s cunning, a lion’s courage, a dove's 
gentleness : he was not conscious of possessing such pro- 
verbial qualities. If Fleur had loved him as he loved her, 
he would have had for Wilfrid a real compassion. It was so 
natural to fall in love with Fleur ! But she didn’t— oh ! no, 
she didn’t! Michael had one virtue— if \trtuc it be — a 
moderate opinion of himself, a disposition to think highly of 
his friends. He had thought highly of Desert ; and— odd ! 
—he still did not think lowly of him. Here was his frioid 
irving to do him mortal injury, to alienate the affection- 
more honestly, the toleration — of his wife ; and yet he did 
not think him a cad. Such leniency, he knew, was hopclm; 
but the doctrines of free-will, and free contract, were not to 
him mere literary conceptions, they were part of his nature. 
To apply duress, however desirable, would not be oft his 
cards. And something like despair ravaged the heart of 
him, watching Fleur’s ingratiating little tricks with the 
great Gerald Chalfont. If she left him for Witfrid I But 
sufcjy — jK) — her father, her house, het dog, her frieodsy her 
—her collection of— of— she would not— could not pit ihm 
up ? But suppose she kept everything, Wilfrid included t 
No, no! She wouldn't I Only for a second (Bd that 
poftibility blur the natural loyalty of his mind. 

Wdl, what to do ? Tell her— talk the thhm out t Or 
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wait and watch ? For what ’ Without deliberate spyinc;, 
he could not watch IV’scrt would come to their house no 
more. No! Hither complete Ir.inkncss ; or complete 
i^normp -and that meant li\ im; with the sword of Damocles 
above Ills head ! No ' Complete frankness ' And not do 
anytliin^' that seemed like lacing' a trap' He parsed his 
hand across a forehe.id tliar wms wet If only the) were at 
home, awa\ frimi th.it squ.illinL' ind thc;>e culticated j.icka- 
napes ' Could lx* iro in .«nd liook her out ? lml•»os^lble 
without some re.ison ' OriK Kin hr un-storm for .i re.Hon ' 
He must just but on it The sineimj leasetl hlear was 
lookinit round Non shi- would beckon ' On the contrarc , 
she came l<»w,irds him He (ould not help the cvnical 
ihou^dit ; ‘ She's iiook'\l olvl Ch iltoni ’’ He lo\ . .] htr, hut 
he knew lier little weaknesses .sh- i ime up and took liold 
of his slee\ (' 

“ IN'c had cnouyh, Mi* h.iel, let's slip utT , d'vou mind ' 

“ Quick ' " he said, “ belore thc\ sp.»t uO " 

In ilu cold air outride lu ihou^dit ‘ Now : Or in licr 
room } ’ 

" I think,’' said Meur, “ that Mr khaltont is ocerrated- 
hcN nothing but a mental vawn He's coming to lunch 
trvmorrow’ week.’* 

Not now- in her room ! 

“ Whom do you think to meet him, besides Alison ? ” 

** Nothing jazzy " 

“Of course not; but it must be somebody intriguing, 
Michael. Bother I sometimes I think it isn't worth it.” 

MicliaeiV iicart stood still Was that a portent— sign 
of * the primitive ’ rising within lus adored practitioner of 
social arts ? An hour ugo he would have said : 

“ You’re righ\ mv ciiild ; it jolly well isn’t ! ” But now 
— any sign of change wns ominous ! He slipped his arm in 
hers. 
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“Don’t Worn, wc'll sn.ire the just-right cuckoos, 
s<)mchr>w.” 

“ A Chinese Minister would he perfect,” mused E'leur, 
“with Minho and Bart -four mcn-iwo women — cos). 
I’ll talk to Bart.” 

Michael had (>pencd their trout door, bhc passed him ; 
he limbered to see tlie stars, the plane trees, a man's figure 
motinnless, collared to the e\es, hatted down them 
‘ W ilfrid ' ’ he thought : ' hpain ! W h\ Spain ? And all 
poor devils who arc in distress--- the iRari— oh ! darn the 
heart ! ’ He tlosttl the do<»r. 

But s(K»n he had another to open, and never with less 
enthusiasm Fleur was sitting on the arm of a chair, in the 
dim lavender pv jamas slu sometimes wore just to keep in 
with things, staring at the hre Miehael stood, looking at 
her and at his (»wn refieetion hevond in one of the five 
mirrors— white and hlaek, the pierrot pyjamas she had 
bought him. ‘ higures in a plav,’ he tlmught, ‘ figures in a 
plav ! Is it re.d ? ’ He moved forward and sat on the 
chair’s other arm 

“ Hang It!” he muttircd “Wish 1 were Antinous ! ’^ 
And he slipped from the arm into the chair, to be behind her 
lace, if .she wanted to hide il from him. 

“ Wilfrid's been telling me,” he said, quietly. 

Off his chest ! What now ? He saw the blood come 
flushing into her neck .ind cheek. 

“ Oh ! What business — hem do you mean ‘ telling you’? ” 

“ Just that he’s in F-ve with you — nothing meirc — there’s 
nothing more to tell, is there ? ” And drawing his feet up 
on to the chair, he clasped his hands hard round his knees. 
Already— already he had asked a question ! Bite on it ! 
Bite on it ! And he shut his eyes. 

” Of course,” said Fleur, very slowly, “ there’s nothing 
more. If Wilfrid chooses to be so silly.” 
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Choows ! The word seemed unjust to one whose own 
* silliness * was so recent — so enduring ! And — curious ! 
his heart wouldn’t bound. Surely it ought to have bounded 
at her words ! 

** Is that the end of Wilfrid, then ? ” 

“ The end ? I don’t know.” 

Ah ! Who knew anything— when passion was about ? 

“ Well,” he said, holding himself h.ird together, “ don't 
forget I love you awfully ! ” 

He Saw her eyelids flicker, her shoulders shrugging. 

” Am I likely to f ” 

Bitter, cordial, simple— wliich ’ Suddenly her hands 
came round and took him by the ears Holding them fast 
she looked down at him, and l.iughed And again lus heart 
would not bound. If she did not k.id him by the nose, 
she ! But he clutched her to him in the chair. Laven- 

der and white and black confused- ^lu returned his kis- 
But from the heart ? Who knew I Not Midud. 



CH VPTFR X 

PASSING OF A .sPORTSMAS 

SoAMi'S, disapp(nntci.l of liis daughter, said: “Til wait,” 
and took his beat in the centre of the jade green settee, 
obli\ lous of 'I'lng-a'ling before the fire, deeping off the atten- 
tions of Amabel Na/ini,', who had found him ‘just too 
cunning.’ Grey and composed, with one knee over the 
other, and a line between Ins cye^, he tliought of Eldcrson 
and the condition of the vsorld, and of how there was always 
sometiiing. And the more he thought, the more he won- 
dered why he liad evtr been such a flat as to go on to a 
Board whicli had anuhing to do with foreign contracts. 
yVJi the old wisdom that in the nineteenth centur)' had 
consolidated British wealth, all the Forsyte philosophy of 
attending to one’s own bu.sincss, and taking no risi», the 
close-fibred national individu.ilism which refused to commit 
the country to chasing this w'ild gtKusc or that, held within 
him silent demonstration. Britain was on the wrong tack 
politically to try and influence the Continent, and the 
P.P.R.S. on the wrong tack monetarily to insure businesi 
outside Britain. The special instinct of his breed yearned 
for resumption ol the straight and private path. Never 
meddle with what you couldn’t control I ‘ Old Moat ’ had 
said ; “ Keep the ring ! ” Nothing of the sort : MittdlNie’f 
own business ! That was the real ‘ formula,’ He becone 
conscious of his calf— Tmg-a-Ung was smflSiig^Jui troutftei. 
Oh ! ” said Soames. “ It’s you ! ** 

Placing his foi^aws against the settee^ licked 

the air. 


8i 
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“ Pick you up : ” suid Soames. “ You’re tot) long ” 
And .(gain he fdt th.it fami w.irmth of being liked 

‘Tliert's something .ibout me that appeals to him,’ he 
thought, taking him by the serulT and littinL' him on to .a 
cushion “ You .ind I,” the little dog seemed saving with 
Ills st.irt- Chinese little object ' The Chinese knew what 
they were alxiut, thev had minded their oun business for 
five thousand \ears ' 

‘ I shall resign,’ thought bo.mies Hut what about Wini- 
fred, and Imogen, .uid some of tlie Ritgers and Nicholases 
who had been putting monev into this thing because he 
was a director : lb wished thev wouldn’t follow him like a 
lot of sheep! }fc rose from the settee It was no good 
waiting, he would walk on to (irecn Street and talk to 
Winifred .it tmee She would have to sell again, thougli the 
shares li.id dropped a bit And without taking leave ot 
Ting^.a-ling, he went out 

All this last ve.ir he liad almost enjoved life Having 
somewhere to conic and sit and receive a certain svmpathv 
once at least a week, as in old d.ivs at 'I'lmothy's, was of 
incakul.ible advantage to his spirit In going from home 
Fleur had taken most ot his heart with her ; but Soames h.ad 
found IT almost .in advant.ige to visit his heart once a week 
rather than to have it alwavs about. There were other 
reasons conducing to bght-hearicdness. That diabolical 
foreign chap, Prosper Profond, h.id long been gone he didn’t 
know where, and his witc had been decidedlv less restive and 
sarcastic ever since. She had taken up a thing thev called 
Couc, and grown stouter, bhe used the car a great deal. 
.Altogether she was more domestic. I'hcn, too, he had 
become reconciled to Gauguin— a little slump in that 
painter had convinced him that he was still w'orth attention, 
and he had bought three more. Gauguin would rise again I 
Soames almost regretted his intuition of that second coming, 
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for hi had quiie i.ikrn to tlu* chap Hi^ colour, once you 
L:ot used to It, l^.ls vcr\ attr.utivc One picture, cipeci.ilK, 
which meant notlimi^ so far as he could '.ee, had a v\a\ of 
makini; vou keep your e\is on it Hi e\cn felt une isv 
ulien he thoii::ht <it havini: to pirt uith the thirij^' at an 
enhaniod prue Hut, most of all, he had hcen tcelirif^ so 
will, inpc, me: rcirudf -serue ot \outh in rei> ird to Annette, 
taking' more pl< isure in uhat Ik ate, uhih mind dwelt 
alino.t loinp] t-.i nth on tin -.t.Ue ot nioikv The piiund 
t^oini' up in lalut , Lihour quu t ' And now they had u:ot 
nd of th It Jack o’-l intern, tliiv mis^dit look for some \ears 
ot solid Cons' r\.>!i\e admini-siration \nd to think, as h<' 
did, sreppino e yt jaincs’ Park towards CJrcen Street, 
that he }i td eotie and put his toot int<i a concern which he 
could not Control, made him f(«l -well, as if the devil had 
been in it ' 

In Pi' ^ .idilh he mou-'t d aloiiL' on the Park side, takin)> hts 
ciistoinarc look up at ihi* ‘Iseeurn ’ C’lul* The curtains were 
draw n. and c iunks of In^hl i^Kiwcd. loni; and cosv . And that 
reminded hnr some one had said (/eorj[»c l*ors\'le was ill, 
Ccrtainh lu It k1 not seen him in the b.iy window f<jr months 
past. Well. (ieori,k had alw i\s c.iten and drunk Xw much. 
He crossed over and passed beneath the Club ; and a sudden 
tiding - he didn’t know what— a longing for his own past, a 
sort of nostalgi i -made ium stop and mount the steps, 

“ Mr George l'or.s\te in the Club ^ ” 

The janitor stared, a grcy-h.iired, long-faced chap, whom 
lie had known from awa\ back m the 'eighties. 

“ Mr. Forsyte, sir,” he said, “ is very ill indeed. They 
sj) he won’t recover, sir.” 

“ W hat ” said Soames. ” Nobody told me that.” 

“ He’s ver)' bad — v^ry bad indeed. It’s the heart.” 

“ The heart ! Where i.s he ? ” 

“ At his rooms, sir ; j ust round the comer. They say the 
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doctors have given him up. He ivill be missed here. 
Forty years I’ve known him. One of the old school, and a 
wonderful judge of wine and horses. We none of us last for 
ever, they .say, but I never liiought to see him out. Bit too 
full* blooded, sir, and that's a fact.” 

With a slight alinck So.uncs re.ili^cd that he had never 
known where George lived, so utterly anchored had he 
seemed to that bay window above 

“ Just give me the number of his rooms,” lie said. 

” Bclville Row — No, ii, sir ; I’m sure I hope )ou’II find 
him better. I shall mis.s his joke.s — I shall, indeed,” 
Turning the corner into Iklvillc Row, Soames made a 
rapid calculation, (icorge was sixty-'^i.v, only one \ear 
younger than himself ! If George was really tn extremu it 
would be quite unnatural ! ‘ Comes of not leading a cardul 
life,’ he thought; ‘ always rackety— George ! VVheii was 
it I made his will ? ’ So far as he rememhered, George h.id 
left his money to his brothers and sisters— no one else to 
leave it to. The feeling of kinship stirred in Soames, the 
initinct of family adjustment. George and he had never got 
on— opposite poles of temperament — still he would have to 
be buried, and who would sec to it if not Soames, who had 
seen to 80 many Fwsyte burials in his time ? He recalled 
the nickname George had once given him, ‘ the undertaker !’ 
H*m ! Here was poetical justice ! Bclville Row ! Ah ! 
No. n — ^rcgular bachelor-looking place ! And putting his 
hnfl4 up to the bell, he thought ; ‘ Women ! ’ What had 
George done about women all his life ? 

Hit ring was answered by a man in a black cut-arway coat 
with a certain speechless reticence. 

“ My cousin, Mr. George Forsyte i How is he i 
The man comp(retsed hit lips. 

" Not expected to last the night, sir,” 

Soainea Mt a Bttlp clutch boMAth his Jaeger vest 
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“ G)nsci(rus ? ’* 

“ Yes, Rir.” 

“ Could )ou show him my card ? He might possibly like 
to sec me.” 

“ Will you u<iit in here, sir ? ” Soames passed into a low 
room panelled up to the level of a man's chest, and abov« 
that line di curated with prints. Gcorge—a collector I 
Saames had never supposed he had it in him 1 On those 
walls, wherever the t)c ro\cd, were prints coloured and 
uncolourcd, old and new, depicting the sports of racing and 
pri'/c-fighting ! Hardly an inch <'f the red wall space 
visible ! About to examine them for marks of value, 
Soames saw that he w.is not alone. A woman — age un- 
certain in the shaded light — was sitting in a very high- 
backed chair before the lire with her clfK.>w on the arm of it, 
and a handkerchief held to her face. Soames looked at her, 
and hi8 nostrils moved in a stealthy sniff. ‘ Not a lady,* he 
thought, ‘ Ten to one but there’ll be complications.’ The 
muffled voice of tlie cut-away man said : 

“ Vm to lake )()u in, sir.” Soames passed his hand ov« 
his face and followed. 

The bedroom he now entered was in curiouB contratt 
The whole of one wall was occupied by an immeme pteot pi 
furniture, all cupboards and drawers. Otherwise there wai 
nothing in the room but a dressing-table with stiver accoutre' 
ments, an electric radiator alight in the fireplace, and a bed 
opposite. Over the fireplace was a single picture, at which 
Soames glanced mechanically. What! Chinese! A large 
whitish sidelong monkey, holding the rind ol a squeezed 
fruit in its outstretched paw. Its whiskered face looked 
back at him with brown, almost human eyes. What os 
earth had made his inartistic coustn buy a thu^ like thAt 
and put it up to face bis bed ? He umed and looked at the 
bed’s occupant. **The only sportsman of the as 
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Montague J).inic in In'- prime liad called him, lay with h!^ 
swollt n form outlined hcneath a tliin quilt It gave Soames 
quite a turn to sv< that familiar heef-eolourcd face pale and 
puffy as a moon, with dark corrugated circles round e\'es 
which still had their japr^g start A \oice, hoarse and 
subdued, but with tlie old I or«\ tu timbre, said 

" Hallo, Soames ' Colne to measure me for me cofhn ' " 
Soames pur tin ^uggestlon a\\a\ with a moMincnt ('fin-' 
hand; he felt qiutr hutkine at that tra\est\ ot (ieorge 
The) had never got on. but 

And in his flat, uTumoti* a d \ou< lu slid 
“Well, (itorge ' ^'oil'll pul up \(i VouVe no age 
Is there anything I can do for \ on ’ “ 

A grin twitched (icurce's p.ilhd hps 
“Make me a codicil You’ll hud p 'pt r m tin. dr< ssing 
table drawer ” 

Soames t(Kil out a shoe i ol ‘Kfaim’ Club iiotipiper 
Standing at the table, he insinbed the opening words of i 
codicil with hts stvlugriphic pen, and looked round at 
(icorge. The words came with a hoarse relish 

“ My three screws to \oung \kil Dartie, becaiist' he's the 
only Fors)tc that knows a horse from a chmkcc ” \ 

throaty chuckle sounded ghastly in the ears of So.tnus 
“ What have \ou said ^ " 

Soames read : “ I herein leave m\ three racehorses to 
m\’ kinsman, \ alenus Dariu, of \\ ansdon, Sus^e\, Ixicausc 
he has special knowledge of horses “ 

Again the throat) chuckle “ You’re a dr\ file, Soames 
Go on. To Milly Moyle, of 12, Claremont Grove, twelve 
thousand pounds, free of Icgacv duty.” 

Soames paused on the verge of a whistle. 

The woman in the next room ! 

The japing in George’s eyes had turned to brooding 
gloom. 
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“ It\ a loi of monc\ Soamcs could not help raying. 

George made a faint choleric sound 

‘‘ Write It down, or I'll leave her the lf)t.” 

Soames urote “ I^ that all ^ ” 

“ Yes Read it ’ ” 

Soames read Again he heard that throatv chuckle, 

" 'Dial’s a pill You Won’t let thjt into the papers, (ict 
that chap in, and \ ou and he can witness ” 

Defore wSiam-s rt. idled the diK>r, it was opened and the 
man himselt tariu in 

“The — er \itar, sir," he s iid in a deprecating voice, 
“ lias called He wants to know if you would like to s(c 
him ’’ 

(icorge turned his f.uc, his fleslu grc\ e\cs rolled. 

“ (ii\( him m\ (<»mpiimcnts,“ he s.ud, and say I’ll sea* 
him at the funeral " 

U’lth a how the m.in went out, and there was silence. 

“ Now," said George, “get him in again. I don’t know 
when the flag'll fall ’’ 

vSoames lK*ekoncd the man in When the codicil was 
Mgncd and the man gone, (icorgc spoke : 

“ Take It, and see sl^* gets it. 1 can trust you, that’s one 
tiling about you, boame*' " 

Soames pocketed the codicil with a very queer sensation. 

“ Would \ou like to see her again ? ’’ he said. 

George stared up at him a long time before he answered. 

“ No. What’s the good ! Give me a cigar from that 
drawer.” 

bo.imcs opened the draw'cr. 

“ Ought you ? ” he said, 

(icorgc grinned. “ Never in my life done what I ought ; 
not going to begin now. Cut it for me.” 

Soames nipped the end of the cigar. ‘ Shan’t give him a 
match,’ he thought. ‘ Can’t take the responsibility.’ But 
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Gcurgc did not ahk for a match. He lay quite still, the 
unlightcd cigar between his pale lips, the curved lids down 
over hi'i eyes. 

“ G(X)d-byc,” he said, “ I’m going to have a snoo/e.” 

“ Good-bye, ” said Soames. “I — I hope — you — you’ll 
soon ” 

George reopened lus eyc.s— fixed, sad, jesting, they seemed 
to quencli the shams of hope .md tonsolation, Soames 
turned ha.stily and went out. He tell bad, and almost 
unconsciously turned again into the sitiing-room. The 
woman was .still in the same attitude ; ilic same fionJ scent 
was in the air. Soames took up the umbrella he had left 
there, and went out 

“This is my telephone number," in. said to the servant 
waiting in the corridor j “ let me know.” 

The man bowed 

Soames turned out of BeKille Row. Never had he left 
George^s presence without the sense ot being laughed at. 
Had he been laughed at now ? W'as ih.it codicil George's 
last joke ? If he had not gone in this afternoon, would 
George ever have made it, leaving a ilnrd of his property 
away from his family to that florid, woman in the high- 
backed chair f Soames was beset by a sense of mystery. 
How could a man joke at death's dour ? It was, m a way, 
heroic. Where would he be buned ? Somebody would 
know— Francic or Eustace. And what would they think 
wheB they came to know about that woman in the chair- 
twelve thomand pounds ! ‘ If I can get, hold of that white 
monkey, I ‘will,’ he thought suddenly. ‘ It’s a good thing.’ 
The nwmkey’a eyes, the squeezed -out fruit — was life all a 
bitter jest and George deeper than himself I He rang the 
Green Street bclL 

Mrs. Danie waa very sorry, hiti Mxa. Cardigan had called 
h>r her to dine and jnakc a «t the play. 
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Soames went in to dinner alone. At the polished board 
below which Montague Dartic had now .and again slipped, 
if not quite ^lept, he dined and brooded. I can trust you, 
that’s oile thing about \ou, Soames.*’ The words flattered 
and yet stung him. The depths o( that sardonic joke ! To 
give him a family shock and trust him to can*)' the shock 
out ' George had never cared twelve thousand pounds for 
a woman who smelled of patchouli. No! It was a final 
gibe at his fannh , the Forsytes, at bo.tmes himself ! Well ! 
one by one tiiosc who had injured or gibed at him — Irene, 
Hn.-«inney, old and young Jolyon, and now George, had met 
tlair fates. Dead, dying, or in liritish Columbia ! He saw 
ag iin his couMii's c\es above that unllglmd cigar, fixed, sad, 
jesting—poor d(\il ! He got up from the table, and ner- 
voush drew aside the curtains The night was fine and 
c 'Id What happened to one — after ? George used to say 
that he had been Ch.irks the Second’s cook in a former exis- 
tence ! But reincarnation was all nonscn.se, weak-minded 
theorising ! Still, one would be glad to hold on if one could, 
after one was gone Hold on, and be near Fleur I What 
noise was that? Gramophone going in the kitchen! 

When the cat was away, the mice ! People were all 

alike— take what they could get, and give as little as they 
could for it. Well ! he would smoke a cigarette. Lighting 
it at a candle — Winifred dined by candle-light, it was the 
‘ mode ’ again— he thought : * Has he still got that cigar 
between his teeth ? ’ A funny fellow, George— aD his days 
a funny fellow ! He vvaichcd a ring of smoke he had made 
without intending to— very blue, he never inhafcd ! Yes i 
George had lived too fast, or he would not have been dying 
twenty years before his time — too fast ! WcH, there it ww, 
and he wished he bad a cat to talk to t He took a little 
monster off the mantclboard. Picked tip by hit ne^^iew 
Pencdict in an Eastern bazaar the year after tim War. ii 
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green eyes — ‘ Not emcr.ilds,' thought Soames, ‘ some cheap 
stone * ’ 

“ The telephone for you, sir ” 

He went into the hall and took up the receiver. 

“ Yes r " 

“Mr. EorsUe h.is passed auav, sir — m his sUep, the 
doctor savs ” 

“Oh!" said Sonnes- “Had he a en: ^ Mane 

thanks." He hunt,' up the reeeiver. 

Passed awa\ ’ And, with .i nervous mo\cmeni, he fell 
lor the codieil m his breast pocket. 



CHAPTER XI 

\ l M I RI 

For a \\cck Pii Kct }i ui ‘•ri.n ‘ iIk* lob,’ slippery as .in ctl, 
as .t 'W.illou, lor c\cr pasMiiL' out of reach. A 
pound for kiLp, .md three sliillmos iiuestcd on a horse, .ind 
he \s.is do\Mi to tour hol> Tire ui .iilu r h id turned 

sou'-ucsttrle ind \kiorint li.id uoru out tor the first time. 
'I’hat w.is soim thine "tf fits ininv*. hut the ir.imp of the 
untm[do\td s( ik.ition, th •( ti.irtiil tra\ine tor the means of 
nure existcnu, a prot«.stinj:, :je’<^»nisine ,in\iety, was biting 
into the \er\ fTdi ot his .pint It he didn’t get .i job within 
a ueek or ii\o, there would he nothing for it liut the work- 
house, or the g.o ' 'I’hc gas,’ thought Ilitkel, ‘ if bhc will, 
I will. I’m fed up After .ill, what is it ^ In her arm.s 1 
wouldn’t mind ’ Instinct, however, that it was not so easy 
.IS .ill that to put one’s head unvier the g.as, gave him a brnin* 
wave ih.ii Mondas night. fIall<MiMs -that chap in Oxford 
Street to-dav ’ Whv not : He still liad the capit;d for a 
flutter in tiicm, and no haw ker's liceiKe needed. Hb brain, 
working like a ^ejuirrel in the sm.dl hours, grasped the great, 
tile incalculable adeantage ol eohuired h.dhwns over all 
other forms of commerce. cemldn’i miss the man who 
sold them— there he was for t\cr\ eye to sec, with his many 
radiant circumferenccb dangling in front of him ! Not 
much profit in them, he had gathered — a penny on a six- 
penny globe of colfiured air, a penny on every three small 
twopenny globes, still their saU.sman was alive, and 
probably had pitched liim a poor tale for fear, of making his 
profession seem too attractive. Over the Bridge, just 

9 ^ 
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where the traffic— no, up b\ St. Paul’s ! He knew a passage 
where he could stand back a yard or two, like that chap in 
Oxford Street ! But to the girl sleeping beside him he said 
nothing. IS’o word to her till he had thrown the die It 
meant gambling with his last penny For a bare living he 
would have to sell —why, three dozen big and four dozen 
small balloons a day would only be tw'cnty-six shillings a 
week proiit, unless that chap was kidding. Not much 
towards ‘Austrslia’ out of that! And not a career — 
V’u'torine W(juld have a shock ! But it was neck or nothing 
now — he must try it, and in od hours go on looking for a job. 

Our thin capitalist, then, with lour dozen big and seven 
dozen small on a tray, two shillings in his pocket, and little 
in his stomach, took Iii.s stand otf St. P.iul’s at two o’clock 
next day. Slowdy he blew up and tied the necks of two 
large and three .small, magenta, green and blue, till they 
dangled before him. Then with the .smell of rubber in his 
nostrils, and protruding c\es, lie stood back on the kerb 
and watched the stream go by. It gratitied him to see that 
most people turned to look at Jiim But the first person 
to address him was a policeman, with . 

’’ I’m not sure you can stand there.” 

Bicket did not answer, his tliroat felt too dry. He had 
heard of the police. H.id he gone the wrong way to work ? 
Suddenly he gulped, and said : •' Give us a chance, con- 
•table; Tm right on my boucs If I’m in the way, I’ll 
Stand anywhere you like. This is new to me, and two bob’s 
all Tve got left in the world besides a wife.” 

The constable, a big man, looked him up and down. 
** Well, we^U see, I shan’t make trouble for you if no one 
objects" 

Hicket’s gate deepened tlmkfullv . 

** Pm much obliged,” he said ; tyke one for your little 
lirb—to please me*” 
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m buy one,” said the policeman, “ and give you a 
start. I go off duty in an hour, you ’avc it ready — 2 big 
one, magenta.” 

He mowd away. Bickct could sec Itim watching. 
Edging into ilie gutter, ho stood quite still ; lus large eyes 
clung to ever) face that passed ; and, now and then, his thin 
fingers nervously touched his wares. If Victorinc could see 
liim ! All llic spirit within him mounted By Golly ! he 
would get nut of this somehow into the sun, into a life that 
was a life ! 

He had been st.inding tliere nearl\ two hours, shifting 
from foot to un.iCLUStomed foot, and liad sold four big and 
five small — ^i\{'cnn\ worth of profit — when Naames, who 
had changed his route to spite iliose fellows who couldn’t 
got past William (iouldyng Ingerer, came by on his way to 
the P P.K.S board Startled b\ a timid murmur : ** Bal- 
loon, sir, best quality,” he looked round from that con- 
templation of St Paul’s which had Ixicn his lifelong habit, 
and stopfH'd in sheer surprise. 

“ Balloon i " he said. “ What should I want with a 
balloon ? ” 

Bickct .smiled Between those green and blue and 
orange globes and Soames’ grey sclf-coniainmcnt there waa 
incongruity which even he could appreciate. 

Children like ’em— no weight, sir, waistcoat pocket.” 

“ I daresay,” said Soames, “ but I’ve no children,” 

“ Grandchildren, sir.” 

Nor any grandchildren.” 

“ Thank you, sir.” 

Soames gave him one of those rapid glances with which 
he was accustomed to gauge the character of the im- 
pecunious. ‘A poor, harmless little rat!' he 
** Here, give me two— how much ? ” 

** A shBUng, sir, and much obliged.” 
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“ You can keep the chanj^'c,” said Soames hurnedlv, and 
passed <jn, astonished \\ li\ on earth he had bought tlie 
things, and for more than double their price, he could not 
content He did not recolltcl sucli a tiling ha\ing happened 
to liim before ExtrenuK peculiar! And suddenly Ik 
realised u)i\ The lellow had been humhk, mild— to be 
encouraged, in these days of Communistic bravura After 
all, the little eliap \sas — was on the side of Capital, had 
invested in those balloons I d'rade ! And, raising his evts 
towards St. Paul's .igain, he stuffed the n.ist\ -feeling thing*- 
down into his overcoat poiket St-mehode would be taking 
them out, .md wtmdenng what was the matter with him ' 
Well, he had other things to think of ' 

Bicket, however, stared after him, elite, d Two hundred 
and fifty odd per cent profit e.n those two - -that w n some- 
thing like. The feeling, that not em-ugh women were 
passing him here, hcearne less poign mt after all, women 
knew the value of mone\, no extr.i sfullmgs out rif them ! 

If only some more of tliese shine -h.itted old millionaires 
would come along ! 

At six o'clock, with a profit of tliree and cightpcnce, to . 
which Soames had contributed just half, he began to add the 
sighs of deflating balloons to liis cmn ; unteing them with 
passionate care he watched his coloured hopes one by one 
collapse, and stored them in the drawer of his tray Taking 
it under his arm, he mo\ed his tired legs in the direction of 
the Bridge. In a full d.i\ he might make tour to five 
shillings Well, it would just keep them alive, and some- 

thing might turn up! 11c was his own master, anywiu, 
accountable neither to employer nor to union. That know- 
ledge gave him a curious lightness inside, together with the 
fact that he had catca nothing since breakfast. 

' Wonder if he ww MJ alderman,* he thought ; ‘ they say 
those aldermen live on turtle soup.’ Nearing home, he 
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considered nervously uh.u to do with the trav ^ How 
prc\erit \ ictorme tmm knowing th.it he h.id joined the rnnks 
of Capital, and spent his da\ in the i,^uttcr ? Ill luck ! She 
was at the windou ’ H(‘ mirt pur a u»ood face on it. And 

he went in nhistlmi,' 

“ VViiat’s tliat, Tony ? ” she said, pointmi; to flu- trav. 
“All! ha! (ireat stunt- this' Eoi.k 'ere ! ’* 

Taking a balloon out trom the tra\, lie bleu He blew 
with a desperation he had not \et put into tlie process, 
rhe\ said the thini^s would sv%ell to hve feet in (.ireumfcrcncc 
He- leit sonuhow tint li he onild i^et it to attain those 
proportions, it would soften e\er\thing I nd^r his breath 
tlu tinny bhjttid out \'k torini, and the room, til! llierc was 
just the yl Ti ot ^olour^d .nr Nippinu its netk between 
thumb and fniL’i r, he luld it up, .itul said 

“ There \ou arc , not bad \ due bT suptnec, old yirl ! ” 
and he peered round it Lord, she was crviny' He let the 
‘ l'/|\ nud ’ thiny ifo , n ho.utd down, the .nr slowl) evapor- 
Jtiny till a little crintdcd wreck rested on the dmyy carpet. 
Claspiny lier hc.iv iny shoulders, he said dcsperatcl) : 

“ Cheerio, my dear, don't cjuarrel with bread .and butter. 
I shall yet .i job, tins is ju>i to tide us over. I’d do a lot 
w(»rse than tli.it for \oii Come <m, .ind yet my tea, I’m 
hunyrv, hlowin’ up those tiiinys ’’ 

She slopped crviny, looked up, .said nothing — mystcrioua 
with those biy eves • You’d .say she had thoughts ! But 
what thev were Buket could not tell. Under the stimulus 
of tea, he achieved a cert.nn bravado about his new profes- 
sion To be vour own master! Go out when you liked, 
come home when you hkcd--lie in l>cd with Vk if he jolly 
well pleased. A lot in th.at ! And there rose in Bicket 
something truly national, something free and happy-go- 
lucky, resenting regular work, enjoying a spurt, and a laze- 
off, craving independence— something that accounted for 
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the national life, the crowds of little shops, of middlemen, 
casual workers, tramps, owning their own souls in their own 
good time, and damning the consequences — something 
inherent in the land, the race, before the Saxons and their 
conscience and tlicir industry came in — something that 
believed in swelling and collapsing coloured air, demanded 
pickles and high flavours without nourishment — yes, all that 
something exulted above Bicket’s kipper and his tea, good 
and strong. He would rather sell balloons than be a packer 
any day, and don’t let V'ic forget it ! And when she was 
able to take a job, thc\ would get on fine, and not be long 
before they’d saved enough to get out of it to where those 
blue butterflies came from. And ho spoke of Soames. A 
few more aldermen without cliildrcn — say two a day, 
fifteen bob a w'cek outside legitimate trade VVhv, in under 
a year they'd have the mone\ ! And once away, Vic would 
blow out like one of ihot»e b.illiMms , she'd be twice the sue, 
and a colour in her checks to lav over that orange and 
magenta. Bicket became full of air. And the girl, his wife, 
watched with her large eyes and spoke httlc ; but slie did 
not cry again, or, indeed, tlirow any water, warm or cold, 
on him who sold balloona. 



CHAPTER XII 

FIGURFS AND FACTS 

With the exception of old Fontenoy — in absence as in 
presence orn,imcnta] — the lioard was a^jain full; ScMWnes, 
conscious ot special ingratiation m the manner of * that 
chap’ Kldcrson, prepared himself for the worst. The 
figures were before them ; a somewhat colourless show, 
appearing to disclose a state of things which would pass 
muster, if within the next six months there were no further 
violent disturbances of currency exchange. The proportion 
of foreign business to home business was duly expressed in 
terms of two to seven ; German business, which constituted 
the bulk of the foreign, had been lumped — Soames noted- 
in the middle section, of countries only half bankrupt, and 
taken at what might be called a conservative estimate. 
During the silence which reigned while each member of 
the Board digested the figures, Soames perceived more 
clearly than ever the quandar>' he was in. Certainty, these 
figures would hardly justify the foregoing of the dividend 
earned on the past year's business. But suppose there were 
another Continental crash and thcf became liafaje on the 
great bulk of their foreign business, it might ewimp aB 
profits on home business next year, and more bew&e. And 
then his uneasiness about Eldcrson himself— founded he 
could not tell on what, intuitive, perhaps silly^ 

**'Well, Mr. Forsyte,” the chairman was 
“ there arc the figures. Are you sadtfied I ” 

Soames looked up ; he had taken a reioltttkat. ' 

^ 1 will agree to this yearns divhWl oi| dbc 
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wc drop this forcitrn business in future, lock, stock and 
barrel,” The man.iirer’s e\es hard and bright, met his, 
then turned towards the chairman 

“ That appears to savour of tlie panicky,” he said ; “ the 
foreign business is responsible for a i^ood third of our profit 
this year.” 

The cliairman seemed to irarner the expressions of Ins 
fellow-directors, before he s.nd 

“ Tliere is nolliin^ in the fordi^n situation at the moment, 
Mr Forsyte, which giv<‘s particular cause for alarm I 
admit that wc shoul 1 watch it doscK — ” 

“You canT,” interjeci-.d ^<t.im<s “Here we are four 
years from the \rmisticc, .ithl we know no more where we 
stand than we did then If I'd reali-ed our cnmmitment 
to this prfiicy, I should newer have come on the Ihiard Wc 
mu.si drop it.” 

” Rather an extreme view And hardU a matter we can 
decide in a moment ” 

Tlic murmur of assent, the e\pressit)n, faintly ironical, 
of ' that chap's ’ lips, jolted liie tenacitv m vSoames 

“Very well ! Unless vou're prepared to tell the share- 
holders in the report liiat we are drc^pping foreign business, 
you drop me. I must be free to raise the question mysclt 
at the general meeting” He did not miss ihe shift and 
blink in the manager’s eyes. That shot had gone liomc ! 

The Chairman said : 

“ You put a pistol to our heads.” 

** I am responsible to the shareholders,” said Soames, 
” and I shall do my duty by them.” 

” So t|re aii[ are, Mr. I'k^r;:} ic ; and I hope wc shall all do 
our dttt^ ” 

*‘Whf ‘iK>l confine the foreign business to the small 
oatmtHei — their currency is safe enough ? ” 

* Old Mont,' and his precious ' ring ! * 
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“ No,” s*nd So.imcs, “ we must go back to safely.** 

“ Splendid isolation, Forsyte r ” 

“Meddling \Nas all vcr\ well in the war, but in peace — 
politics or busiruss— this half-and-half interference is no 
good. We can't control the forugn situation.” 

He looked around him, and was instant! v conscious that 
with those w'ordi he had sfutk a chord ‘ !’m going 
through with this ' ' he tliought 

“ I should be gl td, -Mr Chairman ” — the manager wa.s 
speaking-— “ if I miL'ht sa\ a word The p<»lky was of m\ 
initiation, and I think 1 ma\ H.nm that it has be* n of 
substantial bcntd't t(' the NKictv so lar When, however, 
a member (d the Board lakes so strong a view against us 
tontinu.nui., I iirt.nnb, don't press the Hoard to continue 
It The times iirf uncertain, and a risk, of course, is 
in\ (lived, howc\cr conscrc.uice our estimates “ 

‘Now whv ' ’ tliought Somics. ‘What's he ratting 
}or ' ' 

“ That’s vcr\ handsome <»{ you, Eldcrson ; Mr. Chairman, 
I think we ma\' sac that is very handsome of our manager.” 

Old Doscy Coscy ' Handsome ! The old woman ! 

The Chairman’s rather harsh voice broke a silence, 

“This is a very serious point of policy. I should have 
been glad to have l»rd Eontenoy present.” 

“ If I am to endorse the report,” said Soames shortly, “ it 
must be decided to-day 1 have made up my mind. But 
please yourselves ” 

He threw in th<»sc last »hrcc w(»rds from a sort of fclbw 
feeling — it was unplca.sani to be dragooned ! A 
moment’s silence, and then discussion assumed that 
random volubility which softens a decision already forced 
on one. A quarter of an hour thus passed before the 
Chairman said : 

“ We are agreed then, gentlemen, that the report ihaU 
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contain the announcement that, in view of Continental 
uncertainty, we arc abandoning fjreign risks for the 
present/’ 

Soames had won. Relieved and puzzled, he walked 
away alone. 

He had shown character ; their respect for liim had gone 
up, he could see ; their liking for liim down, if they’d ever 
had any — he didn’t know ! But wliy had Elderson veered 
round ? He recalled the shift and blink of the fellow’s 
8tcel|^ eyes at the idea of the question being raised at the 
general meeting. 

That had done it ! But why ? Were the figures faked ? 
Surely not ! That would be too difficult, in the face of the 
accountants. If Soaincs had f.uih, it was in chartered 
accountants. Sandis and jevon were tip-top people. It 
couldn’t be that ! He glanced up from the pavement. The 
dome of St. Paul’s w-as dim already in evening sky — nothing 
to be had out of it ! He felt badly in need of some one to 
talk to; but there was nobody; and he quickened his 
pace among the hurrying crowd. His hand, driven deep 
into his overcoat pocket, came into sudden contact with 
some foreign sticky substance. ‘ Gracious ! ’ he thought : 
* those things ! ’ Should he drop them in the gutter ? If 
only there were a child he could take them home to ! He 
mutt get Annette to speak to hlcur. He knew what came 
of bad habiti from his own experience of long ago. Why 
ahottldn’t ho speak to her himself ? He was staying the 
ni^t there ! But there came on him a helpless sense of 
ignorance. These y^oung people ! What did they really 
think and led t Was old Mont right ? Had they given 
ttp interest in everything except the moment, abandoned 
aU bdiel'm continuity, and progress 1 True enough that 
Eniope in Queer Street. But look at the sute of 
thin^ alter the Hapdeonk Watt. He couldn’t remember 
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his grandfather ‘ Superior Dosset,* the old chap had died 
five years before he was born, but he perfectly remembered 
how Aunt Ann, bom in 1799, used to talk about “ that 
dreadful Bonaparte — we used to call him Boncy, my dear ; *' 
of how her father could get eight or ten per cent, for his 
money ; and of what an impression ‘ those Ch.irtlsis * had 
made on Aunts juicy and Hester, and that was long after- 
wards. Yet, in spite of .dl that, look at the Victorian era— 
a golden age, things worth collecting, children worth havingl 
Why not again ! G)nsol8 had risen almost conimfoutly 
since Timothy died. Even if Heaven and Hell had gofic^ 
they couldn’t be the reason ; none of his uncles had believed 
in either, and yet had all made fortunes, and all had families, 
except Timothy and Swithin. No ! It couldn’t be the 
want of Heaven and Hell ! What, then, was the reason of 
the change— jf change there rcaUy were f And suddenly it 
was revealed to Soames, They talked too much — too moch 
and too fast ! They got to the end of interest in this and that 
and the other. They ate life and threw away the rind, and 

^and . By the way, he must buy that picture of 

George’s ! . . , Had these young folk more mind than h» 
own generation ? And if so— why ? Was it diet ? That 
lobster cocktail Fleur had given him the Sunday before last 
He had eaten the thing— very nasty ! But it hadn’t made 
him want to talk. No I He didn’t think it could be diet 
Besides— Mind ! Where were the minds now that equaled 
the Victoriana— Darwin, Huxley, Dickens, Diiraelt, eventdd 
Gladstone 1 Why, he remembered judges and advocate! 
who seemed giants compared with those of the present day^ 
just as he remembered that the jut^ of James hisittherV 
youth had seemed giants to James compared widt those 
Soames* prime. According to dhat mind watslaidi^^ 
dedming. It must be something die. These 4 tUig 
they called psycho-anafyai^wlikhsofarnihe 
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8 t.ind attnhutcd people’s action not to what they ate at 
breakfast, or the lec they got out of bed with, as in the good 
old days, hut to some shock they had received in the remote 
4 pa 8 t and entire!) forgotten. 'I’he subconscious n>ind ! 
Fads ! F.ids and microbes ! The fact was this generation 
had no digestion His father and his uncles had all com- 
plained of liver, but they had never had anything the matter 
with them - no need of any of these vitamins, false teeth, 
mental healing, nev\spapers, ps\tho-anal\sis, spiritualism, 
birth control, ost<.o]\ithy, broadcasting, and what not. 
‘Machines!’ thought Soamts ‘ Tliat's it — 1 shouldn’t 
wonder ! ’ How Lould \ou bebe\c in anything when every- 
thing w'as going round st» fast ? When you couldn’t count 
your chickens -they ran about so ? But Fleur had got a 
good little hc.ul on her! ‘ Yes,* he mused, ‘and Irench 
teeth, slie tan digest an) thing Two scars ! Fll spe.ik to 
her before she gets the habit confirmed. Her mother was 
quick enough about it ! ' And perceiving the Connoisseurs’ 
Club in front of him, he went in 

The hall porter came out of his box. A gentleman was 
waiting. 

“ What gentleman ? ” said Soames, sidelong. 

“ I think he’s yt)ur nephew, sir, Mr. Dartie.” 

“ \'iil Dartie ! H’m ! Where ? ” 

“ In the little room, sir.*’ 

The little rot>m~.ill the accommodation considered 
worthy of such as were not Connoisseurs — was at the end of 
a passage, and in no taste at all, as if the Club were saying : 
“ Sec what it is not to be one of us ! ” Soames entered it, 
and saw Val Dartie smoking a cigarette and gazing with 
absorption at the only object of interest, his own reflection 
in the glass above the fire. 

He never saw his nephew without wondering when he 
would say: “Look here. Uncle Soames, I’m up a stump.** 
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Breeding race horses ! There could only he one end to 
that ! 

“ Well ? ” he said, “ how arc you ? ” 

The {ace m the glass turned round, and became the back 
of a clipped sand) ish head 

“ Oh ! bobbish, thanks ! You look all right. Uncle 
Soames I just v\ anted to ask vou . Must I take these 
8cre\^s of old Oeorge Forsyte’s ? They’re dashed bad ’* 

“ Gitt horse in tiic mouth ? ” said Soarnes 
“ Well," said \'al, ‘‘ but they’re sn dashed bad ; by the 
time l\c paid h g u v duty, boxed them to a sale, and sold 
tlicm, there won't be a sixpence One of them falls down 
when \ou look at it And the other two arc broken-winded. 
The poor ttld bov kept tlicm, because he couKin’t get nd of 
them The) 're about five hundred years old.” 

“Thought )ou were fond of horses,” said Soames, 
“ Can’t you turn them out ? ” 

“ Yes,” said \'al, drily ; “ but I’ve got my living to make, 

I h.iven't told mv wife, for fear .she should suggest that, I’m 
afraid I might see them in my dreams if I sold them 
Thev’rc onh tit for the kennels Can I write to the execu- 
tors .ind sav I’m not rich enough to t ikc them ? ” 

“ You can,” said Soames, and the words : “ How’s your 
wife ? ” died unspoken on his lips. She was the daughter 
of his enemy, young Jolyon. That fellow was dead, but 
tlie faa remained, 

“ I will, then,” said Val. “ How did his funeral go off ? ” 
“ Very simple affair- I had nothing to do with it.” The 
day's of funerals were over. No flowers, no horses, no 
plumes — a motor hearse, a couple of cars or so, was all the 
attention paid nowadays to the dead. Another sign of ‘the 
times I 

“I’m Slaying the night at Green Street,” said Val “ 1 
suppose you’re not there, arc you \ ” 
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** No,” said Soaincs, and did not miss the relief in lus 
nephew’s countenance. 

Oh ! by the way, Uncle Soames — do you advise me to 
buy P.P.R.S. shares ? ” 

On the contrary. I’m going to advise your mother to 
•ell. Tell her I’m coming in to-morrow.” 

“ Why ? I thought ” 

Never mind my reasons ! ” said Soames shortly. 

“ So long, then ! ” 

Exchanging a chilly hand-shake, he watched liis nephew 
withdraw. 

So long ! An expression, old as the Boer war, that he had 
never got used to - meant nothing so far as he could see ! 
He entered the reading-room. A number of Connoisseurs 
were sitting and standing about, and Soames, least clubbable 
of men, sought the solitude of an embrasured window. He 
8it there polishing tiic nail of one forefinger against’the back 
of the other, and chewing the cud of life. After all, wJiat 
WM the point of anything. There was George ! He had 
had an easy life — never done any work 1 And here was 
himself, who had done a lot of work ! And sooner or later 
they woold bury him too, with a motor hearse probably ! 
And there was his son-in-Uw, young Mont, full of talk about 
goodness knew what — and that thin-cheeked chap who had 
t(dd him tlie balloons this afternoon. And old Foateiioy, 
and that waiter over there ; and the out-of-works and the 
in^ol^ ; and those chaps in Parliament, and the parsons 
. tft thatf, pnlpiti— what were they all for I There was the 
old gardener down at Mapledorham pushing his roller over 
and over the kwn, week after week, and if he didn’t, what 
woold the lawn be like f That was lifc-^-gardener ndling 
lawn I Pot k that there was another life--he didn’t beUevt 
k» to the take of argument— that life moat be just 
tame, koQiak lawn— to keep it lawn! What point 
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in lawn ? Conscious of pessimism, he rose. He had better 
be getting back to Fleur’s— they dressed for dioncr ! He 
supposed there was something in dressing for dinner, but it 
was like lawn — you came unrolled — undressed again, and 
so it went on ! Over and over and over to keep up to a 
pitch, that was— ah I what was the pitch for ? 

Turning into South Squ.jre, he cannoned into a youn^ 
man, whose head was craned back as if looking after sondil! 
one he had parted from Uncertain whether to apologise 
or to w jit for an apology', Soames stood still 
The young man said abruptly ; Sorry, sir,” and moved 
on ; dark, neat-looking chap with a hungiy look obviously 
unconnected with his stomach Murmuring : Not at 

all ! ” Soames moved forward and rang his daughter’s bell 
She opened to him herself. She was in hat and furs— just 
in. The young man recurred to Soames. Had he left her 
tiiere ? What a pretty face it was ! He should certainly 
speak to her. If she once took to gadding about ! 

He put,it off, however, till he was about to say “Good- 
night ’’—Michael having gone to the political meeting of a 
Labour candidate, as if he couldn’t find something better to 
do! 

“ Now you’ve been married two years, my child, I 
suppose you’ll be looking towards the future. There’a a 
great deal of nonsense talked about childrca. The whole 
thing’s much simpler. I hope you feel that,” 

Fleur was leaning back among the cushione of the fettee, 
swinging her foot. Her eyes became a little mtfcw, but to 
colour did not change. « 

“ Of course ! ” the said ; “ only there’s no harry. Dad/*. ^ 

“Well, I don’t know,” Soames murmnied. 
and the royal family have a very soond haH% cl 1 

over early, Ttoe’a many a flip and k toft ttott CaU.dl 
mischief. Yoa^n wty axU9CW^ 
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to see you take too much to gad-about ways. You’ve got 
all sorts of friends.” 

” Yes,” said Fleur. 

“ You get on well with Michael, don’t you ? ” 

”()h! >es.” 

“ Well, then, wliy not You must remember that your 
son will be a wh.it-\cHi-call~it.” 

In tliose words lie compromised with his instinctive dis- 
like of titles .ind flummery of that nature. 

“ It mightn’t be a son,” said blcur 

‘‘ At \our age th.it’s e.isilv remedied ” 

” Oh, I don’t want a lot, Dad One, perhaps, or two,” 

‘‘ Well,” said Soames, ” I should almost prefer a daughter, 
something like-- well, something like )e)U.” 

Her softened eves flew, restive, from his face to her foot, 
to the dog, all over the room. 

“ I don’t know, It’s a tic— like diijging vour own er.ivt in 
a wav,’’ 

” I shouldn’t put it as high as that,” murmured Soames, 
persuasively. 

“ No man would, Dad.” 

” Your motlier wouldn’t have got on at all without you,” 
and recollection of how near her mother had been to not 
getting on at all with her — of how, but for him, she would 
have made a mess of it, redut'ed liim to silent contcmpl.ition 
of the restive fcKii. 

“ Well,” he said, at last, ‘‘ I thought I’d mention it. I — 
I’ve got your happiness at heart.” 

Fleur rose and kissed his forehead. 

” I know, Dad,” she said : “ I’m a selfish pig. I’ll think 
about it. In fact, I — I have thought about it.” 

That’s right,” said Soames ; ” that’s right ! You’ve a 
good head on )‘ou — it’s a great consolation to me. Good- 
night, my dear ! ” 
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And Ik: weniuptohishcd. If ihcreuaspoint in.mything, 
it w.i.s in perpetuation of oneself, tiiout^h, ot <.uur'ic, that 
beg^'ed the question. ‘ Wonder,’ he thought, ‘ if I {m>jht 
to li.uc asked her whether that young man—!' Hut 
)oung people \^ere best left alone The tav t was, he didn't 
understand them His i.\c lii,dited on tlie paper hag con- 
taining those- those things he luul bouglit He had 
brought tlum up tmm hisoverm.tt to get rid ot them-' but 
how ’ Put into the fire, the\ would make a smell. He 
stood at hiN dressing-talde, tool one up and looked at it. 
(lood Lord ' .\nd, suddenly, rubbing ila* mouthpiece with 

his handkerthu t, he b( g.in to blow the thing up He blew 
until 111- uit( 1 ' were tired, and then, nipping the aperture, 
ttxjk a bit ot till dental lotton hi um d on his teeth every 
night and (It'd It up There the thing was' With a 
pettish gt shire l.e b.atcd the b.illoon Oil it flcw-purplc 
and extravagant, .ihghting on his bed I I’m ‘ He look up 
the other, and did the same tu it. Purple and green ! 
The deuce ' It an) one came in and saw ! He threw up 
the w'indow, batted them, balloon after balloon, into the 
night, and shut the window dowm. There they’d he in the 
dark, floating about. His lips contracted in a ncrvoui grin. 
People would sec them in the morning. Well 1 UTat cUc 
could ) ou do with things like that ? 



CHAPTER XIII 


TENTEKHOOKS 

Michael had gone to the Labour candidate’s meeting partly 
hecaMse he wanted to, and partK out of fellow feeling for 
‘old Forsyte/ whom he was .dways conscious of having 
robbed. His faihcr-in-law liad been very decent about 
Fleur, and he liked the ‘ old man ’ to have her to himself 
when he could. ■■ 

In a constituency which had much casual and no trades- 
tinion labour to speak oT, the meeting would be one of those 
which enabled the intellectuals of the Party to get it ‘ off 
their chests.’ Sentiment being ‘ slop,’ and championship 
mere condescension, one might look for sound economic 
speeches which left out discredited factors, such as human 
nature. Michael was accustomed to hearing people dis- 
paraged for deprecating change because human nature was 
constant ; he was accustomed to hearing people despised for 
feeling compassion ; he knew that one ought to be purely 
economic. And anyway that kind of speech was preferable 
to the tttb-thumpings of the North or of the Park, which 
^ provoked n nasty underlying class spirit in himself. 

, « 'Rte meeting was in full swing when he arrived, the candi- 
date ptilet^y exposing the fallacies of a capitalism which, in 
hii vfew, had brought on the war. For fear that it Aould 
Mlg on another, it must be changed for a system which 
' wOtdd ettMiie that nations should not want anything too 
Hit ijuiiyidaaL>-«aid the candidate — was in every 
j^ietpeet ti^etfer to the nation of which he formed a pan ; 
.imnA til* nfnKlMTQ btfoit them was to lecuie an economic 

loa 
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condition which would enable the individual to Innetioft 
free!) in his native superiurity. In that way alone^ he taid, 
would they lose those mass movements and emotions 
which imperilled the sanity ol the worlcf. He spoke well. 
Michael listened, purring almost audibly, till he found that 
he was thinking of himself, Wilfrid and Fleur. Would he 
ever function so freely in a native superiority that he did not 
want Fleur too much And did he wish to ? He did not. 
That seemed to introduce human nature into the speaker's 
argument. Didn’t everybody want something too much f 
Wasn’t it natural ? And if so, wouldn’t there always be a 
collective wanting too much — poolings of primary desire, 
such as the desire of keeping your own head above water ? 
The candidate’s argument seemed to him suddenly to kavc 
out heat, to omit friction, to be that of a man in an armchair 
after a poor lunch. He looked attentively at the speaker’s 
shrew'd, dr)', doubting face. ‘ No juice ! ’ he thou^l. And 
when ‘ the chap ’ sat down, he got up and left the hall 

This Wilfrid business had upset him horribly. Try M he 
had to put it out of his mind, try as he would to laugh it off, 
it contiaued to eat into his sense of security and happineai. 
Wife and best friend ! A hundred times a day he assured 
himself that he trusted Fleur. Only, Wilfrid was so much 
more attractive than himself, and Fleur deserved the best 
of everything. Besides, Wilfrid was going throng torture, 
and it was not a pleasant thought 1 How end tfie thing, 
restore peace of mind to himself, to him, to her had 
told him nothing ; and it simply was impossibktO ask* .No 
Way dven of showing his anxiety ! The whole thing was 
just ’ dark,’ and, so far as he could see, would.have to Stay 
so ; nothing to be done but saew the lid on ^fbter, 
sioe as he could to her, try not to led bitter abom 
Hadesl 

He turned down Chdsen Endmohaei^ litilcir 
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was dark and uidc and streamin'^ with stars. The river 
wide, dark and j^dcaminf^ with oij\ ra\s troni tiic Knihank- 
ment lamps. The width (d it .ill him relief D.’.sli the 
dumps ! A jolK, queer, muddled, sweet and hitter world , 
an immensely intn>ruinq it.ime of diance, no matter how tlv 
cards were t.dlin}; .it the moment ' In the trenches lie h.id 
th'iu^dit . ‘(let out of this, .md I’ll never mind anetiiint: 
ng.un ! ’ How seldom now he u ui* inhered tlunkini; that ’ 
Tiic human hod\ rem .\ed itsdl tin \ said- in seven ee.ir-^ 
In three u.irs’ tinu lus hod\ w-ndd not he the hods ut tlie 
trenches, hut .i whoh timi jn .u i hods with a f.idim; eom- 
ple\ If <'iiK 1 leur would t>il Inin quiu opmls whu she 
felt, what site was domt; ihout Wiltnd, lor siic nuiM he 
doing somctliing ' \rKi WiltndV sir ( - Would In. i,.n- 
founded p.is.ion 11 irt ^are* '-led tlow in poi i r\ ^ And 
if so, wlio Would pid'li^h It r V nil .er.ihlc Injsiiu ' \\ dl 

the night w.i.s IhmuiiIuI, .md tin ert n tl.mg not to he .i jul: 
ikauty and not Ihhu .t pie ' \otlnne mueli else to n-- 
except laughter- the eomie side' Keep one's sense of 
humour, answav ' ,\nd .Muh.icl scirclud, wink he strode 
I'lencalh plane trees lialf-^trippcd of K.i\(.s and plume-like 
in the dark, for the tun in his poMtion He failed to fmd it 
There seemed aKsolutels nothing tunny about lose Iho 
sibl) he might fall out of love again some d.is, hut neit so 
long 08 she kept him on her tciUerheKiks Did she do it on 
purjxjsc ? Never! Elcur simple could not he like those 
women who kept their husbands hungrs and fed them when 
they wanted dresses, furs, jewels. Revolting ! 

He came in sight of Westminster. Onl) lialf-pasi ten ! 
Suppose he took a cab to Wilfrid’s rooms, and tried to have 
it out with him. It would be hkc trying to make the hands 
of a clock move backwards to its ticking. What use in say- 
ing : “ You love Fleur — well, don’t ! ” or in Wilfrid saying 
it to hinu Wfter all, I was first with Fleur,’ he thought. 
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Pure chance, pcrliaps, hut tact ! Ah ! And wasn’t that just 
the d.mger ? He was no longer a novelty lu her— nothing 
unexpected about him now I And he and she had agreed 
umc^ without number that novelty w’a> the salt of life, the 
essence of interest and drama No\cIt\ now lay with 
W iltrid ! Lord ! Lord ' Possession appeared far from 
being nine points of the lav\ ! He rounded-in from the 
Embanknum tnw.irds home- jol]\ part of London, jolly 
Square, exer)thiiig joll) except just this infernal com- 
plie'ation. Something, soft as a large* leaf, tapped twice 
.ii,Minst his ear He turned, astonished ; he was in empty 
space, no tree near. Moating in the darkness, a round thing 

- he grabbed, 11 bobbed W hat ^ A child’s halhum ! He 
secured it between his hand^, t(»ok it bemcath a lamp-post 

- green, he jude-ed Queer ' He looked up. Two window's 
lighted, one of them Meur's ' Was this the bubble of his 
own happiness expelled ' Morb’d ' Silly ass I Somegust 
of wind- a child's plaxtlung lodged and loosened ! He held 
the balloon gmgerl) i Ic weiuld take it in and show it to her. 
He put his latcli-key in the den^r. Dark in the haIl--gonc 
up! He mounted, swinging the balloon on his finger. 
Fleur was standing before a mirror. 

“ W'hat on earth’s that ^ ” she said. 

The bhH>d returned to Michael’s heart. Curious how he 
had dreaded its lias mg an\ thing to do with her! 

“ Don’t know, d.irhng ; fell on my hat — mmt belong to 
heaven.” And he batted it. 

The balloon floated, dropped, bounded twice, wobbkd 
and came to rest. 

You an a baby, Michael. I believe you bought 
it.” 

Michael came closer, and stood quite *tilL 
“ My hat ! What a misfortune to be in love I ** 

“ You think so ! ” 
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^ Jly a toujours un qui baist^ ei lUutn qui m UrJ fas k 

joue.^' 

“ But I do ” 

“ Fleur!” 

Fleur smiled. 

** Baise away.” 

Embracing her, Michael thought : ‘ She holds me— does 
with me what she likes ; I know nothing of her ' ' 

And there arose a small sound— from Ting-a-lmg smelling 

the ballocML 



PART IJ 




CH \PTER r 

Tin \1\RK 

Tin st.itc nf rlk' unrKl h.iJ hi\n uotfin? m^rc nnd more 
on n(r\C' tver miko ihc ),'oncral meeting of the 

1’ P R S Ii h.iJ ^Mne off with rii.tt f.ituit\ long a-^^ocinted 
In him \Mih nuh gathering-' a u itertight rigmarole from 
the chairman, butler lrf»m two reliable shareholders; 
MU' ear Inim >har( holders not so reliable, and tlie usual 
‘ gu[' ‘ over the dividend He had gone there glum, come 
awav' glummer bri>m a notion oikc taken into his head 
b»'amcs ['arted more slouK than a cheese parts from its 
mites Tno-sevenths of foreign business, nearly all 
Herman i And the mar’, lalluig ’ It had begun to fall from 
tile moment that he decided to support the dividend. And 
vvhv ’ What was m llu wind ^ Contrary to his custom, 
he liad taken to sniffing dosAv the pdilical columns of 
his paper. The French - he h.id always mistrusted them, 
e^pe^iallv .since his second marriage —the French were going 
to plav old Harrv, if he was not greatly mistaken 1 Their 
papers, he noticed, never Icjst a chance of having a dab at 
English policy ; seemed to thick they could always call the 
tunc for England to pipe to ! And the mark and the franc, 
and ever) other sort of money, falling. And, though in 
Soames was that which rejoiced in the thought that one of 
his country’s bits of paper could buy a great quantity of 
other countries’ bits of paper, there was also that which 
felt the whole thing silly and unreal, with an ever-gfowing 
consciousness that the P.P.R^S. would pay QO dividend 
H5 
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next year. The P.P.R.S. was a big concern ; no dividend 
would be a sign, no small one, of bad management. Assur- 
ance was one of the few things on God\s earth which ctmld 
and should be conducted without real risk. But for that he 
would never have gone on the Board. And to find assurance 
had not been so conducted and that by himself, was — 
■well ! He had caused Winifred to sell, anyway, though 
the shares had already fallen slightly. “ I thought it was 
such a good thing, Soames,” she had said plaintively ; it’s 
rather a bore, losin’ money on the shares.” He had 
answered without mercy : ” If you don’t sell, you’ll lose 
more.” And she had done it. If the Rogers and Nicholases 
who had followed him into it hadn’t sold too — well, it was 
their look out I He had made Winifred warn them. As 
for himself, he had nothing but his qu.ilifying shares, .md 
the missing of a dividend or two would not hurt one whose 
director's fees more than compensated. It was not, there- 
fore, private uneasiness so much as resentment at a state of 
things connected with foreigners and the slur on his 
infallibility. 

Christmas had gone off quietly at Maplcdurham. He 
abominated Christmas, and only observed it because his 
wife was French, and her national festival New Year’s Day. 
One could not go so far as to observe that, encouraging a 
foreign notion. But Christmas with no child about — he 
fti& remetnbered the holly and snapdragons of Park Lane 


In his own childhood — the family parties ; and how dis- 
intted he had been if he got anything symbolic— the thimble, 
nr the iiBg<-4natead of the shilling. They had never gone 
III lor Santa CSaus at Park Lane, partly because they could 
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Soames had dropped the enquiry— it waa just encouraging 
them to spend his money for a sentimental satisfaction 
which did not materialise. That narrow-headed chap, 

‘ Old Mont,’ peacocked about his ancestry ; all the more 
reason for having no ancestry to peacock about. The 
Forsytes and the Goldings were good English country 
stock— ih.!! was what m.iitercd. And if Fleur and hei 
child, if one came, had French bhxxl in them— wcU, he 
couldn’t help it now. 

In reg.ird to the coming of a grandchild, Soames knew 
no more than in October, hkur had spent Christmas with 
the Monts ; she was promist'd to him, however, before long, 
and her mother must ask her a question or two! 

The weather was extremely mild ; Soames had even beta 
out in a punt fishing. In a heavy coat he trailed a line for 
perch and dace, and caught now and then a roach — precious 
little good, the servants wouldn’t cal them, nowadays! 
His grey eyes would brood over the grey water under the 
grey sky ; and in his mind the mark would fall. It fell 
w'ith a bump on that eleventh of January when the French 
went and occupied the Ruhr. He said to Annette «t bresk^ 
fast : “ Your country’s cracked ! Look at the mark 
now ! ” 

“ What do I care about the mark ? ” she had aniwcrcd 
over her coffee, I care that they shall not come again 
into my country. I hope they will suffer a httk whnt w« 
have suffered.” 

“ You,” said Soames ; “ you never suffered anyfhtag.^ ' 

Annette put her hand where Soames sometimei dcnhud 
the existence of a heart. 

“ I suffered here,” she said. 

“ 1 didn't notice it. You never went withqpit 
What do yon suppose Europe’s going to be ttotrfo fklw 

next thirty years I How about Biitid) tradel ** - 
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“ Wc French see before our noses,” said Annette with 
warmth “ We sec that the beaten must be kept the 
i>eaten, or he vmH take revenge. You English are so 
sloppy." 

“ Sloppy, .ire we ? ” said Soaines “ ^"ou’rc talkmi: like 
a child Could a floppy people c\er have reached our 
position in the world ? " 

“That IS your seltisimess You .ire cold and s'Jt^^h ” 

“Cold, selfish and floppy thev don’t go togc'ther 'IVy 
again.” 

“ Your slop is in \our tlmueht .mil vuur l.ilk , it h vour 
instinct th.ii gives sou sour ->iKces>, .md sour I'nehdi 
instinct is cold and selfish, ho.mu-s You arc a mraurc, .ill 
of you, of hspocriss, stupidits md < :--i^ni ” 

Soames took '-orne m irrnal.id< 

“Well,” lie s.iid, “ .md ssii.il arc tin French ' isnical, 
avaricious and rcsciigitul And the (K-rm.ms .irc senti- 
ment. il, heads .md hiut.il We {.m ill .ibuse each other 
There's nothing lor it but to keep clc.ir And that’s what 
you French won't do.” 

Annette’s handsome person suffeind 

" W'hen you are tied to a perton, .o 1 am tied to you, 
Soames, or as sve French are tied to the (Jermms, it us 
necessary tii be top d<»g, or to be bottom dog ” 

Soames stas-cd Ins toast. 

“ Do you suppose s ourself tup dog m this house ? ” 
Yeft, Soames.” 

** Oh ! Then you can go back to France to-morrow ” 

Annette’s eyebrow'= rose qu>7.7acally . 

“ I would wait a little longer, my friend ; you arc still 
too young.” 

But Soames had already regretted hi.s remark ; he did 
not wish any such disturbance at his time of life, and he 
said more calmly : 
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** Compromise is the essence of any reasonable existence 
between individuals or nations. We tan’t have the fat 
thrown into the fire cvcr\ few \cnrs." 

“ That IS so English,” murmurtd Annette. “ Wc <iihers 
never know- what you Enghsh will do You always wait 
to see winch wa\ the tat jumps ” 

However deep!) sympathetic with such a reasonable 
cliaracierisl ic, Soames Wf)uld liave denud it at any ordinar)' 
moment -- to confess to temporising was not, as it were, done. 
Hut, with tlie mark falling like a cartload of bricks be was 
heated to the point of st inding bv his nature 
“And wh\ shouldn’t we' Rushing into things that 
vou'll have ru^ii out of ' I don't want to argue. French 
and English never did get on, and never will ” 

Annette rose “ You sj'c.ik tiie truth, iny friend, Enkni/f 
wan pti\ cvrduilr Wh.it are \ou doing to-da\ 

“(hung up to town,” s.tid ,S)ames glumly. “Your 
precious (iiwernment ha> put business into Queer Street 
W'Uh a vengeance ” 

“ Do vou stay the night ' “ 

“ I don’t know ” 

Adt^u^ then, au rnoir And she got up. 

Soames remained brooding above his marmalade — with 
the mark falling in his mind— glad to see the last of her 
handsome figure, having no patience at the moment for 
French tantrums, .An irritable longing to »ay to somebody 
“ I told vou 50 ’’ possessed him. He would have to wait, 
however, till he found somebodv to say it to. 

A beautiful day, quite warm ; and, taking his umbrella 
as an assurance against change, he set out for the statioflu 
In the carriage going up they were talking about the 
Ruhr. Averse from discussion in public, Soames littened 
from behind his paper. The general sentiment wat wr- 
prisingly like his own. In so far as it was unpleasant for the 
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Huns— all right ; in so far as it was unpleasant for British 
trade — all wrong ; in so far as love of British trade was active 
and hate of Huns now passive — more wrong than right. A 
Francophil remark that the French were justified in making 
themselves safe at all costs, vva^ coldly received. At Maiden- 
head a man got in vs horn Soames connected automatically 
with disturbance. He had much grey h.iir, a sanguine face, 
lively eyes, twisting eyebrows, and within five minutes had 
asked in a breezy voice whether anyone had heard of the 
League of Nations. Confirmed m his estimate, vSoames 
looked round the corner of his paper Yes, that chap would 
get off on some hobby-horse or other ' And tlierc he went ! 
The question — said the newcomer — w.is not uhether the 
Germans should get one m the eye, the British one in the 
pocket, or the French one in thclie.irt, but whether the world 
should get peace and goodwill, boaines lowered his paper. 
If— this fellow said — they wanted peaci-, they must sin It 
their individual interests, and think in terms of collective 
interest. The good of all was the good of one ! boamessaw 
the flaw at once ; That might be, but the good of one was 
not the good of all. He felt that if he did not take care he 
would be pointing this out. The man was a perfect stranger 
to him, and no good ever came of argument. Unfortunately 
his siJcnce amid rite general opinion that the League of 
Nadons was ‘ no earthly,’ seemed to cause the newcomer 
to regard him as a sympathiser ; the fellow kept on throwing 
Ids eyebrows at him ! To put up his paper again seemed too 
; pdSritedvfttd his position was getting more and more false 
when the tram ran in at Paddington. He hastened to a 
Olb/ A wnoe bdund him said : 

^ Ht^t^iess lot, sir, eh I Glad to see you saw my point.” 
^ I ** said Soames. ** Taxi ! ” 

the Lei^e of Nathms functions, we^ie all for 
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Soames turned the handle of the cab door. 

“ Quite ! ” he said again. Poultr}* ! and got in. He 
was not going to be drawn, 'live fellow was clearly a 
firebrand ! 

In the cab tlie mc.vsurc of his disturbance was revealed. 
He had said ' Poultr)',’ an address that ‘ Forsyte, Bustard 
and Forsyte ’ had abandoned twx>-and-twcnt)r years ago 
when, merged \sith ‘ Cuthtott, Hollid.ay and Kingson/ they 
became ‘ Cuthcotl, Kingson .md Forsyte.’ Rectifying the 
error, he sat h'rw.ird, hrtK)ding ball of the mark! The 
country was sound about it, yes — but when they failed to 
pay the next dividend, could they rcl) on resentment against 
the Frcncli instead of against tlic directors i Doubtful I 
The dirccli'fs ought to h.jve seen it coming ! That might 
be said of the otlier directors, but not of himself — ^hcre was 
.a policy that he personally never would have touched. If 
only he could discuss the wliolc thing with some one— but 
old Gradman would be ot^t of his depth in a matter of this 
sort. And, on arrival at his office, he gazed with a certain 
impatience at that changeless old fellow, sitting in hif 
swivel chair. 

Ah ! Mr. Soames, I was hopin’ yon might come in thk 
morning. There’s a young man been round to see you from 
the P.P.R.S. W'ouldn’t give his business, said he wanted 
to see you privately. Ixrfi his number on the ’phottC.^ 

“ Oh ! ” said Soames. 

“ Quite a young feller — in the office.” 

“ What did he look like ? ” 

“ Nice, clean young man. I was quite bewmlAy 
impressed— name of Butterfield.” , ^ 

** Well, ring him up, and let him know I*m Ajid 

going over to the window, he stood lookssg ottt 
perfectly blank wall 

Suited to a tleepng pattner, hii room Iwdik 
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free from disturhnncc. Younij m.m ! The call was some- 
what sin^'ular ! And he said o\cr his shoulder; “ Don’t 
go when he comes, (iradman, 1 know nothing of him ” 
The world changed, people died off, the mark fell, but 
Gradman was there — embodiment, faithful and grey, of 
ser\icc and integrit\ an anchor 

Gradman's voice, grating, ingratiating, rose. 

“ This Ercnch news- it’s not nice, Mr Soames Thev’re 
a hasty h't I remember your f.iilur, Mr James, coming 
into the office the morning the br.iiuo-Prussian war was 
dcclarcd-*quue in \m prime then, h irdlv more than sixty, 
I should say. Why, I recall his \er\ words ‘There,’ he 
said, ‘ I told them so ’ And here i1k\ are— at it still The 
fact is, thev’re cat and dog ” 

Soames, who had half turned, resumed his contempl.ition 
of a void. Poor old (/radm.in dated ' What w>)uld he s.iv 
when he heard that thev had been insuring foreign business ^ 
Stimulated b\ the old-time qu.iliiv ol (iradman’s presence, 
liis mind ranged with sudden freedom He himself had 
another twenty years, perhaps What would he see in 
that time ? Wliere would old England l>e at the end of 
it ? ‘In spite of the papers, we’re not such fo<ils .is we 
look,’ he thought. ‘ It onlv we can steer clear of fhbbcrtv- 
giblxrrting, and pav our way ! ’ 

“Mr. Butterfield, sir" H'm ! The voung man had 
been very spry. Covered by (Jradm.in’s bluff and grtasv 
greeting, he “ twk a lunar," ns Ins I’nclc Roger used to 
call it. The young fellow, in a neat suit, a turndown 
collar, with his hat in his hand, was a medium modest- 
looking chap, Soames nodded. 

“ You want to see me ? ” 

“ Alone, if I might, sir.” 

“ Mr. Gradman here i$ my right-hand man.” 
Gradman’s voice purred gratingly ; “ You can state 
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vour business. Norhinp goes outside these walls, young 
man *’ 

“Em in the office of the P P R.S., sir. The fact i.s, 
accident has just pur .some information in m\ hands, and 
I’m not cas\- in my mind Knowing you to be a solicitor, 
sir, I preferred to come to \ou. rather than go to the chair- 
man As a lawyer, would \(tu tell me K m\ first duty 
to the SocKt\, being in thi ir cmjdov ? ” 

“ CcrtairiK,” said Nianus 

“ I don't like this job, ^lr, and I hope understand 
that I’m not her( tor an} pc rsomil niotiv e it’s just Intcausc 
I feci I ought to " 

boames reg irded him stc idiK. Though large and rather 
swimming, the y iing man’s t\cs imprisscd him by their 
re'sernblancc to a dog\ “ What’s it all about ? ” he said. 

The \oung man miustened hi-, lips 

“The insurance of our (icrmaii business, sir.” 

boamcs jv;< ked hi>. e.irs, alread} slightly pointed by 
Nature. 

“ It’s a very senc'us matter,’’ ilic \<)ung man went on, 
“ .ind I don’t know how it’ll affect me, but the fact is, this 
morning I overheard a pruate conversation.” 

“ Oh ! ” said boames 

“ Yes, sir I quite understand vour tone, but the very 
first w’ord.s did it I simplv couldn’t make myself known 
after hearing them I think you’ll agree, sir.” 

“ W'ho were the spt akers ? ” 

“ The manager, and a man called Smith — I fancy by hi* 
accent his name’s a bit mc^re foreign — who’s done most of 
the agenting for the (jcrman business.” 

“ What were the words ? ” said Soame*. 

“ Well, sir, the manager was speaking, and then this SmitE 
said : ’ Quite so, Mr. Eldcrson, but wc haven’t paid yon a 
commission on all this business for nothing ; if the mark 
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goes absolutely phut, you will have to see that your Society 
makes it good for us I ’ ” 

The intense longing, which at that moment came on 
Soames to emit a whistle, was checked by sight of Gradman’s 
face. The old fellow’s mouth had opened in the nest of 
his grizzly short beard ; his eyes stared puglike, he uttered 
a prolonged : “ A-ow ! ” 

“ Yes,” said the )oung man, “ it \\as a knock-out ! ” 
Where were you ? ” asked Soamc'., sharply. 

“In the lobby between the mana'tcr’s rofjm and the 
board room. I’d just come from sorting some papers in 
the board room, and the manager's door was open an inch 
or 80. If course I know' the \oices well.” 

“ What after ? ” 

“ I heard Mr. Eldcrson say, ‘ H’ssh ' Dem’t talk like 
that I ^ and I slipped back into the board room. I’d had 
more than enough, sir, I assure you.” 

Suspicion and surmise clogged Soames' thinking appa- 
ratus. Was this young fellow speaking the truth ? A man 
like Elderson — the risk was monstrous ! And, if true, what 
was the directors’ responsibility ? Hut proof-proof ? 
He Stared at the young man, who Wked upset and pale 
euojigh, but whose eyes did not waver. Shake him if he 
could ! And he said sharply : 

** Kow mind w'hat you’re saying ! This is most serious ! ” 

“ I kftow that, sir. If I’d consulted my own interest, 
IM have come here. I’m not a sneak.” 

The words rang true, but Soames did not drop his caution. 

. ^ Ever had any trouble in the office ? ” 
f ' “ff 1^, ah', you can make enquiry. I’ve nothing against 
^ and he’s nothing against me.” 

thought suddenly: *Good heavens ! He’s 
ihlftid k on to me, and in the presence of a witnesa ! 
And I the witness 1 * 
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“ Have you any reason to supp.)sc/* he said, “ that they 
became aware of your being there ? ** 

“ They couldn’t have, I think.” 

The implications of this news seemed every tecond more 
alarming. It was as if Fate, kept at bay all his life by clever 
wrist-work, had suddenly slipped a thrust under hia guard. 
No good togctrattlcd,hov,cver~mu8t think it out at leisure ! 

“Are you prepared, if ncccssarv, to repeat this to the 
Bfurd ? ” 

The young man pre^.'<cd his hands together. 

“ Well, sir, I’d much rather have held my tongue; but 
if you decide it’s got to be taken up, I suppose I mult go 
through with it now. I’m sure I hope you’ll dedde to 
leave it alone ; perhaps ii I'-n’t true-only why didn’t Mr< 
Elderson say : * You rudd) liar ! ’ ? ” 

Exactly ! Why didn’t he r boames gave a grunt of 
intense discomfort. 

“ Anything more ? ” he said. 

‘‘ No! sir.” 

“ Very well. You’ve not told anyone ? ” 

“ No, 'sir.” 

“Then don’t, and leave it to me.” 

“ I’ll be only too happy to, sir. Good-morning 1** 

“ Good-morning I ” 

No—very bad morning ! No satisfaction whatever Ul 
this sudden fulfilment of his prophetic fedimg abottt 
Elderson. None ! 

“ Wliat d’you think of that young fellow, Gradman f I» 
he lying ? ” 

Thus summoned, as it were, from stupor Gradtiwai 
tboogfatfuUy rubbed a nose both thick and 

“ It’s one word against another, Mr. Soaaict^ 'fm' 
get more evidence. But 1 can*t see wliitt the l oiis 
has to gain by it.” 
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“ Nor I ; but you never know. The trouble will be to 
get more evidence. Can I act without it ? ” 

“ It’.s dclu.itc,” hv.nd (iradman. And Soames knew th.at 
he wag thrown back on himself When (jradman said a 
thing was delicate, it meant that it w.is the sort of matter 
on whicli he was accustomed to wait for orders — presump- 
luou.s even to liold opinion ' But h.id he got one Well, 
one would never know ! The olvl diap w'ould sit .ind rub 
his nose over it till Kingdom Cuine 

“ I shan’t act m a hurr\,” Ik- s.ud, almost angrils : “ I 
can’t see to the end ot this ” 

Every hour confirmed that st.itcnicnt .At lunch tlic 
tape of his cit) club showed the mark still falling to 
unhcard-<if depths ! Ilou the) could talk of golt, with this 
business on his mind, lu tould not imagine ! 

“1 must go and ste that fellow," he ''.iid to himsdf 
“I shall be guarded lie m,i\ thro\\ some liglit " He 
waited until three o'doek and repaired to the T 1’ R S 
Reaching the office, he sought the Board room. 'Fhc 
chairman was there in conference with the manager. Soame.s 
sat down quietly to listen ; and while he li.stencd lie watched 
that fellow’s face. It told him nothing. W'liat nonsense 
people talked wlien lhe\ said you could tell character from 
facts I Only a perfect idn»t's f.icc could be read like that. 
And here was a man of experience and culture, one who knew 
every rope of business life and polite socict\ . The hairless, 
neat features exhibited no more concern than the natural 
mortihentioD of one whose policy had met with sudi a nasi) 
knock. The drop of the mark had already wiped out any 
possible profit on the next half-) car. Unless the wretched 
thing recovered, they would be carrying a practically dead 
load of German insurance. Really it was criminal that no 
limit of liability had been fixed ! How on earth could he 
ever have overlooked that when he came on the Board ! 
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But he had nnlv known of it afterwards. And who coul 
have foreseen anwliing so mad as this Rulir business* o 
realised the sslnt^k confidence of hi*; collcaijucs in this con 
founded fellow ? The words “ gross negligence ” appeared 
‘ close up ’ before his eyes What if an action lay agains 
the Board ! (iross negligence ! At his age and with hii 
reputation ! Whv ! The thing u.is plain as a pikestaff 
for omitting a limit of li.»l>ilitv this chap had got his com- 
mission ! Ten per cent pn^liahly, on all that business— 
he must ha\c netted thousanvis ' A man must he in Queer 
Street indeed to t.ikc a risl like that ! But conscious that 
his fanc\ was running on, Soames rose, and turned his 
back The aetion suggested another Simulate anger, 
draw some sign from that fellow’s self-control ! He turned 
again, and s.iid pettishly : “ What on earth were you 
about, Mr Manager, when you allowed these contracts to 
go through without limit of liability ? A man of your 
evperiencc ! \\’hat was \our motive ? ” 

A slight narrowing of the eyes, a slight compression of 
the lips. He had relied on the word ‘ motive,’ but the 
fellow passed it by. 

“ For such high premiums as we have been getting, Mr. 
Forsyte, a limitid liability was not possible. This U a 
most outrageous development, and I’m afraid it must be 
considered just bad luck ” 

“ (Jnforiunatcly,” said Soames, “ there’s no such thing 
as luck in properly regulated assurance, as we shall find, or 
I’m much mistaken. I shouldn’t be surprised if an action 
lay against the Board for gross negligence ! ” 

That had got the cli.iirman’sgoai ! — Got his goat ? What 
expressions they used nowadavs ! Or did it mean the 
opposite ? One never knew ! But as for Eldersoft — he 
seemed to Soames to be merely counterfeiting a certnio 
fiustcration. Futile to attempt to spring anything out of a 
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chap like that. If the thing were true, the fellow must he 
entirely desperate^ prepared for anything and c^crythlng. 
And since from Soames the desperate side of life — the real 
holes, the impossible positions which demand a gambler's 
throw — had always been carefully barred by the habits of a 
prudent nature, he found it now impossible to imagine 
Eldcrson’s state of mind, or his line of conduct if he were 
' guilty. For all he could tell, the chap might be carr\mg 
poison about with him ; might he sitting cm a revolver like 
a fellow on the film. The wlu'le thing was too unpleasant, 
too worrying for words. And without saying any more he 
went away, taking nothing with him hut the knowledge that 
their total liability on this German business, with the mark 
valueless, was over two hundred thousand pounds. Me 
, hastily reviewed the fortunes ot his co-dircctors Old 
Fontenoy was alwa)s in low- water; the chairman a d.irk 
horse; Mont wa.s in land, land right down in value, and 
mortgaged at that ; old Coscy Moihergill had nothing but 
his name and his director's fees ; Meyncke must have a large 
income, but light come, light go, like most of those big 
counsel with irons in many fires and the certainty of a judge- 
ship. Not a really substantial man amtmg the lot, except 
himiclf ! He ploughed his way along, head down. Public 
companies I Preposterous system ! You had to trust 
somebody, and there you were ! It was appalling ! 

** Bftlhxms, sir — beautiful colours, five feet circumference. 
Take gentleman ! '' 

” Good ged ! ” said Soames. As if the pricked bubble 
d^'GcnttCil^;|Muixie8s were not enough 1 

' 1 * it' jj- i ^ 



CHAPTER II 

VICTORINE 

All through December b.^noona had been slack — ^hardly 
any movement about tliem, even in Chri-stmas week, aad 
from tlic Bickets Central Australi.t was as far as ever. The 
girl Vic.onnc, restored to ctnnparaiive health, had not 
regained her pt siuon m the blouse department of Messrt. 
Boney Blavds Sc Co They had given her some odd sewing, 
but not of late, and she had spent much time trying to get 
work less uncertain. Her trouble was — had always bceil— 
her face. It w'as unusual. People did not know what to 
make of a girl who looked like that. Why employ one who 
without qualification of wealth, rank, fashion, or ability (to 
far as they knew) made them feel ordinary f For— howew 
essential to such as Fleur and Michael— dramatic iatetont 
was not primary in the manufacture or sale of Uottiof, ift 
the fitting-on of shoes, the addressing of cnvelopea, making- 
up of funeral wreaths, or the other ambitions of Victonoe* 
Behind those large dark eyes and silent lips, whaf wtnt on f 
It worried Boney Blayds k Co., and the more wkoleMlo 
firms of commerce. The lurid professions— filawtipof, 
or mannequin— did not occur to one, of sei{-de|>iecai3fl| 
nature, bom in Putney. 

When Bicket had gone out of a motning withl^tffysnd 
his baUoons not yet blown up, she would suild to 
finger, as though to gnaw her way to some tsatpf 
hand-tchmonth exiftenoe which kept her hoilMliA 41 
a rail, ttied as a rook, shabby at a ui&ii ki4 0 

iJ9 
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the expense of all caste feeling, brought them in no more 
than just enough to keep them living under a roof. It had 
long been clear to them both that there was no future in 
balloons, just a cadging present. And there smouldered 
in the silent, passive Victonne a fierce resentment. 
She wanted better things for herself, for him, chiefly for 
him. 

On the morning when the mark was bumping down, she 
was putting on her velveteen j.icket and toque (best remain- 
ing items of her wardrobe), ha\ ing taken a resolve Bi*.kct 
never mentioned ]ii'> old job, and liis wite had subtly divined 
some cause beyond the ordinary tor his loss of it. Wiiy not 
sec if she could get him taken b.uk ? lie had often said : 
“ Mr. Mont’s a gent and a son o’ socialist ; been through the 
war, too ; no high-and-mighty about Atm ” If .slie could 
‘ get at ’ this phenomenon ! With the flush of hope and 
daring in her sallow cheeks, she tcK>k stock of licr appearance 
from the window-glasses of the Strand. Her velveteen of 
jade-green always pleased one who had an c)c for colour, 
but her black skirt--wcll, perhaps the wear and tear of it 
wouldn’t show if she kept behind the counter. Had she 
brass enough to say that she came about a manuscript ? 
And she rehearsed with silent bps, pinching her accent : 
“ Would you ask Mr. Mont, please, if I could see him ; it’s 
about a manuscript.” Yes ! and then would come the 
question : ** What name, please ? ” “ Mrs, Bicket ? ” 

Never ! ” Miss Victorinc Collins f ” All authoresses had 
maiden names. Victorinc — \es! But Collins ! It didn’t 
sound like. And no one would know what her maiden name 
bad beexu Why not choose one ? They often chose. And 

ihe searched. Something Italian, like — like Hadn’t 

their landlady said to them when they came in : “ Is your 
wife Eyctalian ? ” Ah ! Manuclli ! That was certainly 
ltalian-~th£ ice-cream man in Little Ditch Street had it ! 
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She walked on pracfsing hcnc.ith her breath. If only &hc 
could get to see this Mr Mont ! 

She cntercvi, trembling All v\ent exactly as foreseen, 
even to the pmching of her .leccnt, till she si<K>d waiting for 
tlicm to bring nn ans\\er frtmi the speaking tulx*, concealing 
her hands in tlieir \cry old glo\es. H.id Mi^s ManucBi an 
appointment ? There v\as no manuscript 

“ No,” said \ Kiurine, “ I haven't sent it \el I wanted 
to see liim fust '{'he young man at the counter was looking 
at her hard He went again to the tube, then spoke. 

“Will you wait a minute, pleasc-Mr Mont’.s lady 
secretary is coming down ” 

\hctonne inclined her lu id tow.uds her sinking heart. 
A lady secretary ' bhc would never get there now i .\nd 
there came on her the sudden dread of false pretences. 
But the thought of Tunv standing .it his corner, ballooned 
up to the eyes, as she had spied out more tlian once, fortified 
her desperation, 

A girl's voice said . “ Miss Manuclh ? Mr. Mont’s SCCTC- 
tary, perhaps you could give me a mcss.igc.” 

A fresh-faced young w< .nan’s eyes were travelling up and 
down her. Pinching her accent hard, she said : “ Oh ! I’m 
afraid I couldn’t do that.” 

The travelling ga-tc stopped at her face. If you’ll come 
with me. I’ll see if lie can .see you ” 

.\lonc m a small waiting-rexjm, Victorinc sat without 
movement, till she saw a young man’s face poked through 
the doorway , and heard the words : 

“ Will you come in ? ” 

She took a deep breath, and went Once in the presence, 
she looked from Michael to his secretary and back again, 
subtly daring his youth, his chivalry, his sportsmanship, 
to refuse her a private interview . Through Michael passed 
at once the thought : * Money, I suppose. Bat what an 



A modera; comedy 


:3> 

intrrnting face I ’ The secretary' drew down the corners 
of her mouth and left the nwra 

WeM, Mi'.s— cr— Manuolli ? ” 

“ Not Manuelli, please — Mrs Bicket ; my husband used 
to be here.” 

What ! Tiic chap that had snooped ‘ Copper Coin ! * 
Phew ! Bickct’s yarn — his u ifc—pnrumonia ! blic looked 
as if she might have had It. 

** He often spoke of you, sir. And, please, he hadn't any 
work. Couldn’t you find room for inm again, sir ? ” 
Michael stood silent. Did this ternbK mtcrcsiing- 
Jooking girl know about the snooping ? 

He just sells balloons in the street now , I can’t bear 
to »ce him Over by St Paulhs he stands, and tiicre’s no 
liwncy in it ; and \sc do so w'ant to got out to Australia 
I know he’s very' nervy, and gets wrong with people 
But if you could take him back here. . . 

No { she did not know ! 

** Very sorry', Mrs. Hicket. I remember your husband well, 
but we haven’t a place for him. Arc you all right again ? ” 
** Oh I yes. Except tkat I can’t get work again either ” 
What a face for wrappers ! Sort of Mona Usa-ish ! 
Storbert’s novel ! Ha ! 

" Well, ril have a talk with your husband. I suppose 
you wouldn’t like to sii to an artist for a bonk^wrapper ? 
It night lead to work in that line if you want it. You’re 
juK the type for a friend of nunc. Do you know Aubrey 
GwRc’i work ? ” 

^It*8 pretty good — in fact, very good in a decadent 
wmf* Yoo wouldn’t mind sitting ? ” 

^ I wcMddn’t Biund any'tldng to save some money. But 
Pd tathff you diite’t tell my husband I’d been to see you. 
Be «B^t take it azniss.” 
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** All right ! 1*11 sec Kirn by accident. Near St. Panl^ 
you said ? But there’s no chance hcrc» Mn. Bicktt. 
Besides, he couldn’t make two ends meet on this job, he 
told me.” 

“ When I was ill, air,” 

” Of course, th.u makes a dilfcrcncc.” 

Yes, sir.” 

“ Well, let me write you a note to Mr Grrene. Will yom 
sit down a minute ? ” 

He stole a luuk at her while she sat waiting. Really, her 
sallow, large -eyed facc^ w'lth its dead-black, bobbed, frizzy- 
ended hair, was extraordinarily interesting— -a little too 
refined and anaemic for the pubUc ; but, dash it all 1 the 
public couldn’t ahsays have its Rcckitt’s blue cyca, corn- 
coloured hair, and poppv checks. “ bhe’s not a peach,** 
he wrote, ” on the main tree of taste ; but so striking in her 
way that she really might become a type, like Benrdllcy*t 
or Dana’s.” 

When she had taken the note and gone, he ring for hit 
secretary. 

“ No, MUs Perren, she didn’t take anything off me. But 
some type, eh ? ” 

“ I thought you’d like to see her. She watll’t tn 
authoress, was she f '* 

‘‘Far from it.’* 

“ Well, 1 hope she got what she wanted.** 

Michael grinned. ” Panly, Mies Perren— pnrtljr. Yott 
think I’m an awful fool, don’t you ? ” 

” I’m sure I don’t ; but I think you’re too 

Michael ran hie fingers through bit hair. 

” Would it surprise you to hear that Tve dam i ttMte 
of business ? ** 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont.** 

**TlieA 1 won't tell you what kk Wbrnfo^dom 
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pouting, go on with that letter to my father about ‘ Duet ’ : 
‘ We are sorry to say that in the present state of the trade 
we should not be justified in reprinting the dialogue between 
those two old blighters ; we have already lost money by 
it I ’ You must translate, of course. Now can we say 
something to cheer the old boy up ? How about this ? 
‘ When the French have recovered their wdts, and the birds 
begin to sing — in short, when spring comes — we hope to 
reconsider the matter in the light of — of ’ — er — what. Miss 
Perren f ” 

* The experience we shall have gamed.’ Shall I leave 
out about the French and the birds ? ” 

“ Excellent ! ‘ Yours faithfully, Danby and Winter.’ 
Don^l you think it was a scandalous piece of nepotism 
bringing the book here at all, Miss Perren ? ” 

** What is ‘ nepotism ’ ? ” 

“Taking advantage of your son. He’s never made a 
sixpence by any of his books.” 

“ He’s a very distinguished writer, Mr. Mont.” 

“ And we pay for the distinction. Well, he’s a good old 
Bart, That’s all before lunch, and mind you have a good 
one. That girl’s figure wasn’t usual cither, was it ? She’s 
thin, but she stands up straight. There’s a question I 
always want to ask, Miss Perren : Why do modern girls 
walk in a curve with their heads poked forward I They 
can’t all be built like that.” 

The secretary’s cheeks brightened. 

“ 'Kicre if a reason, htr. Mont.” 

“ Good ! What is it ? ” 

The secretary’s checks continued to brighten. “ I don’t 
itaily know^ whether I can ” 

“ Oh ! sorry, ask my wife. Only she’s quite 
•tra%ht hendf.” 

" WcD, Mr. Mo&t» it’s this, you see : They aren’t supposed 
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to have anything be — behind, and, of course, they have, 
nnd they can’t get the proper effect unless they curve their 
clicsts in and poke their heads forward. It’s the fashion- 
plates nnd mannequins that do it.” 

“I see,” said Michael, “thank you, Miss Perren; 
awfully good of )ou. It’s the limit, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes, I don’t hold witii it, myself ” 

‘‘ No, quite ! ” 

The secretary lowered her eyelids and withdrew. 
Michael sat d >wn and drew a face on his blotting-paper. 
It was not Viciormc’s. . . . 

Armed with the note to Aubrey Greene, Victorine had 
her usual lunch, a cup of coffee and a bit of heavy cake, and 
took tlic tube towards Chelsea. She had not succeeded, but 
the gentleman had been friendly and she felt cheered. 

At the studio door was a young m.m inserting a key— 
very elegant in smoke-grey Il.irris tweeds, a sliding young 
man with no hat, beautifully brushed-back bright hair, and 
a soft voice. 

“ Model ? ” he said. 

“ Yes, sir, please. I have a note for vou from Mr. Mont.** 
“ Michael ? Come in ” 

Victorine followed him in. It was ‘ not half ’ sea-green 
in there ; a high room with r.iftcrs and a top light, and lota 
of pictures and drawing*^ on the walls, and as if they had 
slipped off on to the floor. A picture on an easel of two 
ladies with their clothes sliding down troubled Victorine. 
She became conscious of the gentleman’s eyes, sea-green 
like the walls, sliding up and down her. 

“ Will you sit for any tiling f ” he asked. 

Victonne answered mechanically : Yes, sir.** 

“ Do you mind taking your hat off ? ” 

Victorine took off the toque, and shook out her Juur. 
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** Ah ! ** said the gentleman. “ I wonder/* 

Victorinc wondered what. 

** Just sit down on the dais, will you ? ** 

Victorinc looked about her, uncertain. A smile seemed 
to fly up his forehead and o\cr his slippery bright hair. 

This is your first shot, then ? *’ 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“All the better,*’ And he pointed to a small platform. 

Victorinc sat down on it in a black oak chair. 

“ You look cold.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

He went to a cupboard and returned with two small 
giasset of a brown fluid. 

“ Have a Grand Marnier ? ” 

She noticed that he tossed his off in one gulp, and did 
the same. It was sweet, strong, very nice, and made her 

gasp. 

“ Take a cigarette.” 

Victorinc took one from a case he handed, and put it 
between her lips. He lit it. And again a smile slid up 
away over tlie top of his head. 

“ You draw it in,” he said. “ Where were you bom ? ” 

“ In Putney, sir.” 

“That’s very interesting. Just sit still a minute. It’s 
aot as bad as having a tooth out, but it takes longer. The 
great thing is to keep awake.” 

** Yes, sir,** 

He took a large piece of paper and a bit of dark stuff, and 
began to draw. 

“Tdttme,” he said, “Miss “ 

**Co8ukt, sir— •Vktoflrinc Collins.** Some isstmet made 
give her maiden luane. It seemed scmiehow more 

^ Are yon art huge I “ He paused, and agam the smile 
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slid up over Kis bright hair ; “ Or have you any other 

occupation ? ” 

“ Not at present, sir. Pm mimed, but nothing else,” 
For some time after that the gentleman wa^ silent. It 
was interesting tn see Inm, taking a look, making a stroke 
on the paper, taking another look. Hundreds of looks, 
hundreds of strukc^ At last he said : “ All right ! Now 
We’ll liave a rest. Heaven sent you here, Miss Collhw, 
Come and get warm ” 

Vietonne appru.ichcd the fire. 

“ Do you know anything about expressionism ? ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“Well, It mt m:> not troublin'' .ibout the outside except 
in 90 far as it expresses the inside. Docs that convey 
anything to you ? ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ Quite ! I think you said you’d ail for the— cr— * 

alti'g-’tii^r ? ” 

\'i(:torine re? irded the bright and sliding gcntlcmin. 
She did not know what he nic-int, but she felt that he 
meant something out of the ordinary. 

“ Altogether what, sir ? ” 

“ Nude.” 

“ Oh ! ” She cast her e\cs down, then railed them to 
the sliding clothes of the two ladies. “ Like that f ** 

“ No, I shouldn’t be treating you cubistically.** 

A slow flush was burning out the sallow In her dwtlci. 
She said slowly : 

“ Docs it mean more money ? ** 

“ Yes, half as mucii again— more perhaps. I doO*t Wtttt 
you to if you’d rather not. . You can think it over and kl 
me know next rime.” 

She raised her eyes again, and said : “ Thniilc ] 

Righto I Only please don’t ‘ sir * me.** 
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Victorinc smiled. It was the first time she had achieved 
this functional disturbance, and it seemed to have a strange 
effect. He said hurriedly : “ By George ! When you smile, 
Miss Collins, I see you impressionistically. If you’ve rested, 
sit up there again ” 

Victorine went back. 

The gentleman took a fresh piece of paper. 

*' Can you think of any tiling that will keep you smiling ? ” 
Siic shook her head. Th.a was a fact. 

** Nothing comic at all ? I suppose you’re not in love 
with your husband, for instance f ” 

**Oh! yes.” 

“ Well, try that.’* 

V’ictorinc tried that, but she could only see Tony selling 
his balloons. 

That won’t do,” said the gentleman. “ Don’t think of 
him ! Did you ever see ‘ Uapres midi d\n Faum ’ ? ” 

“ No, sir.” 

« Wcu, r VC got an idea. ‘ Vaprh muii i'une Dryads' 
About the nude you really needn’t mind. It’s quite im- 
personal, Think of art, and fifteen bob a day. Shades of 
Nijinsky, I see the whole thing ! ” 

All the time that he was talking his eyes were sliding off 
and on to her, and his pencil off and on to the paper. A 
sort of infection began to ferment w itliin Victorinc. Fifteen 
shillings a day ! Blue butterflies ! 

There was a profound silence. His eyes and hand slid off 
and on. A faint smile had come on Victorine’s face — she 
was adding up the money she might earn. 

At last his eyes and hand ceased moving, and he stood 
looking at the paper. 

“That’s all for to-day. Miss Collins. I’ve got to think 
it out. Will you give me your address ? ” 

Victorine thought rapidly. 
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“ Please, sir, will you write to me at the post office. 1 

don’t want my husband to know that I’m — I’m ” 

“ Affiliated to art ? Well ! Name of post office ? ’’ 
Victorinc gave it and resumed her hat. 

“ An hour and a half, hvc shillings, thank you. And 
lo-morrow, at lialt-p.ist two, Miss Collins — not ‘sir.’ ” 

“ Yes, 8 — , th.ink you ” 

Waiting for her 'bus in the cold January air, the alto- 
gether appeared to Vicionne improb.ihlc. To sit in front of 
a strange genthman in her skin! If Tony knew! The 
slow flush again burned up the sallow in her checks. She 
climbed into the ’bus But flticen shillings ! Six dayi a 
week — why, it wiaild be four pound ten I In four months 
she could earn thur passage out judging by the pictures 
in there, lots must be doing it Toin must know nothing, 
nut even that siio was sitting tor her face. He was all 
nerves, and that fond of her ' He would imagine things ; 
she had heard him say th-esc arnsu were just like cau. 
But that gentleman had been very nice, though he did 
seem as if he were laughing at everything. She wished he 
had shown her the draw mg Perhaps she would sec herself 
in an exhibition some d.iy But without— oh 1 And 
suddenly she thought : ‘ If I ale a bit more, I’d look nice 
like that, too ! ’ And as if to cscaj>c from the daring of 
that tiiought, she stared up into the face opposite. It had 
two chins, was calm and smooth and pink, with light cyta 
staring back at her. People had thoughts, but you 
couldn’t tell what they were! And the smile which 
Aubrey Greene desired crept out on his model’s face. 



CHAPTER III 


MICHAEL WALKS AND TALK* 

The fact Michael drew bej^.m b) being Victorinc’s, and 
ended by being Fleur’s. If physically Fleur stood up 
itraiglit, was she morally as erect ? This was the specula- 
tion for winch he continually called himself a cad. He saw 
no change in her movements, and loyally refrained from 
enquiring into the movements he could not see. But his 
•XOUBcd attention made him more and more aware of a 
ccriain cynicism, as if she were continually registering the 
belief that all valuer were equal and none of much value. 

Wilfrid, though still in London, was neither visible nor 
Spoken of, “ Out of sight and hearing, out of mind,'* 
•ecracd to be the motto. It did not work wnth Michael— 
Wilfrid wat constantly in his mind. If Wilfrid were not 
seeing Fleur, how could he bear to stay within such tanta- 
loing reach of her i If Fleur did not w ant Wilfrid to stay, 
why had she not sent him awa)- ? He was finding it difficult, 
toov ^0 conceal from others the fact that Desert and he were 
no longer pals. Often the impetus to go and have it out 
with ham surged up and was beaten back. Either there was 
isothtng beyond what he already knew, or there was some- 
tjrii^-^-«tid Wilfrid would say there wasn’t. Michael 
that without cavil ; one did not give a woman 
AWfty I , But he wanted to hear no lies from a Wax comrade. 
Between Fkur and himself no word had passed ; for words, 
^ Mtp wotdd add no knowledge, merely imperil a hold 
^^ileak emmg^ already. Christmas at the ancestral manor of 
. the. ktont* had been passed in covert'^hooting. Fleor had 
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come and stood with Kim at the last drive on the second day, 
holding Tinj^adinp on a lead. The Chinese dog had been 
extraordinarily excited, climbing the air every time a bird 
fell, and quite unatTected by the noise of guns. Michael^ 
waiting to mis.'v his birds- -he was .1 poor shot — had watched 
her eager face emerging from grey fur, her form braced back 
again'^T Ting-a-line Sluoting wa-s new to her ;and under the 
stimulus of novelty she was ab\ a\ s at her best He had loved 
even lu r Oh, Michaels ! ” when he missed. She had been 
the success of the gathering, winch meant seeing almost 
nothing of her except a sleepy head on a pillow ; but, at 
least, down there lie had not sii tiered from lurking uocatmeaa. 

Putting a last touch to the bobbed hair on the blotting 
paper, lie gt:it up St. Paul’s, that girl had said. Hemtg^ 
stroll up and have a squint at Hukel. Something might 
-.ccur to him Tiglitcniiig the belt of hi.i blue overcoat 
round his waist, he sallied h-rth, thin and sprightly^ with A 
little ache in his heart. 

Walking east, on that bright, cheerful day, natliing atrack 
him so much as the fact that he was alive, well, and in week. 
So very many w'crc dead, ill, or out of a job. He entored 
Covent Garden. Amazing place ! A human nature whkb» 
decade after decade, could put up with Covent Garden wat 
not in danger of extraction from its many ilia. A comioftiilg 
place-one needn’t take anything loo scriouily aft^ wAlkkig 
through it. On this square island were the vegttableAoC tb# 
earth and the fruits of the world, bounded oa the wtst hf 
publishing, on the cast by opera, on the north and AOOtli by 
rivers of mankind. Among discharging cam and litM ot 
paper, straw and men out oi drawing, Miduud imdkcd Aad^ . 
iniged Smell of iu own, Covent Garden, canby Md 
not rotten 1 He had never seen— even in the 
that to utterly lacked form. £xtrAOcdiii% ’KnjNlQ 
Nobody looked at if they had anything to do 
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drivers, hangers-on, packers, and the salesmen inside the 
covered markets, seemed equally devoid of acquaintance- 
ship witli sun, wind, water, earth or air — town types all ! 
.And — Gully! — how their faces jutted, sloped, sagged and 
gwellcd, in every kind of leatural disharmony What was 
the English type amongst *11 this infinite variety of dispro- 
portion ? There just wasn’t one ! He came on the fruits, 
glowing piles, still and hrighi — foreigners from the land of 
the sun — globes all the same siz.e and colour 'Fhcy made 
Michael’s mouth water ‘ Something m the sun,' he 
tliuught ; ‘ there really is ’ Look at Il.dv, at tlie Arabs, 
at Australia-- the Australians came from England, and see 
the type now ! Nevertheless -a Cockney for good temper ! 
The more regular a person’s lorm and features, the more 
selfish they were ! d'hose grape-fruit looked horriblv self- 
satisfied, compared with the potatoes! 

He emerged still tlnnking about the English. Well ! 
They were now one of the pl.iinest and most distorted races 
of the world ; and vet was there any race to compare w'ith 
them for good temper and for ‘ guts ’ ? And they needed 
those in their smoky towns, and their climate — remarkable 
instance of adaptation to environment, the modern English 
character ! ‘ I could pick out an Englishman anywhere,’ 
he thought, ‘ and yet, physically, there’s no general type 
now ! ’ Astounding people I So uglv in the mass, yet 
growing such flowers of beauty, and such strange sprigs — 
like that little Mrs. Bicket ; so unimaginative in bulk, yet 
with sucli a blooming lot of poets ! How w^ould old Dan by 
like it, by the way, when Wilfrid took his next volume 
to some other firm ; or rather what should he — Wilfrid’s 

e ticular friend ! — say to old Dan by ? Aha ! He knew 
It he should say : 

■ ^ Yes, sir, but you should have let that poor blighter off 
%ho snooped the * Copper Coins/ Desert hasn’t forgotten 
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your refusal ” One for oIJ Danhv and his eternal io-lhc- 
rightnc.ss ! * Copper Coin ’ had dene uncomm<»nly well 

Its successor would probably do uncommonly better. ITie 
book was a proof of what he — Michael -was always saying : 
The ‘ cock) olly-bird period ’ was passing. People wanted 
life again, bibky, Walter X.i/ing, Linda— all those who 
liad nothing to say except that tin v were superior to such 
as had— were already measured for their coffins. Not that 
they would know when they were in them ; not blooming 
likely ! The) would continue to wa\e their noses and look 
down them ! 

‘ y'm ild-up with till m,’ thought Michael. ‘If only 
Ideur would .^ce that locjkimt down )our nose is a sure sign 
of infcrifirlty ’ ’ \nd, suddenly, it came to him that she 
probably did W'llfrid w.is the onl) one of the whole lot she 
had ever Ixcn thick with , tlic others were there became — 
well, because she was Fleur, and h.id tlic latest thing* about 
her. When, \ery s(K)n, they were no hmger the latctt 
things, she would drop them. Hut Wilfrid she would not 
drop- No, he felt sure that she had not dropped, and 
\sould not drop Wilfrid 

He looked up Ludgate Hill ! “ Near St. Paul’s — sell* 
balloons ? ” And there — sure enough- -the poor beggar wa*! 

Picket was deflating with a view to going off hi* stand 
for a cup of cocoa. Remembering that he had come on him 
by accident, Michael stood for a moment preparing the 
tones of surprise. Pity the poor chap couldn’t blow himaelf 
into one of those coloured shapes and float over St. Paul 
to Peter. Mournful little cuss he Irxikcd, squeezing out th 
air ! Memor)' tapped sharply on his mind. Balloon-n 
the square— November the first— joyful night 1 Specud 
Fleur ! Perhaps they brought luck. He moved and 
in an astounded voice : “ Tou^ Picket ? Is this your stiffi 
now I ” 
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The lar^e eyes of Bicket regarded him over a puce 
coloured sixpennyw<»rtli. 

** Mr. Mont i Often thought I'd like to see you again, 

sir.” 

** Same he re, Bicket. If yr»ii’re not doing an\ thing, com<’ 
and have some lunch.” 

Bicket completed tlic gl(*K’s tollaj'se, and, t losing his 
traydid, said ; ” Keelly, sir r *’ 

“ Rather I I w.us just going into a fish pl.Re.” 

Bicket detached Ins tra\, 

** ni lca^c thivS with tlie cr 'sang sv\ccpcT.” He did so, 
and followed at Midhid'K side 
Any money in it, Bicka : ” 

** Bare li\inh sir 

How about lias place ? We’ll h,i\e o\st«rs’* 

A little saliva at the corner ot Bkk<t'.s mouth was 
removed by a pale tongue 

At a small table decorated with white oilcloth and n 
cruet stand, Midtacl sat down. 

**Two dozen oysters, and all that ; then two good soles, 
and a bottle of Chablis. Hurry up, ple.ise ” 

When die whitc-aproncd fellow liad gone about it, 
Bkket said simply : 

** My Gawd!” 

y«^ it*8 a funny w'orld, Bicket.” 

" It W, and that’s a fact. This lunch'll cost you a pound, 
I thould&'t wonder. If I take tw'cni>-five bob a w'cek, 

if# til 1 do.” 

‘^Vou touch it there, Bicket. I cat my conscience 
retf dUy ” 

Bkket tdtook his head. 

jf Ho, flr^ if you*vc got money, spend it. I would. Be 
if yon can — ^therc yn*t too many that are.” 
whilMiproned fellow began blessing them with 
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oysters. He hrnuirht them fresh^opened, three at a time. 
Mich.'^el bearded them ; Bickci swallowed them whole. 
Presently above t\^eKe empty shells^ he said : 

“That’s v\here the Socialists m)kc their mistyke, sir. 
Nothing' ketps me ^oing but the sight of other people 
spendin’ monev hV what we might all come to with a bit 
of luck Reduce the ve.'rlJ to a Iccel of a pound a dy — and 
it won’t e\en run to that, they ! It’s not good enough, 
sir. I’d r.ulier ’aic less with the 'ope of more. Take awy 
the gamble, and liR’^ a frost Here’s luck ! ” 

“ Almost th<'u pcrMi.idcst me to be a capitalist, Bicket.*^ 
A glow had come up in the thin and large-eyed face behind 
the greenish Chal-l’s elass 

“ I i^h to (hi'.vd I l..ul my wdfe here, sir, 1 told you about 
her and the pneumonia She’s all right ag)'ne now, only 
thin She’s tht pri/i I d.rew I don’t want a world where 
you can’t drau pn.-es It it wac all bloomin’ coDBcicntioui 
an’ aceordm’ to nurit, IM never have got her. Sec ? ** 

‘ Me, too,’ thought Michael, mentally drawing that face 
again. 

“ We’ve all I’ot our drc.»m=; ; mine’s blue butterflies — 
Central Austrv Ij.i. The Socialists won’t ’dp me to get there. 
Their ideas of 'caven don’t run beyond Europe.” 

“ Gripes ! ” said .Michael. “ Melted butter, fikket f ” 

** Thank you, sir.” 

Silence was not broken for some time, but the sole* were. 
“ WTiat made you think of balloons, Bicket i ” 

“ You don’t ’a VC to advertise, they do it for yotu” 

“ Saw too much of advertising with ns, eh ? ” 

“ Well, sir, I did use to read the wrappers. 
me, I will sy— the number of gryte boob ” 

Michael ran his hands through his hair, 

** Wrappers ! The same 
young man with the 


yoong woman b eing 
same deanrcnt 
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can you do, Bickct ? They xtll have it. I tried to make a 
break only this morning- 1 shall see what comes of it.’’ 
‘ And I hope you won’t ! ’ he thought : ‘ Fancy coming 
on Fleur outside a novel ! ’ 

“ I did notice .1 tendency just before I left,” said Bicket, 
“ to ’ave cliffs or landskips and two s( it of dolls sittin’ on 
the sand or in ilie grass lookin’ as if they didn’t know w'hat 
to do with each other ” 

“Yes,” murmured Muliael, “we tried that. It was 
supposed not to he vulgar But we soon exhausted the 
public’s capacity. W'hat’ll \oii ha\e now - cheese ^ ” 

“Thank )ou, sir; INe had too much already, but I 
won’t sa) ‘ No.' ” 

“Two Stiltons,” said Michael. 

“ How’s Mr, Desert, sir ? ” 

Michael reddened 

“ Oh ! He’s all right ” 

Bicket had reddened also, 

“ I wish — I w'lsh you'd let him know' that it was quite 
a — an accident my pitchin’ on his book I’ve alwj\'s 
regretted it.” 

“ It’s usuall)' an accident, I think,” said Michael slowly, 
“ when we snoop other people’s goods. We never U'ant to.” 

Bickct looked up. 

“ No, sir, I don’t agree. ’Alf mankind’s predytory — 
only, I’m not that sort, mcsclf.” 

In Michael loyalty tried to stammer “ Nor is he.” He 
handed his cigarette case to Bickct. 

“Thank you, sir, I’m sure.” 

His eyes were swimming, and Michael thought ; * Dash 
it ! This is sentimental. Kiss me good-bye and go ! ’ 
He beckoned up the whitc-aproned fellow. 

“ Give us your address, Bickct. If iniegumcnis arc any 
good to you, I might have some spare slops,” 
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Bickct backed the bill «ith his address and said, hesitat- 
ing : “ 1 suppose, sir, Mrs. Mont wouldn’t hue anahing lu 
spare M} vMfe’s about m\ luM’^dit.” 

“ I expect slic would We’ll send them along.” He saw 
the ‘ little snipe’s ' bps quiu'nng, and reached for hi* over- 
coat ” If anMlung hhacs in, I'll remember \ou. Gtxxl' 
h\c, Bitkel, .ind good bn k ” 

(joing ea-t, because Bicket v\as going west, he repealed 
to himself the maxim “ Iht\ is tnpe- pity is tripe!” 
Then getting on a 'bus, he ua.s b.-rne b uk past St. Paul’s. 
Cautious!) ‘taking a lun.ir as (»ld 1 ors\ ic put it —he 
saw Bicket intlating a balloon, little was cisible of his face 
or figure behind that rosv circumttr<-ncc Nearing Blake 
Street, he dc\ clipped an insinciblc repugnance to work, and 
was earned on to Trafalgar Square Bicket had stirred him 
up The world was S(»metimes almost unbearably jolly. 
Bicket, Wilfrid, and ilic Ruhr ' ” Feeling i.s tosh ! Pity 
is tripe!” He descended from his ’bus, and passed the 
lions towards Pall Mall Should he go into ‘Sncwjks’ and ask 
for Bart ? No use — he would not find f’lcur there. That 
was wliat he really wanted—to see Fleur in the daytime. 
But— where ? She was ctcrv'whcre to l>c found, and that 
was nowhere. 

She was restless. Was that Ins fault ? If he had been 
Wilfrid— would she be restless ? ‘ Yes,’ fie thought stoutly, 

‘ Wilfrid’s restless, toca.’ 'I'licy were all rc.siless—all the 
people he knew'. At least all the young ones —in life and in 
letters, Ix)ok at their novels ! Hardly one in twenty had 
anv repose, any of that quality which made one turn back 
to a book as a comer of refuge. They dashed and aputtered 
and skidded and rushed by like motor eyelet— violent, oh ! 
and ckver. How tired he was of devernest ! Somettmet 
he would take a manuscript home to Fleur for her opioioiu 
He remembered her saying once : ” Thit it exactly like life, 
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Michael, it just rushes — it doesn’t dwell on anything long 
enough to mean anytliing anywhere. Of course the author 
didn’t mean it for satire, but if you piibhih it, I advise vou 
to put : ‘ This awful satire on modem life ’ outside the 
cover.” And they had. At least, they had put ; “ This 
wonderful satire on modern life.” Fleur was like that ! 
She could sec the liurry, but, like the author of the wonder- 
ful satire, she didn’t know that she herself veered and 
hurried, or —did she know ? Was she conscious of kicking 
at life, like a flame at air 

He had reached IhcLa.lilly, and suddenly he remembered 
that he had not called on her aunt for ages. That was a 
possible draw. I Ic bent his steps towards Green Street. 
Mrs. Dartic at home } ” 

“ Yei, sir.’’ 

Michael moved his nostrils. Fleur used— but he could 
catcli no scent, except incense Winifred burnt joss-sticks 
when ahe remembered what a distinguished atmosphere 

they produced. 

** What name f ” 

** Mr. Mont. My wife’s not here, I suppose ? ” 

*'* No, lir. Only Mrs. Val Dartie.” 

Mrs. Val Dartic ! Yes, he remembered, nice woman-^ 
bot not a substitute for blear ! Committed, however, he 
folkmcd the maid. 

In the drawing-room Michael found three people, one of 
tbem hb faikcr-in-law, who had a grey and brooding aspect, 
and, ftoaa tn Empire chair, was staring at blue Australian 
btttttriSIkf’ wings under glass on a round scarlet table. Wini- 
hadjaixed the Empire foundations of her room with 
a tapcfltfiictiirt more suitable to the age. She greeted 
Ificlmdl^tk fathkmable warmth. It was good of him to 
coBdewbaliJie wai so with ail these yonng poets. 
thought * Copper Cka/: ” she said—** what a nict tide ! — 
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such 4jn mtrijpiing little book. 1 do think Mr. Desert is 
clever ! Wh.'U is he d\>tng now ? ” 

Michael said : “ I don’t know,” and dropped on to a 
settee beside Mrs. Val. Ignor.mt of tlic Ft>rs)'ie family feud, 
lie was unable to apprcc..ite the relief he had brought in 
with him. Sjanics said something about llie French, got 
up, and w'cnt to the window , Winifred joined him — chctj 
voices sounded confidential 

“ How is Fleur " s.ik1 Mieh.ncrs neighbour 
‘‘ Th.inks, avviullv well.” 

“ l)o you like verur house r ” 

“ Oh, fcariuIK Won’t you cnnic and sec it ? ^ 

“ J don't know whether Fleur would-——? ” 

“ Whv not = ” 

“Oh' Well'” 

“ She’s fnithtfully accessible,” 

She seemed to l>: lookini,' at him with more interest than 
he deserved, to be trying to make something out from hU 
face, and he added : 

” You're a rtlalion — by blood as vrcIJ as marriage, area^t 
vou ^ ” 

' “ Yes.” 

** Then what’s the skeleton ? ” 

“ Oh I notdiing. I’ll certainly come. Only‘— the hat M> 
many friends.” 

Michael thought ; ‘ I like tliis woman ! ’ “ At a matter 
of fact,” he said, I came here this aftemooft thinldng 
1 might find Fleur. I ihould like her to knew yem* With 
all the jazz there is about, she'd apprccialc torndbod^f 
rettful” 

“ Thank you,” 

“ You’ve never lived in London ? ” 

** Not since I was siir” 

“ 1 wnch the ttMild gpt a rett"— pity there i/Kft »JWkiei|E 
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handy.” He hnd stuttered ; the word \\:is not pronounced 
the same ~ still ! He ^jlanccd, disconcerted, at the butter- 
flies. “ Eve just been talking to a little Cockney whose 
S.O.S. is ‘ Central Ausirylia.' But what do you say — Have 
we got souls to save ? ” 

“ I used to think so, but now I’m ntjt so sure — something’s 
Struck me lately " 

“ What was that ? ” 

“ Well, I notice that any one at all out of proportion, or 
whose nose is on one ^ide, or whose eyes jut out, or even 
have a special shining look, always believes in the soul ; 
people who are in proportion, and linvc no prominent 
physical features, don’t ^eem to be really interested.” 

Michael’s cars moved 

By Jove ! ” he S.iid ; “ some thought ! Fleur's beauti- 
fully proportioned — iA/r doesn’t seem to worry. I’m not - 
and I certainly do. The people in Coven t Garden must have 
lota of soul. You think ‘ the soul’s ’ the result of loose- 
gearing in the organism — sort of special consciousness from 
not working in one piece.” 

“Yes, rather like that — what’s called psychic power is, 
I’rh almost sure.” 

“ I say, is your life safe f According to your theory, 
though, we’re in a mighty soulful era, I must think over 
my family. How about yours ? ” 

“ The Forsytes ! Oh, they’re quite too well-propor- 
tioned.” 

“ I agree, they haven’t any special juts so far as I’ve 
seen. The French, too, are awfully close-knit. It really is 
an idea, only, of course, most people see it the other way. 
They’d say the soul produces the disproportion, makes the 
eyes shine, bends the nose, and all that ; where the soul is 
amaU, it’s not trying to get out of the body, whence the 
barber’s Uodc. I’ll think about it. Thanks for the tip. 



THK WHITE MONKEY 


5 * 


Well, do come and see us. Good-bye ! I don’t think 
ri! disturb them in the window. Would you mind saying 
I had to scoot ? ” Squec/.ing a slim, gloved hand, receiving 
and returning a smiling look, he slid out, tlunlong : * Dash 
the soul, where’s hex body ^ * 
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FLLLK^S BODY 

Fleur’s body, indeed, \\ai> *ir the moment in one of those 
difficult positions which continu.ilK threaten the spirit of 
Compromise. It was in fact in \\ ilfrid's arms ; sufficiently, 
at least, to make her sav : 

“ No, Wilfrid — you I'romised to be pond.” 

It was a rcall) rcm.irk.ible tribute to her powers of skating 
on thin ice that the word ‘ pond ’ should still have signifi- 
cance. For eleven vvieks exactlv this young man had 
danced on the edge (d fulfilment, .md \\a.s even now divided 
from her by two (.lemlied hands pressed firmly against his 
chest, and the word ‘good’j and this after not h.aving 
fccn her for a fortnight 

When she said it, he let her gc», w ith a sort of violence, and 
sat down on a picec of junk. Only the sense of d.imnablc 
iteration prevented him from saying : “It can’t go on, 
Fleur.” She knew that ! And yet It did ! This w.is what 
perpetually ama/cd him. How a poor brute could hang on 
after week saying to her and to himself : ** Now or 
never 1” when it wasn't cither ? Subconsciousness, that, 
until the word ‘ now ’ had been readied, Fleur would not 
know ker qH/tx mind, alone had kept liim dancing. His own 
letiinga were to intense that he almost hated her for inde- 
.And he waa unjust. It was not exactly indecision. 
Flexur^ll^ted the added richness and excitement which 
nIffiCtion gave to life, but without danger and 
IP^tkont Im|I. How natural i His irighiful passionateness 
iwrai an the trouble. Neither by her wish, nor 

ker iHttU, was he passionate 1 And ytt-Ax was 
^ 15a 
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both nice and proper to inspire passion ; and, of coorw, sire 
had the lurking sense that she was not ‘ in the mode ' to 
cavil at a lover, especially since life owed her one. 

Released, slic smoothed herself and said : “ Talk of «oaie> 
thing senbiMe ; what have you been writing f ” 

“ This.” 

Fleur rc.id. Flushing and biting her lips, she said : 

“ It’s frightfully bitter.” 

“ It’s frightfully true. Docs ii# ever ask you now wbcthcT 
you see me ” 

“ Never.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ What would you answer if he did ? ** 

Fleur shrugged her shoulders. 

Desert said quietly : ” Yes, that’s your atdwdc. It 
can’t last, Fleur.” He was standing by the window. She 
put the sheets down on his desk and moved toward* him. 
Poor Wilfrid ! Now that he was quiet she wa* sorry. 

He said suddenly : “ Stop ! Dtjn’t move ! H/s dowa 
there in the street.” 

Recoiling, she gaspvcd ; ” Michael 1 Oh I But boW' 
how could he have known ? ” 

Desert said grimly : ** Do yon only know him as little M 
that ^ Do you suppose he’d be there if he knew yon iittSe 
here?” 

Flcor winced, 

“ Why is he there, then t ” 

“ He probably wants to see me. He looks if H bs 
couldn’t make op his mind. Don’t get the wmd np^ h« 
won’t be let in.” 

Fleur sat down; she felt weak in the kgs. Wksseettsj 
suddenly of an appalling thinnets-iht mlar 
cold. 



** Has he seen you ? ” she said. 

** No.” 

The thouj,»ht flashed through him : ‘ If I were a black- 
guard, I could force her hand, by moving one step and 
crooking my finger.’ Pity one wasn’t a blackguard — at 
all events, not to that point — things would be so much 
simpler ! 

“ Where is he now- ” asked Fleur. 

” Going away ” 

In profound relief, she sighed out : 

** But it’s queer, isn't it, Wilfrid ’ ” 

“ You don’t suppose he’s eas\ in his mind, do v'ou ? ” 

Fleur bit her lips. He was jeering, because slic didn’t or 
couldn’t really love cither of them It w'as unjust She 
could have lov( d- shi h.id loved ! Wilfrid and Micli.icl — 
they might go to the deuce ! 

I wish I had never come here,” she said suddenl) : 
** and I’ll never come ag.nn ! ” 

He went to the door, and held it open. 

“ You arc right,” 

Fleur stood quite still, her chin on the collar of her fur, 
her clear-glancing eyes fixed on his face, her lips set and 
mutinous. 

** You think I’m a heartless beast,” she said slowly. ” So 
I am — ^now'. Good-bye ! ” 

He neither took her hand nor spoke, he only bowed. His 
eyes were very tragic. Trembling with mortification, Fleur 
went out. She heard the door closed, while she was going 
down the stairs. At the bottom slic stood uncertain. 
Suppose Michael had come back ! Almost opposite was that 
gallery where she had first met him and — Jon. Slip acros.s 
in there 1 If he were still hovering round the entrance of ihe 
little street, ^uld tell him with a good conscience where 
•hehadbeoL '^' he peeped. Not in sight I Swiftly she alid 
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across into the doorway tippositc. Tlicy would be doting 
in a minute —just on four o'clock ! She put down a shilling 
and slipped in She must sec— in case! She stood re- 
volving - one-man show, the man — Claud Brains! She 
put down another shilling for a catalogue, and read a$ she 
went out “No 7. Woman getting the wind up,” It 
told her ever) thing ; and with a lighter heart she skimmed 
along, and took a taxi Get home before Michael ! She felt 
rcliewcd, almost exhilarated So much for skating on thin 
ice! It wasn’t g<K)d enough Wilfrid must go. Poor Wilfrid ! 
\\ ell, he sliouldn’t have sneered— what did he know of her f 
Nubod) knew an) thing of her ! Slic was alone m the world. 
She slipped her laich-kcy into the lull door. No Michael. 
She sat down in the drawing-room before the ftre, and took 
up Walter Na/ingN last She read a page three times. It 
meant no more with every reading - it meant less ; he was 
the kind of auilior wlio must be r< ad at a gallop, and given 
.iway Icbl J first impression td wmii in the luir be lost in a 
sensation of wind lower down ; but Wilfrid’s eyes came 
between her and ilic words Pity ! NoMy pitied her ; 
why, then, should she pity them ? Besides, pity was ‘ pop,’ 
as .Amabel would say. The situation demanded cast-iron 
sense. But Wilfrid’s eyes ! Well— she wouldn’t be seeing 
them again I Beautiful eyes when they smiled or whcn--so 
much more often— they looked at her with longing, as now 
between her and the sentence : Solemnly and with a 
delicious egoism he more tlian awfully desired her who snug 
and rosy in the pmk shell of her involuted and so petulant 

social periphrasis ” Poor Wilfrid ! Pity was ‘ pop,’ 

but there was pride ! Did she choose that he should go 
away thinking that she had ‘ played him up * just out of 
vanity, as Walter Nadng said American women did F Did 
she ? Would it not be more in the mode, really drinuinc-* 
if one ‘ went over the deep end,’ as they said, juft (met i 
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Would that not be something they could both lool: bjck on 
—he in the East he was ahva)'s talking of, she in this West ? 
The proposition had a momentary popularity in that 
organism called Fleur too finely proponioned for a soul 
according to the theory which Michael was thinking over. 
Like all popularities, it did not last. First : Would she 
like it ? She did not think she would ; one man, without 
love, was <juite enough. Then there was the danger of 
passing into Wilfrid’s power. He was a gentleman, but he 
was passionate : the cup once sipped, \\ould he consent to 
pul it down ? But more than all w.is a physical doubt of 
the last two or three weeks wlinh a\s.mcd verification, and 
which made her feel solemn, bhc stood up and passed her 
hands all over her, with a definite rcctul from the thought of 
Wilfrid’s hands doing tlic same. No ! To have his friend- 
•hip, his admiration, but not at that price. She viewed him, 
iuddenly, as a bomb set on her copper floor ; and in fancy’ 
ran and seized and flung him out into the Square — poor 
Wilfrid! Pity \^as ‘ pop ! ’ But one might be sorry for 
losing ium ; losing too tliat ideal of modern woman- 
hood expounded to her one evening by Marjorie Ferrar, pet 
of the ‘ panjoys,’ whose red-gold hair cKcited so much 
admiration : “ My ambition— old thing — is to be the 
peripct wife of one man, the perfect mistress of another, and 
the perfect mother of a third, all at once. It’s perfectly 
possible— they do it in France.” 

Bat was it really so perfectly po^ble — even if pity was 
pGth F How be perfect to Michael, when the slightest slip 
reveal to him that she was being perfect to Wilfrid ; 
how be perfect to Wilfrid, when every time she was perfect 
to Michod would be a dagger in Wilfrid’s heart f And if — 
tf her phyiical doubt should mature into cenainty, how be 
perfect mother to the certainty, when she was either tortnr- 
two or 10 them hke a ttoopemB ? Not so 
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pcrk'ctly possible as all that ! ‘ If only I were all French 1 ’ 
thought Fleur. . . . 

The clicking door startled her — the reason that she was 
not all French was coming in. He looked very grey> ah if 
lie had been thinking too much. He kissed her, and sat 
dow'n moodily la fore the file. 

“ Have you .xme for the night, Dad i ” 

‘‘ If I may,’’ luurmuicd Soames. “ Business ” 

“ Anything unpleasant, ducky ? ” 

Soames looked up as if startled. 

“ Unpleasant ? Why slioukl it be unpleasant ? ” 

“ I only thouglit from your face.” 

Soames grunted. “Tins Ruhr!” he said, “ Fvt 
brought vou a picture Chr'c-; ! ’’ 

“Oh, Dad! IloAi-lly!” 

“ It isn’t,” said S< >.■ nu s ; “ it’i> a monkey eating fruit.” 

“ But that's perfect ! Where is it— in the hall f ” 
Soames nodded. 

Stripping the nocnngs of] the picture, Fleur brought it 
' in, and setung it up on liic jadc-green settee, stood away 
and looked at it. The large white monkey with its brown 
haunting eyes, as if she had suddenly »vrcstcd its interent 
from tlie orangc-kkc fruit in its crisped paw, the grey back- 
ground, the empty rinds all round — bright splashes in a 
general ghostlincss of colour, impressed her at once. 

“ But, Dad, it's a masterpiece — Tm sure it’s of a fright- 
fully good period.” 

“ I don’t know,” said S.ames. “ I must look np th« 
Chinese.” 

“ But you oughtn’t to give it to me, it must be worth fluy 
amount. You ought to have it in your colkctkm,^ 

" They didn’t laow its value,” said Soames, and $ 
smBe illumined his features. “ 1 gave three hitndied Ipr ^ 
leil be safer here,” 
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“ Of course it’ll be safe. Only wh} safer ? ” 

Soames turned towards the picture. 

** I can’t tell. An\ thing may come of this.” 

** Of what, de.ar r ” 

Is ' old Munt ’ coming in to-night ? ” 

** Nf', he’s at Lippinghall still ” 

“ Well, it doesn’t matter— he’s no gnod.” 

Fleur took his hand and gave it a squeeze. 

Tell me I ” 

Soames’ tickled heart quivered Fanev her wanting to 
know what was troubling him ! But his sense of the 
becoming, and Ids fear of giving away his own alarm, 
forbade response 

Nothing you’d understand,” he said. “ Where arc you 
going to hang it ” 

There, I think ; but we must wait for Michael.” 

Soames grumbled out . 

“ I saw him just now at your aunt’s. Is that the way he 
attends to business ^ ” 

* Perhaps,’ thought Fleur, ‘ he was only on his way back 
to the office. Cork Street is more or less between ! If he 
passed the end of it, he would think of Wilfrid, he might 
have been wanting to see him about books.’ 

“ Oh, here’s Ting ! Well, darling ! ” 

The Chinese dog, let in, as it were, by Providence, seeing 
Soames, sat down suddenly witli snub upturned and eyes 
brilliant. ** The expression of you^ face,” he seemed to 
say, “ pleases me. belong to the past and could sing 
hymns together, old man.” 

“ Funny little chap,” said Soames ; he always knows 
me. 

Fleur lifted him. *‘Comc and see the new monkey, ducky.” 

** Don’t kt him lick it.” 

Held rather hnnly by his jade-green collar and confronted 
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by an inexplicable piece of silk smelling of the past, Ting-a- 
ling raised Ins head higher and higher to correspond with the 
action of his nostrils, and lus little t-rngue appeared, 
tentativiK savouring the emanation of his country. 

“ It’s a nice rnonkc), isn't it, darling ? ” 

“ No,” .said Ting-a-lint:, ratlur clearly " Put me do\^•n ! ” 
Restored to the floor, he sought a patch where the copper 
came through hctv\ten two rugs, and licked it quietly. 

“Mr .Auhru (Ircene, ma'am ! ” 

“ H’m ! " s ud Soamt . 

The painter t .tnic gliding and g!'*vMng in ; his bright hair 
slipping hack, his green e\es >lKling off 
“Ah!” he said, pointing to the fl<K)r “ That’i what 
Tvo come .ihoiit *’ 

Fleur f< 'flowed his finger in am i/cmcnt. 

“ Ting ' ” she said severelv, “ stop u ! FIc will lick the 
copper, Aiihre) ” 

“ But how perfectly Chinese ' They do everything we 
don’t.” 

“ Dad— Aubrey Greens My father's ju.st brought me 
this picture, Aubrey— isn't it a gem ? ” 

The painter stood quite still, Ids eyes ceased sliding off, 
his liair ceased slipping back, 

“ Phew ! ” he said 

Soames rose. He had waited for the flippant ; but he 
recognised in the lone something reverential, if not 
aghast. 

“ By George,” said Aubrey Greene, “ those eyes ! 
Where did you pick it up, sir ? ” 

“ It belonged to a cousin of mine— a racing man. U was 
his only picture.” 

“ Good for him ! He must have had ustc.'^ 

Soames stared. The idea that George should hive hid 
taste almost appalled him. 
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“ No,’* he said, with a flash of inspiration : ** What he 
liked about it was that it makes you feel uncomfortable.” 

“ Same tiling I I don’t know where I’ve seen a more 
pungent satire on human life.” 

** I don’t follow,” said Soames dryly. 

** Why, it’s a perfect allegory, sir ! Eat the fruits of life, 
icnttcr the rinds, and get copped doing it. When tliey’re 
still, a monkey’s eyes arc the human tragedy incarnate. 
Look at them ! He thinks thtre’s something bc)ond, and 
he’s sad or angry because he c.in't get at it. That picture 
ought to be in the British Museum, sir, with the label : 
‘Civilisation, caught out.’ ” 

‘‘ Wdl, it won’t be,” said Fleur. ” It’ll be here, labelled 
‘The White Monkey.’ ” 

“ Same thing,” 

“Cynicism,” said Soames abruptly, ” gets you nowhere. 

If you’d said ‘ Modnmiy caught out ’ ” 

“ I do, sir ; but why be narrow } You don’t seriously 
suppose this age is worse than any other ? ” 

“ Don’t I ? ” said Soames. “ In my belief the world 
reached its highest point in the ’eighties, and w'ill never 
Itich it again,” 

Ilie painter stared. 

' “That’s frightfully interesting. I wasn’t bom, and I 
iSppose you were about ray age then, sir. Y'ou bclicrved in 
God and drove in dUigencts” 

/ The word awakened in Soames a mesDory 
idUchfOl&ehow seemed appropriate. 

and I can tell you a story of those days 
you casi*t omteh in these. When 1 was a youngster in 
with my people, two of my sbters had some 
thtocities% When thc/d eaten about half a dozen they 
<ft i e Kl VH» s 4 ^ ^ maggots in them. An 

there saw how upset 
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whole of the rest of the cherries — about two pounds^ 
maggots, stones and all, just to show them. Thai was the 
sort of men they were then.” 

“Oh! Father!” 

“ Gee I He must h.nve hten gt»nc on them.’* 

“ No,” said So.imcs, “ not particularly. His name was 
Poulev ; he wore side whiskers ” 

“Talking oi (Jod and dilii:t ntes ; I s.aw a hansom 
yesterd ly.” 

‘ More to the point if you’d seen (iod,’ thought SoanlO^ 
but he did not s.iv so . indeed, the thought surprised him, 
it was not tlie sort of thing he had ever seen himself. 

“ You mayn't know it, sir, but there’s more belief now 
than there was before the war — ihc\’\c discovered, that 
we’re not all bod\ ” 

“ Oh ! ” said I'leur. “That reminds me, Aubrey. Do 
you know any mediums Could I get one to come here I 
On our floor, with Michael outside the door, one would know 
there couldn’t he any hanky. Do the dark seana people 
ever gfj out ’-—they’re muih more thrilling they say,” 

“ Spiritualism ! ” said Soamet. “ H’mph ! ” He COvld 
not in half an hour have expressed himself more clearly. 

Aubrey Greene’s eyes slid off to Ting-a-ling. ** 1*11 IM 
what I can do, if you’ll lend me your Peke for an hour O|f0' 
to-morrow aftcmcKjn. I’d bring him back on a lead, and 
give him every luxury'.” 

“ What do you want him for ? ” 

“ Michael sent me a most topping little model lo^ay. 
But, you sec, she can’t smile,” 

“ Michael ? ” 

“ Yea. Something quite new ; and I've got A idhem 
Her smile’s like sunlight going off an Italutt veBeyi Wi 
when you tell hex to, she can’t. 1 thooghtyottlPetaeiCi^^ 

make her, perhaps.” 
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“ May I come and see ? ” said Fleur. 

“ Yes, bring him to-morrow ; but, if 1 can persuade her, 
it’ll be in the ‘ altogether.’ ” 

“ Oh ! Will you get me a if I lend you Ting ? ” 

“ I will.” 

“H’mph!” said Soames again Italian sun- 

light, the ‘altogether!’ It was time he got hack to 
Eldcrson, and what was tfi be done now, and left this 
fiddling while Rome burned 
“ Good-bye, Mr. Greene,” he said ; “ I've got no time.” 

“ Quite, sir,” said Aubrc\ (ireenc 
“ Quite ! ” mimicked So.imes to lumself, going out. 
Aubrey (irccnc took his departure a few minutes later, 
crossing a lady in the hall w'ho was delivering her name to 
the manservant. 

Alone with her bod\, Fleur again passed her hands all 
over it. Tlie ‘ altogether ’ — was a reminder of tiie dangers 
of dramatic conduct. 



CHAPTER V 


Fl.i I r’s soul 

“ Mrs Val Dartje, ma'um.” 

A name which could not be dMorted even by Coaker 
affected licr like a tin^'cr applied sudJcnly to the head of the 
sciatic ncr\c, Holl\ ! Nh-t m on cmct the da\ when she did 
not marry Jon. fiolK ! A flood of remembrance — 
Wansdon, the Downs, the t^Tavtl pit, the apple orchard, the 
ri\ er, the copse at Robin Hill ! No' It \\ .is not a pleasant 
sensation— to see Hollv, .iiid she said " How awfully nice 
of you to come ! ’’ 

“ I met vour husband this aiicrn'?on at Green Street ; he 
asked me. What a hueh room ' ” 

“ Ting ! Come and be introdiitcd ! This is Ting-a-ling ; 
isn’t he perfect r He's a little upset because of the new 
monkev. How’s \‘ai, and dear Wansdon ? It was too 
wonderfully peaceful ” 

“ It's a nice backwater. I don't get tired of it.** 

“ ” said Fleur, with a little laugh, Jon f ” 

“He’s growing peaches m North Carolina. BrilUh 
Columbia didn't do.” 

“ Oh ! Is he married ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ I suppose he’ll marry an American.” 

“ He isn’t twenty-two, you know.” 

“ Good Lord ! ” said Fleur : “ Am I only twenty-one f 

I feel forty-eight.” 

“ That’s living in the middle of things and seeing so ffiany 
people 
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** And getting to know none.” 

** But don’t you ? ” 

** NO| it isn’t done. I mean we all call each other by our 
Christian names ; but aprh ” 

“ I like your husband very much.” 

** Oh ! yes, Michnel’s a dear How’s June ? ” 

** I saw her yesterday — ^she’s got a new painter, of course 
— Claud Brains. I believe he’s what they call a Vertiginist.” 

Fleur bit her lip. 

“ Yes, they’re quite common. I suppose June thinks 
he’s the only one.” 

“ Well, she think’s he’s a genius.” 

** She‘6 wonderful.” 

Yes,” said Holly, “ the mc^si loyal creature in the 
world while it lasts. It’s like poultry farming — once 
they’re hatched. You never saw Boris Strumolowski ? ” 
‘*No.” 

« Well, don’t.” 

“I know his bust of Michael’s uncle. It’s rather sane.” 

** Yes. June thought it a pot-boiler, and he never for- 
give her. Of course it was. As soon as her swan makes 
money, she looks round for another. She’s a darling.” 

Yes,” murmured Fleur ; ‘‘I liked June,” 

Ajmjfher fiocfd of remembrance — from a tea-shop, from 
the from June's little dining-room, from where in 
Gteexi Swttt she had changed her wedding dress under the 
ti^wftrd gWK of June’s blue eyes. She seized the monkey 
W Md k up. 

•♦Isn’t it i picture of * life ’ ? ” Would she have said 
AvJbtty Greene hadn’t ? Still it seemed very true at 

**Bodr tft<Mikey 1 ” said Holly, ** I’m always frightfully 
iOtt^ to monkeys. But it’s marvellous, 1 think.” 

••Yei*; I’m going to hang it here. If I can get one more. 
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I Rhall have done in this room ; only people have to got 
on to Chinese things. This was luck—sotnebody died— 
George Forsyte, you know, the racing one.” 

” Oh ! ” said Holly softly She saw again her dd 
kinsman’s japing eyes in the church when Fleur wai beiog 
married, heard lus iliroaty whl-ipcr, “Will she Stay the 
course?” And was she staving it, this pretty filly? 

“ Wish she could get a rcj>t If onl) there were a desert 
handy ! ” Well, one couldn’t ask a question so pcrsOAAl^ 
and Holly took refuge in a general remark. 

“What do all you smart \oung people feel about Ufc, 
nowadavs, 1 lour ! when one’s not of it and has lived 
twenty years in South Afrna, one still fctls out of it.” 

“ Life ! Oh .' well, vve know it’s >upp<jiied to be a riddk» 
but we’ve given it up. We just want to have a good time 
because we don’t believe anv thing c.in last. But I don't 
think we know how to have it. We just fly on, and hope for 
it. Of course, rhert’s art, but most of us aren’t ardtU ; be- 
sides, expressionism— Michael s.ays it’s got no inside. We 
g.'ts about it, but I suppose it hasn’t. I sec a frightful lot of 
writers and painters, )ou know; they’re supposed tO be 
amusing.” 

Holly listened, amazed. Who would have thought that 
this girl saw ? hhc might be seeing wrong, but miywey the 
law ! 

“ Surely,” she said, “ you enjoy yourselves ? ” 

“ Well, I like getting hold of nice things, and iit(ei»ltbl| 
people; I like seeing everything that’s new end 
while, or seems so at the moment. But that's jutl hour kit ^ 
—nothing lasts. You sec, I’m not of the ‘ Fnil-foye.* kOf , 
of the ’ ncw-faithfuls.’ ” 

“ The new-faithfuls ? ” , 

" Oh ! don’t you know-~it’i a sort of futSMBfaib 
on oneself, not exactly the <M *God‘^oO(K 
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iort j but n kind of mixture of wjll-powcr, p‘;vcho-.inn]\si‘?, 
and belief tb.a evcr\thin^» ujII he all right on the nii^lit if 
you sa) it will You must have tome across them Tlicv 're 
frightfully in earnest." 

“ I know,” said ilolK ; ” their e\es shine ” 

1 daresa) I d(»n't belic\c m them-- I don’t belie \c in 
anyone ; or anything - much How tan one ? ” 

“ How about simple people, and hard work ? ” 

Elcur sighed “ I d.ire^.i\ I will s.i\ forMiciiul ~/^/s 
not spoiled Let's iii\e tea ' Tea, ling ^ ” and, turning 
up the lights, she rang the bell 

When her unexpected \isitor had gone, she sat \er\ still 
before the fire 'I'o-d.a, when she h.id been so verv m irU 
W'ilfrid’s ! So ]<in w.is not married ’ Not that it m ui( .oiv 
odds ! Things did not come round as they were expcc i< d to 
in books. And an\wa\ sentiment w.issw'osli ! Cut ii our ' 
She tossed back lur h.ur , and. getting hammer and nail, 
proceeded to hang the white monkev Hetween the tven 
tca-chcsts with tiieir coloured pearl-sliell figurc.^i, he would 
l(K)k his best, bincc she couldn't have Jon, what did it 
matter — Wilfrid or Michael, or both, or neither ? Eat the 
orange in her h.md, and throw awa\ the rind i .'\nd 
•uddcniy she became aware that Mich.id was in the room. 
He had come in ver\ quiciK and was standing before the 
fire behind her. She gave him a quick look and said : 

IVc had Aubrc}- Greene here about a model \ou sent 
him, and Holly— Mrs. \ al Dartic — she said she’d seen )'ou 
Oh ! and father’s brought us this. Isn’t it perfect i ” 
Michael did not speak. 

** Anything the matter, Michael ? ” 

**No, nothing.” He went up to the monkey. From 
behind him now Fleur searched his profile. Instinct told 
her of a change. Had he, after all, seen her going to 
Wilfrid’®— coming away f 
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“ Some monkey ! ” he said. “ By the way, have vou 
any spare clothes you could give the wife of a poor snipe — 
nothing too swell ? ” 

She answered methanically : “ Ves, of course!" while 
her brain worked funouvK 

“ Would \ou put them out, then ? I’m going to make up 
a bunch for him muself— i}u\ eould g<» togetlier " 

Yes! He was quite unlike himself, as if the ‘'pring in 
him had run d<iv\n A sort oi miiLn^e overcame her. 
Michael not cliurtul ' It w is like the lire going out on a 
Cold day And, perh.ips fur the Hrsl time, she was conscious 
that his checrtulncss was <»! real importance to her. She 
watched him pii k up Ting .i-Iing and sn dov\n And going 
up behind him, she bent over till iicr hair vsas against his 
check Instead of rubbmi: his cheek on hers, he sat quite 
still, and her lieart inisLM\( her 
“ What IS It ? ” she s iid, coaxing, 

“ Nothing ' ’’ 

She took fluid of his ears 

“ But there is I suppose you know somehow that I 
went to see Wilfrid " 

He said stonily ; Wh\ not ” 

She let go, and st(M>d up straight 
“ It was only to tell him th.it I louldn't see him again." 
That half-truth seemed t(; her tlie whole 
He suddenly hKikcd up, .i quiver went over his face ; he 
took her hand. 

“ It's all right, Fleur. You must do what you like, you 
know. That’s only fair I had Unt much lunch,” 

Fleur w ithdrew to the middle o! the room. 

“ YouTc rather an angel," she said slowly, and went out 
Upstairs she looked out garments, confused in her soul 



CHAPTER VI 


WlCHAEl CLT8 ‘ WHAT-FOR * 

After hi* Grtcn Street quest Michael had wavered back 
down Piccadilly, and, obcving one of those impulses which 
make p«»plc hang around the tentres of disturbance, on 
to Cork Street He stood for a minute at the mouth of 
Wilfrid’* backwater. 

* No/ he thought, at last, ‘ ten to one he isn’t in ; and if he 
i*^ twenty to one that I get any change except bad change ! ’ 

He wa* moving slowly on to Bond Street, when a little 
light lady, coming from the backwater, and reading as she 
went, ran into him from behind 

“ Why don't you look vs here you’re going ! Oh ! You ? 
Aren’t you the young man who married Fleur Forsyte ? 
Pm her cousin, J une, I thought I saw her just now.” She 
waved a hand which held a catalogue with a gesture like 
the flirt of a bird’s wing. “Opposite my gallery. She 
we^into a house, or I should have spoken to hcr—I’d like 
tQ hgw aecn her again.” 

Into a house ! Michael dived for his cigarctte-caec. 

it, he looked up. The little lady's blue eyes 
were Iwe^ing from side to side of his face with a searching 
cimdocur; ' 

“ Are yon happy together f ” she said. 

A cold sweat broke out on his forehead, A sense of 
denmgement afflicted him — hers, and his own. 

I hi^ yoar pardon ? ” he gasped. 

** I you ate. She ought to have married my little 
brothcf^**hat I hope you ate. She’s a pretty c h il d .” 
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In the midst of a dull sense of stunning blows, it staggered 
him that she seemed quite unconscious of inflicting them. 
He heard his teeth gritting, and said dully : “ Your little 
brother, who was he ? ” 

“ What ! Jon — didn’t you know Jon ? He was too 
young, of course, and so was she. But they were head 
over — the family feud stopped that. Well ! it’s aH past. 

I was at your weddmg. I hope you’re happy. Have yon 
seen the Claud Brains show at my gallery ? He’s a gesitii. 

I was poing to ha\c n bun in here ; will you j<»in me 1 Yon 
ought to know his work.” 

She had pausul at the door of a confectioner's. Michael 
put his hand nn his chest 

Thank he said, ” I have just had a bun— two, in 
fact. Excuse me ! ” 

The little lady grasped his other hand. 

“ Well, pood-Inc, toung m.m ! (ilad to have met ydtt. 
You’re not a beauty, but I Itkc \our face. Remember 
me to that child. You should go and see Qaud Braim. 
He’s a real genius,” 

Stock-still before the door, he watched her turn and ttUfOtf 
with a scattered motion, as of flying, and a diitarbance 
among those seated in the pastiw -cook’s. Then he moved 
on, the cigarette unlighted in his mouth, dazed, as a boW 
from a blow which knocks him sideways, and another wiUctt 
knocks him straight again. ^ ' 

Fleur visiting Wilfrid—at this moment in hit 
there — in his arms, perhaps ! He groaned. A "" 

young man in a new hat skipped at the sound. Nevet 1 flb 
could never stick that ! He would have to clear Ottt I 
believed Fleur honest ! A double life I The 
last the had smiled on him. Oh ! God I He daihied aecMl;; 
into Green Park. Why hadn’t he stood adSwttfA lit. 
aomething fo over him f And chat hmatlc^s 
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— John— family feud ? Himicif— a fis albr, then — taken 
without love at all~a makeshift ! He remembered now 
her baying' one ni),'ht at Mapicdurham : “ Come again when 
I know I can’t get my wish.’’ So that was the wish she 
couldn’t get ! A makeshift ! ‘ Jolly,’ he thought : ‘ Oh ! 
jolly 1 ’ No wonder, then ! What could she care ? One 
man or another ! P<»or little devil ! She had never let 
him know— never breathed a word ! Was that decent of 
lier — or was it treachery ? ‘ No,’ he thought, ‘ if she had 

told roc, it wouldn’t have made any difference — I’d have 
taken her at any price. It was decent of her not to tell me.’ 
But how was it he hadn’t heard from some one ? Family 
feud f The Forsytes ! Except ‘ Old Forsyte,’ he never 
saw them; and ‘Old Fors>tc’ was chaser than a fish 
Well ! he had got what-for ! And again he groaned, in the 
twilight spaces of the Park. Buckingham Palace loomed up 
unlightcd, huge and dreary. Conscious of his cigarette at 
last, he stopped to strike a match, and drew the smoke deep 
into his lungs wiili the first faint sense of comfort 
“ You couldn't spare us a cigarette. Mister ? ” 

A shadowy figure with a decent sad face stood beside the 
statue of Australia, so depressinglv abundant ! 

“Of course!” said Michael, “take the lot.” He 
emptied the case into the man’s hand “ Take the case too 
— ‘present from VN’esiminster ’ — \ou’!l get thirty bob for 
it. Good luck ! ” He hurried on. A faint : “ Hi, 
Mister ! ” pursued him unavaihngly. Pity was pulp | 
Sentiment was bilge ! Was he going home to wait till 
Fleur had — finished and come back ? Not he ! He turned 
towards Chelsea, batting along as hard as he could stride. 
Lighted shops, gloomy great Eaton Square, Chester Square, 
Sloanc Square, the King’s Road— along, along! Worse 
than the ircnchca— *far worse — this whipped and scorpioned 
•exual jealousy I Yes, and he would have felt even worse, 
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but for thnt second blow. It m;idc it less painful to 
know that Fleur had been in love with that cousin, and 
Wilfrid, too, perhaps, nothini^ to her. Poor little wretch ! 

‘ Well, what’s the ^Mme now ? ' he thought. The game of 
life— in bad weather, in stress ^ W hat was If? In the war 
— what had a felhnv done ? v^omchuw managed to feel 
himself not so dashed important , reached a condition of. 
acquiescence, fatalism, “ Wlm du■^ if Fngland live ” sort of; 
sob-stuff state I’hc i:amc of life ^ Was it different 
“ Illoody but unbovsed ” inic'ht be tripe; still —get Op 
W’hen you were knocki d dou n ' d’he whole was big, oncscll 
w-as little! Passion, je.ilousy, (»ught they properly to 
dcstrov one's sportsmaruhip, .is Na/ing and Sibley and 
Linda Frow'c would have it ^ W.is the word ' gentleman ’ 
a dud ? Was it ? Did one keep one’s form, or get down 
to squealing and kicking in the stomach ? 

‘ I don’t know,' he thought, ‘ I don’t know what I shall 
do when I see her — I simply don’t know ’ hteel-blue of the 
fallen evening, bare plane-trees, wide river, frosty air ! He 
turned towards home, fie opened his front door, trembling, 
and trembling, went into tlic drawing-room. . . . 

When Fleur had gone upstairs and left him withTing-a- 
ling he didn’t know whether he believed her or not. If she 
had kept that other thing from him all this time, she could 
keep anything I Had she understood his words r “ Vou 
must do as you like, that’s only fair ? ” He had said them 
almost mechanically, but they were reasonable. If she had 
never loved him, even a little, he had never had any right 
to expect anything ; he had been all the time in the position 
of one to whom she was giving alms. Nothing compelled a 
person to go on giving alms. And nothing compdled one to 
go on taking them — except— the ache of want, the ache» the 
ache ! 

** You little Djimi ! You lucky little toad I (kve me 
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tome of your complacency — you Chinese atom ! ” Ting-a- 
ling turned up his boot-buttons. “ When you have been 
civilited as long as I/’ they seemed to say : “ In the 
meantime, scratch my chest.” 

And Bcrattling in that yellow fur Michael thought : ‘ Pull 
yourself togctiicr ! Man at the South Pole with the first 
blizzard doesn’t sing : “ Want to gn liome ! Want to go 
home!” — he sticks it. Come, get going!’ Hr placed 
Ting-a-ling on tlie floor, and made for his study. Here 
wetc manuscripivS, of which the reader^ to Danby and Winter 
had already said : “ No money in this, but a genuine piece 
of work meriting consideration.” It was Michael’s business 
to give the consideration ; l).inl>\’s to turn the affair down 
with the words : “ Write him (or her) a civil letter, sa\ we 
were greatly interested, regret we do not see our way- 
hope to have the privilege of considering next effort, and so 
fonh. What ! ” 

He turned up hn reading-lamp .md pulled out a manu- 
acH|ft he had already begun. 

'*‘No retreat, no retreat; they must conquer or die who 
have no retreat ; 

. No retreat, no retreat ; they must conquer or die who 
have no retreat I ” 

The black footmen's refrain from ‘ Polly ’ was idl that 
happCHkadin his mind. Dash it ! He must read the thing ! 
BcrnkshciW he finished the chapter. He remembered now. 
The Q Wm f ^ cript was all about a man who, when he was a 
been so greatly impressed by the sight of a maid- 
JiVVVlit chsfftguig her clothes in a room over the way, that 
hiillftbRriedl^ a continual struggle not to be unfaithfol 
maids. Xhey had just discovered his com- 
pl^'lM henEatgoingtohaveiiout. The rest of the manu- 
^,<icript ^vht would show how that was done. It went 
into ah those preciie bodily details 
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which it was now so timorous and Victorian to leave out 
Genuine piece of work, and waste of time to go on with it I 
Old Dnnby — Freud bored him stiff ; and for once Michael 
did not mind old Danhy being in the right. He put th( 
thing back into the drawer. Seven o'clock ! Tell Fleur 
what he had been told about that cousin ? Why ? Noth- 
ing could mend th.it ! If onlv she were speaking the truth 
about Wblfnd ! He went to the window — stars above, and 
stripes below, stripes of courtyard and back garden. No 
retreat, no retreat ; they must conquer or die who have no 
retreat ! ” 

A voice said : 

“ When will \our father be up ? ** 

Old Forsyte ' Lord ! Lord ! 

“To-morrow, I believe, sir. Come in I You don’ 
know my den, I think,” 

“ No,” said Soaines. “Snug! Caricatures. Yongoii 
for them—poor stuff ! ” 

“ But not modern, sir— a revived art.” 

“ Queering your nctghbours—I never cared for theta 
Tlicy only flourish when the world’s m a mess mu! pcopU 
have given up looking straight before them.” 

“ By Jove I ” said Michael ; “ that’s gcx)d. Won't you 
sit down, sir ? ” 

Soaracs sat down, crossing his knees ia his accustomed 
manner. Slim, grey, close — a sealed book, neatly bound I 
What was bis complex ? Whatever it was, he had never 
had it out . One could not even imagine the operttion. 

“ I shan’t take away my Goya,” he said very une*- 
pcctcdly ; consider it Fleur’s. In fact, if I only Imew you 
were interested in the future, I should make mm pttMofL 
In my opinion death duties will be pfc^lnttve in « £sir 
years’ time.” 

Michael frowned ^lMUkeytmtolmo#lir,<miorii^ 
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that what you do for Fleur, \nu do for Fleur. I can be 
Epicurus whenever I like — bread, and on feast days a little 
bit of checHc.” 

Soames looked up with shrewdness m his glance. “ I 
kftow that,” he s.ud, “ I always knew it.” 

Michael bowed. 

“ With this land depression your f.ithcr’s hard hit, I 
should think ” 

“ Well, he talks of bcmij on the lv)()k out for so.ip or cars ; 
but I shouldn’t be surprised if lie inorlgai^cs ai^Min and 
lingers on.” 

“ A title without a pl.ico,” said Soame-., " is n<^t natural 
He’d better wait f<>r me to go, if I le.uc anythim;, that is. 
But listen to me : I’ve been thinking Aren’t you h.ippy 
together, you two, that mju don't have children ’ ” 

Michael hesitated 

“ I don’t think,” he said slowly, “ th.it we h.nc c\cr had 
scrap, or anything like it. I have been— I am— terribly 
fond of her, but you have known better than I that I only 
picked up the pieces ” 

“ Who told you that ? ” 

“ Today — Miss June Forsyte.** 

“ That woman ! ” said Soames. “ She can’t keep her foot 
out of anything. A boy and girl affair^ — over months before 
you married,” 

” But deep, sir,” said Michael gently. 

“ Deep— who knows at that age f Deep ? ” Soames 
paused You’re a good fellow— I always knew. Be 
pntientHnake a long view.” 

« Yes, Sr, ” said Michael, very still in his chair, “ If I can.” 

** She’s everything to me,” muttered Soames abruptly. 

** And to me — which doesn’t make it easier.” 

The line between Soames’ brows deepened. 

** Perhaps not* But hold on I As gently as you like, but 
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hold on! She’s >oung. She'll flutter about; there’s 
nothing in it.” 

‘ Does he know about the other thing ? ’ thought Michael. 

“ I have my own worries,” went on Soames, “ but they’re 
nothing to what I should feel if anything went wrong with 
her.” 

Michael felt a twinge of sympathy, unusual towards that 
self-contained gre) figure 

“ I sliall try my best,” he said quietly ; but I’m not 
natur.dh li^olwmon at six stone stcen.” 

“ I’m not so sure,” said Soames, ” I’m not so sure. 
Anyway, a cliild- well, a child would be— a— sort of 
jnsur ” He baulked, the word was not precisely 1 

MichaJ fro7C 

“ As to that, I can’t say anything.” 

Soam< s got up 

“ No,” he said wistfully, “ I suppose not. It*s lime to 
dress 

To dress— to dine, and if to dine, to sleep — to sleep, to 
dream ! And then what dreams miglit come ! 

On the way to his dressing-room Michael encountered 
Coaker ; the man’s face was long. 

“ What's up, Coaker ? ” 

“ The little dog, sir, has been sick in the drawing-room.” 

” The deuce he h.as I ” 

“ Yes, sir ; it appears that some one left him there alone. 
He makes himself felt, sir. I always say : He’s an impor- 
tant little dog. . . 

During dinner, as if visited by remorse for having given 
them advice and two pictures worth some thousaniis of 
pounds, Soames pitched a talc like those of James in his 
palmy days. He spoke of the French — the fall of the mark 
—the rise in Consols—ihe obstinacy of Dametrius, the 
picture-dealer, over a Constable skj^scape whkh Soames 
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wanted and Dumctrius did not, but to which the fdlow held 
on just for the sake of a price which Soames did not mean 
to pay. He spoke of the trouble which he foresaw with the 
United States over their precious Prohibition. They were 
a headstrong lor. They took up a thing and ran their heads 
against a stone wall. He himsdf had never drunk anything 
to speak of, but he liked to feel that he could. The Ameri- 
cans liked to fee) that he couldn’t, that w.is tyranny. Thev 
‘were overbearing, lie shouldn’t be surprised if cvcrvbodv" 
took to drinking over there. As to lli' League of Nations, 
a man that morning had pal.ivcrfl u up. That cork 
wouldn’t fight- spend money, and arrange things which 
would have arranged thcmNelv.s, but as for an) thing 
important, such as abolishing liolslunism, or poison g.is, 
they never would, and to p-ctmd it ua^ all-mc-cve-and- 
Betty-Martin. It was almost a record for one habitually 
tadtum, and deeply v .eful to two young people only 
anxious that he should continue to talk, so that they might 
think of other things.. The conduct ui Ting-a-ling was the 
tok other subject of consideration. Fleur thought it due 
to the copper floor. Soames that he must have picked up 
something in the Square — dogs were always picking things 
up* Michael suggested that it was just Chinese— a protest 
against there being nobody to watch his self-sufficiency. In 
China thwe were four hundred million people to watch each 
hdng self-sufficient. What would one expect of a 
<3«aaiaan suddenly placed i the Gobi Desert i He would 
os^nly be sick. 

: retreat, no retreat ; they must conquer or die whe 

havnno^mp^t I ” 

tir left them, both that they could not so 
soon agm bear each other’s company, ind Soames said : 
^ I*ve got lomO figures to attend to— I’ll go to my room.” 
MiohuS stood up, “Wouldn’t you like my cU^c I* 
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“ No,” said Soamcs, “ I must concentrate. Say good- 
night to Fleur for me ” 

Michael remained smoking above the porcelain effigies of 
Spanisli fruits That white monkey couldn^t cat those and 
throw away the rinds ! Would the fruits of his life be 
porcelain in future ? Live in the same house with Fleur, 
estranged ? Live with Fleur as now, feeling a stranger, 
even an unwcknmc stranji^er ? Clear out, and join the Air 
Force, or the ‘ Save the Children ' corps ? Which of the 
three courses was least to he deplored ? The ash of hit 
cigar grew long, dropped jnconiinent, and grew again ; the 
porcelain fruits mocked him with tlicir sheen and glow; 
Coaker pur his head in and took it aw.iy again, (tkt 
Governor had got the hump — gut)d sort, the Governor I) 
Decision waited for him, somewhere, somewhen— Fleur**, 
not his own. Hb mind was too miserable and disconcerted 
to be known ; but she would know hers. She had the 
information which alone made decision possible about 
Wilfrid, that cousin, her own actions and feelings. Ye*, 
decision would come, and would it matter in a world where 
pity was punk and only a Chinese philosophy of any me f 

But not be sick in the drawing room, try and keep one** 
end up, even if tiiere were no one to see one being im- 
portant ! 

He had been asleep and was dark, or all but, m hi* bed* 
dressing-room Something white by his bed. A frdigrai£( 
faint warmth close to him ; a voice saying low : ** Xt**onlf 
me. Let me come in your bed, Michael.” like * ch3d— 
like a child ! Michael reached out his arms. The whiteneit 
and the warmth came into them. Curl* smothered 
mouth, the voice said in his ear : I wonldn’t have 
would I, if there’d— if thereM been anything f ** IfidM** ' 
hean, wild, confused, beat against hcfi. 
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THI ALl()i,KTHER 

Tony Bicki t, replete, was in vein that fine afternoon ; his 
balloons Icll lum ficcly, and iic .started tor home in the mood 
of .» conqueror. 

\'jc tonne, loo, had colour in lier cheeks. She requited the 
story of his afternoon with the story of hers. A false talc 
for a true — no word of Danhy and Winter, the gentleman 
with the sliding smile, of the (ir.ind Marnier, or ‘ the alto- 
gether.* She had no compunction It was her secret, her 
surprise ; if, by sitting in or out of ‘ the altogether,’ not yet 
decided, she could make their pass.igc money — well, she 
should tell lum .she had wt.n u un a Imrse. That night she 
asked : 

“ Am I so very thin, Tony ? ” more than once. “ I do so 
want to gel f.it.” 

Bicket, still troubled that she liad not shared that lunch, 
patted her tenderly, and said he would soon have her as fat 
as butter- -he did not c.xplain Ikav. 

They dreamed together of blue butterflies, and awoke to 
chilly gaslight and a breakfast of cocoa and bread-and- 
but^r. Fog ! Bickct was swallowed up before the eyes of 
VictoHne ten yards from the door. She returned to the 
b^roam with anger in her heart. W' ho would buy balloons 
fog ? She would do anything rather than let Tony go 
oh fttan|iing out there all the choking days ! Undressing 

again, she washed herself intensively, in ease ! She had 

not kmg finished when her landlady announced the presence 
of a messenger boy. He bore an enormous parcel enutied 
Mr. Bkkcu** 
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There was a note inside, ^he read : 

“ Di.ar Bickit, — H ire ire the togs. Hope they’ll be 
useful —Yours, Mkhali. M^m " 

In a voice that tremhkvl she ^ ud to the boy : 

“ Thank \ou, it’s () K Hire'.'* luopctue.” 

W’hen 111-, IK li whistle u i> Ik . ird writhini: into the fog, she 
flung herseh down heton the ' t<'c‘-' ’ in ei 'Die sexes 

WlTc diMdcd hv tissue paper \ blue sun, a velour hat, 
Some hr iwn shines, thrie p iir> of soiks with two holes in 
them, four shiri-^ on]\ .i loti- ir t\< d at the euffs, two black- 
and-white lies, si\ udlar>, not too new, some liandkcrchicfs, 
two \esi> h<' iUtitulK thn k. two p.nrs ol p.mts, and a brown 
overcoat w.ih a belt and just two or tliree nice little stains. 
Siie held the blue suit up against her arms and legs, the 
trousers and .sleeves wouKl onlv need laking-in about two 
inches bhc piled them in a pyramid, and turned with awe 
to the spoil beneath the tissue paper. .‘\ brown knitted 
frock with little ch-ar \cllow buttons— unsoih-d, uncreated. 
How could anylxidy spare a thing like that ! A brown 
velvet toque with a little tuft of goldcny-brown feathew. 
She put It on .‘\ pair of pink st.ivs ever so little faded, with 
only three inches of bone .ibovc the waist, and five inches 
of bone below, pink silk nbbon.s, and suspenders — a perfect 
dream. She could not ie>isi putting them on also. Two 
pairs of browm stockings ; brown duxTs ; two combinations, 
a knitted camisole. A white silk jumper with a hole in one 
sleeve, a skirt of lilac linen that had gone a little in the 
wash ; a pair of pallid pink silk pants ; and undcmcath 
them all an almost black-bn'wn coat, long and warm and 
cosy, with great jet buttons, and in the pocket six small 
handkerchiefs. She took a deep breath of sweetness- 
geranium ! 

Her mind leaped forward. Qothed, troasseaiid, fittsd 
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out — blue butterflies — the sun ! Only the money for the 
tkkcts wanting. And suddenly she saw herself with noth- 
ing on standing before the gcniicman with sliding eyes. 
Who cared ! The money ! 

For the rest of the morning slie worked feverishly, short- 
ening Tony, mending the holes in his socks, turning the fray 
of his cuffs. She ate a biscuit, drank another cup of cocoa 
—“it was fattening, and went for ilic hole in the white silk 
jumper. One o’clock. In panic she stripped once more, 
put on a new combination, p.iir of stockings, and tlic sta)'s, 
then paused in superstition \o ! Her own and hat 
— ^likc yesterday ! Keep the rest until — ! She hastened 
to her *bu8, overcome alternately by heat and cold Per- 
haps he would give her another of that lo\ ely stuff. If 
only she could go swimmy and not care for anything ! 

She reached tlic studio as two o’clo* k was strikint,% and 
knocked. It was lovcK and warm in there, much warmer 
tjuui yesterday, and the signific.ance of this struck her 
fttddenly. In front of the fire was a lady with a little dog. 

Miss Collins— Mrs. Michael Mont ; she’s lending us her 
Peke, Miss Collins.'* 

The lady — only her own age, and ever so pretty — held 
out her hand. Geranium ! This, then, was she whose 
clothes 1 

She took the hand, but could not speak. If this lady 
were going to stay, it would be utterly impossible. Before 
‘ hei^— so pretty, so beautifully covered — oh ! no ) 

** Now, Ting, be good, and as amusing as you can. Good- 
Aubrey I Good luck to the picture ! Good-bye, Miss 
ColUn# uit ought to be wonderful.” 

^ Gone? The scent of geranium fading; the little dog 
iUUlBing ut the door. The sliding gentleman had two 
V iJntsee in ids hands. 

* Ah t * Vktortne, and drank hen at a gulp* 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


i8i 

** Now, Miss Collins, you don’t mind, do you ! YouTl 
find everything in there. It’s really nothing. I shall want 
you lying on your face just here with your elbows on the 
{ground and your head up and a little turned tiiis way; 
yciur hair as loose as ir can be, and your eyes looking at this 
hone. You must tiiat it’s a faun or some other bit 

of all right. The dog'll help you when he settles down to it* 
T-a-u-n, you nut f-.a-u -n.” 

“ Yes,” said \ ictormc faintly. 

“ Have another hiilc tot ? ” 

“ Oh ! please ” 

He brought it. 

“ I quite understand ; hut you know, really, it’salwurd. 
You wouldn’t mind with a doctor. That’s right. Look 
liere, Til put thi.s little cow-hell on the ground. When 
vou’re in position, give it a tinkle, and I'll come out, ThatH 
lielp you." 

Victorine murmured : 

“ You kind.” 

“ Not at all--n’s natural. Now will you start in ? The 
light won’t last for ever. Fifteen bob a day, we said.*^ 

Victorine saw him slide away behind a screen, and looked 
at the little cow-bcll. Fifteen hob ! And fifteen bob 1 
And fifteen bob ! Many, many fifteen bobs before— —I B&l 
not more times of sitting than of Tony’s standing from foot 
to foot, offering balloons. And as if wound up by that 
thought, she moved like clockwork off the dalif into the 
model’s room. Cosy in there, too ; warm, a green silkgmv 
ment thrown on a chair. She took off her diVM. The, 
beauty of the pink stays struck her afreth. the/^ 

gentleman would like — no, that would be even 
A noise reached hex— from * Ting-ading co»ipiaill^| ot ,'? 
solitude, if she delayed, she never wooki-*^ ' 1 

hastfly, she stood looking at herself in a riiatL ' 
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slim, ivory-white imape could move out on to the dais and 
she could stay here ! Oh I It vv.is aw'ful — awful ! She 
couldn’t — no ! she couldn’t, Sfic caught up her fin.il gar- 
ment again. 1 ifteen boh ! Hut Hflccn bob ! Before her eve-, 
wild and mournful, came a vi-ioii * Of a huge dome, and a 
tiny Tony, with little, little balloons in a h..nd held out ! 
Something mid and steely formed o\tr lu r hc.irt as icicle- 
form on a window If th.it was all tin \ would do tor him, she 
would do better ! She dropped the g.irment , and, ' ontused, 
numb, stepped forth in the ‘ altogether ' I ing-a-hng growled 
at her above his bone. She icaehed the cow-hell and lav- 
down on her faie as she liad been told, with feet in the air, 
crossed. Resting her ehin on one li.ind,.she wagind the bell 
It made a sound like no bell she had ever licard , and the 
little dog barked— he did look funnv ! 

“ Perfect, Miss Collins ! Hold th.ii ! ” 

Fifteen boh ! and tit teen bob ! 

“ Just point those lett toes a bit more, That^ right ! 
The flesh tone’s perfect ! My (Jod, whv must one walk 
before one runs! Drawing’s a bore. Miss Collin^ , one 
ought to draw with a brush onlv ; a sculptor draws with a 
chisel, at least when he’s a Michelangelo. How old arc 
you f 

** Twenty-one,” came from lips that seemed to Victorme 
quite far away. 

** Dm thirty-two. They say our generation was born so 
old that it can never get any older. Without illusions. Well I 
I never had any beliefs that I can remember. Had you ? ” 

Victorinc’s wits and senses were astray, but it did not 
matter, for he was rattling on : 

” We don*t even believe in our ancestors. All the same, 
we’re beginning to copy them again. D’you know a book 
calkd ‘Tbc Sobbing Turtle * that’s made such a fuss ^ — 
sheer Sterne^ very well done ; but sheer Sterne, and the 
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author's tongue in his cheek. That's it in a nutshell, Mi.ss 
Collins— our tongues are in our cheek.s~ bad sign. Never 
mind; I'm going to out-PicroCosimo with this. Your head 
an inch higher, and that curl out of your c)c, please. 
Thanks! Hold that I B\ the way, ha\c you Italian 
blood ^ What was \ our mother's name, for instance ? ” 

“ Brown.” 

“ .‘\h ! You can never tell with Brownn It may have 
been Brune— or Bruno- but \erv likeK she was llKrian. 
Probably all the inh.ibitants of Britain left alive by the 
ba.xons w'trc called Brown .As a f.iet, that’s .all tosh, 
themgh (joinu b.ick to I'dw.ird tlu Confessor, Miss Collins 
— a mere thirt\ ltcik rations —wc each ot us have one thous- 
and and sevtnt\-tour million, fi\e hundred and seventy- 
three thousand, nine hundred .ind eight) -four ancestors, 
and the population of this island was llicn well under a 
million We’re as inbred as r.icchorscs, but not so nice to 
look at, are wc ^ I assure \ou, Miss Collins, youTe some- 
thing to be grate tul for So is Mrs. Mont, Isn’t she 
pretty ? Look at that d(tg ? ” 

Ting-a-ling, indeed, with fordees braced, and wrinkled 
nose, was glaring, as if under the impression that Victorinc 
was another bone. 

“ He’s funny,” .she said, and again her voice sounded far 
awa\. Would Mrs. Mont lie here if he’d asked her ? Shi 
would look pretty I But sb^ didn’t need the fifteen bob 1 
“ Comfortable in that position f ” 

In alarm, she murmured : 

** Oh ! yes, thank )ou ! 

Warm enough ? ” 

Oh ! yes, thank you ! ** 

** That’s good. Just a little higher with the head.’* 
Slowly in Victorine the sense of the dreadfully amuttal 
faded. Tony should never know. If he never knew, he 
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coolda’t care. She could lie like this all day — fifteen bob, 
and fifteen bob ! It was easy. She watched the quick, 
slim fingers moving, the blue smoke from the cigarette. 
She watched the little dog. 

** Like a rest ? You left your gown ; I’ll get it for you.” 

In that green silk gown, beautifully padded, she sat up, 
with her feet on the floor o\er the d.us edge 

“ Cigarette ? I’m going to make some Turkish coffee. 
You’d better walk about.” 

Victorinc ubc) cd 

“ You’re out of a dream, Mis-^ ('ollru I shall have to do 
a Mathew M.iris of vou in that g')un ” 

The coffee, like none ‘‘lie had ever tasted, gave her a sense 
of well-being. She said : 

“ It’a not like coffee ” 

Aobrey Greene threw up his hands. 

** You have said it. The Bntisli arc a great race — noth- 
ing will ever do them in If tlicy could be destroyed, they 
must long ago have pc-nshcd of their coffee. Have some 
mote ? ” 

** Please,” said Victorine. Tlicre was such a little in the 

cnp. 

** Ready, again ? ” 

.She lay down, and let the gown drop off. 

** Tint’s right ! Leave it there — you’re lying in long 
grtfti) and the green helps me. Pity it’s winter ; I’d have 

a 

long grass — flow’crs, too, perhaps. She did love 
■ Al n little girl she used to lie in the grass, and make 

in the field at the back of her grandmother's 
IliorbitoD. Her grandmother kept the lodge, 
year, for a fortnight ahe had gone down there — she 
' tih^ ooontiy ever so. Chily she had always had 

^ It' would be mcer with nothing. Were 
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there flowers in Central Australia ? Wth butterflies there 
must be ! In the sun— she and Tony— like the Garden of 
Eden i . . , 

“ Thank you, that’s all for to-day. Half a day— ten bob. 
To-morrow morning at eleven. VouTc a first-rate sitter, 
Miss Collins.” 

Putting on the pink .stays, Victorine liad a feeling of 
elation. She had done it J Tony should never know I 
The thought that ht m-ver would gave her pleasure. And 
once more divested of the ‘ altogether,’ she came forth, 

Aubrey Greene was standing before his handiwork. 

“ Not ) ct, Miss Ci'llins,” he said ; ” 1 don’t want to 
depress you. Th.ii hip-Kmc's too high. We’ll put it right 
to-morrow. Forgive my hand, it’s .ill chalk. Au rtvoiri 
Eleven o\K'ck. And wc shan’t need this chap. No, you 
don’t ! ” 

For Ting-a-ling was showing signs of accompanying the 
larger bone. V'lctorinc passed out Bmiling. 



CHAPTER \TU 

SOAMr-; lAKl ^ IHl M\rriR V? 

SoAMfS h.id ronccrur.iti'd, sit uni: Ivtorc the fire in hi^ 
bedroom till Ben striuk tv\cl\e llis refieciion-, ;,uin- 
tot.illcd in a dl^l^^'^n to talk U o\cr Aith ‘ old Mont ' after 
all. Though lii^iit-br.uned, ilie t< llovv u.k a i,'cntlcman, .md 
the matter delicate 11<- ^'ot int(> Ind and slept, hut av\oke 
at half-past two There it was ' * / won't think of it,’ lu 

thought ; and instanilv k-i^an to In i loni^ life of dealings 
with money, he h.ui ni‘\er had siu !i an experience Pii- 
fcctly straiglitforward conforniitv with the law -itself o> 
often far from perfectly straightforwarii — had been the 
itnt quii non of his career Honest v, they said, was the 
best policy. Hut w.»s it an\thinu else? A norm.ilK 
honest man couldn’t keep out of a perfea penitcntiar) for a 
week. But then a perfect penitentiarv had no relation to 
prison, or the Bankruptcy Court The business of working 
honesty was to keep out of those two institutions And so 
far he had never had anv difficult). What, besides the 
drawing of fees and the drinking of tea, were the duties of a 
director ? That was the point. And how far, if he failed 
in them, was he liable ? It was a director’s duty to be 
perfectly straightforward. But if a director were perfectly 
straightforward, he couldn’t be a director. That was clear. 
In the first place, he would have to tell his shareholders that 
he dUn^t anything like earn his fees. For what did he do on 
his Boards f Well, he sat and signed his name and talked 
a little, and paused that which the general trend of business 
decided must be passed. Did he initiate I Once in a blue 
i86 
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moon. Did he calculate ^ No, he read calculations. Did 
he check pa)mcntsuui and in ? No, the auditors did that. 
There \\ab p('hcy ! V comforting word, but — to be per- 
fectly strai):htforuard — a dircttor's chief busincs-; was to 
let the cxistim? policy alone. T.ikc his own case ! If he 
had done hi'^ dutv, he would have stopped this foreign 
insurance business which lu had iristinctuely distrusted the 
moment he heard ot ir — wnhin a month of sitting on the 
Board, or, h.i\ing failed in doini; so, rtsit»iud liis M-.jt Hut 
he had not 'I'hings had been l<>..kinit better ! It was not 
the moment, and so forth ' It he had done his duty as a 
perfecth straii^iittorw.ird director, indeed, he would never 
hn\e become .1 director ot the P P K ^ , beiause he would 
have looked into the p(»lit.y ot ilic bout t v miith more closely 
than he had before .lect ptintr a position on tiie Hoard. But 
wh.'it with the n imes, and the pnstige, .ind not looking a 
gift horse too ( lost ly in tiic mouth ■ there it had been ! To 
be perfecth straightforward, lie ought now to be circularising 
the shareholders, saying: “ M\ fee -/air/ has cost you 

two hundred odd thousand pounds I have lodged this 
amount m the hands of trustees for your benefit, and am 
suing the rest of the directors for their quotas of the 
amount.” But he was nf»t proposing to do .so, because — 
well- because it wasn’t done, and the other directors 
wouldn’t like it. In sum : ^'ou w'aiied till the shareholders 
found out the mc.ss, and you hoped they wouldn’t. In fact, 
just like a Government, you confused the issues, and made 
the best case you could for yourselves. With a sense of 
comfort Soames thought of Ireland : The late Government 
had let the country' in for all that mess in Ireland, and at 
the end taken credit for putting an end to what need never 
have been ! The Peace, too, and the Air Force, and 
Agriculture, and Egypt— the five most important istnes 
they’d had to deal with— they had put the chettnnts into 



m 


A MODERN COMEDY 


the fire in every ease I Bat had they confessed to it ? Not 
they. One didn’t confess. One said : ‘‘ The question of 
policy made it imperative at the time.” Or, better stili, one 
laid nothing ; and trusted to the British character. With 
his chin resting on the sheet, Soames felt a momentary 
relief. The late (lovcrnmcnt weren’t sweating into tk/^ir 
sheets — not they — he was convinced of it ! Fixing his eyes 
on the dying embers in the gr.itc, he reflected on the 
inequalities and injustices ol cMstence Look at the chaps 
in politics and business, whose whole lives were passed in 
•kating on thin ice, and getting knighted for it They never 
ttirncd a hnir. And look at himself, for the first time in 
forty years on thin ice, and suftenng confoundedly. There 
waft a perfect cult of hoodwinking the public, a perfect cult 
of avoiding the consequences of administrative acts ; and 
htfre waft he, a man of the world, a man of the law, ignor.ini 
of ^0$e cults, and— and glad of it From engrained caution 

and a certain pride, which had in it a touch of the fine, 
Soamca shrank from that coarse-grained standard of 
honesty which conducted the affairs of the British public. 
In anything that touched money he w'ns, he always had been, 
ftttff-nccked, stiff-kneed. Money was money, a pound a 
poond, and there was no way of pretending it wasnT and 
keeptag your self-respect. He got up, drank some watv, 
took* number of deep breaths, and .stamped his feet. Who 
WM it Wiid the other day that nothing had ever lost him five 
' xnnuttft* iJccp. The fellow must have the circulation of an 
the jift of Baron Munch.iusen. He took up a book, 
would only turn over and over the realisable 
value <*f Idb resoarccft. Apart from his pictures, he decided 
tifikt conid not be worth less than two hundred and fifty 
' pftnads, and there was only Fleur — and she 

liiVfed^ provided for ^ His wile had her settle* 

mentL ocwld live on it oorfectlv well in France. At for 
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himself — what did he care ? A nwm at his club near Fleur 
— he would be just as happy, perhaps happier ! And sud- 
denly he found that he had reached a way out of his disturb- 
ance and anxiety. By imaqininp the far-fetched, by facing 
the loss of his wealth, he had exorcised the demon. The 
book, ‘ The Sobbing Turtle,' of which he had not read one 
word, dropped from his hand ; he slept. . . . 

His metiinir with ‘Old Mont’ took pl.icc at ‘Snookf* 
directly after lunch. The tape in the hall, at which he 
glanced on L’otng in, recorded .1 further heavy drop in the 
mark. Just .is he thought . The thing was getting valueless I 
Sitting there, sipping coffee, the b.ironet looked to Soames 
almost offtnsi\t.ly spry Two to one he had realised 
nothing ! ‘WOP’ thought So.inics, ‘ .is «ild Uncle Jolyon 
used to sa), 1 sh.ill astonish his wc.ik nerves ! ’ 

And without pre.tmblc he began 
“How .ire Nou, Mont This mark's vtilueless. Yon 
realise we\e lost the P P.R S about a quarter of a million 
by that precious foreign policy ot Eldcrson’s. I’m not sure 
an action won’t lie against us for taking unjustifiable rilki 
But what I've come to see you about is this.*’ He retailed 
the interview' with the clerk, Butterfield, watching die 
eyebrows of his listener, and finished with the words: 

“ What do you say ? ” 

Sir Lawrence, whose foot was jerking his whole body*^ 
fixed his monocle. 

“ Hallucination, my dear Forsyte ! I’ve known Eldetsoa 
all my life. Wc were at Winchester together.” 

Again ! Again ! Oh ! Lord ! Soaracs saiJ dowly : . 

You can’t tell from that. A man who wai 9t 
borough with me ran away with his mess fond iHid 
colonel’s wife, and made a fortune in Chili ont olieiBWd'P 
tomatoes. The point is this : If the young 
true, wc’ic in the hands of a bad hat. It 
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Will you tackle him, and sec what he sn\s to it ? You 
wouldn’t like a story of that sort about yourself Shall we 
both jito ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Sir Lawrence, suddenly You're rij^dit. 
W’e’ll both ^'o, ^'or^\te. I don't like it, but wc'll both 
He ou^dit to iicar it 
“ Now ? ” 

“Now.” 

With solemnity they assumed top hats, and issued, 

“ I think, horsNte, we’ll take a t.i\i ” 

“ Yes,” said Soanus 

The cab itround its way ‘■lowb. p.ist the lions, then d.ishcd 
on down to the Embankment bide b\ side its occupants 
held their noses sieadih before them 

“ He was shooting' with me a month ai^o,” s.nd Sir 
Lawrence. ” Do \ou know the h\mn ‘ 0 (mkI, our help in 
ages past ’ ? It's yer\ line, ]'or^\^e 

Soames did not answer, d'he kllow was be).,'innin[> to 

tittup ! 

“We had it that Sund.u,” went on Sir I..iwrencc 
“ EJderson used to h.ive a fine voice — san{> solos It’s a 
foghorn now, but a good delivery still ” He gave his little 
whinnying laugh. 

* Is it possible.’ thought Soames, ‘ for this chap to be 
serious ? ’ and he said . 

“ If we find tills IS true of Elderson, and conceal it, we 
could all be put m the Jock.” 

Sir Lawrence refixed his moneKle. ” The deuce ! ” ht 

said. 

** Will you do the talking,’’ said St»amcs, “ or shall 1 ? ” 
1 think you had better, Forsyte ; ought wc to have the 
young man in ? ” 

“ Wait and see,” said Soames. 

They ascended to the offices of the P.P.R,S» and cnicred 
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the Board Room. There w.is no fire, the long table was 
ungarnished ; an old clerk, creeping about like a fly on a 
pane, was filling inkstands out of a magnum. 

Soames addressed liim : 

‘‘ Ask the manager to be so kind .is to come and see Sir 
Lawrence Mont and Mr Fnrs\te 

The old clerk blinked, put down the magnum, and went 
out 

‘‘Nou,” s.ud Soames in a k»u voice, “we must keep 
our heads He'll dvn\ it. ol inurs'- “ 

“ I should hope so, I ors\ to , I sliould hope so. Eldcrson’s 
a gentleman " 

“ No liar like a gentleman,” muttered Soames, below his 
breath 

\ftcr that the\ ^tood in their o\(. reoats before the empty 
grate, staring at tluir top hats placed side by side on the 
table, 

“ One minute ! ” ‘^aul boanies. suddenK, .ind crossing the 
room, he opened a door opp..sitt There, as the young clerk 
had said, w.is a sort of lrd'ii\ between Hoard Room and 
Manager’s Room, \sith a door at the end into the main 
corridor, fic stepped back, clos< d the door, and, rejoining 
Sir Lawrence, resumed hi> contemplation of the hats. 

“ Geography correct,” he said with gloom. 

The entrance of the m.in.igcr w.is marked by Sir Law- 
rence’s mcmoclc dropping on to his coat-button with a 
tinkle. In cut.awa) black coat, clean-shaven, with grey 
eves rather bagg) underneath, a pink colour, every hair in 
place on a rather bald egg-shaped head, and lips alternately 
pouting, compressed, or smiling, the manager reminded 
Soames ridiculously of old Uncle Nicholas in his middle 
period. Uncle Nick was a clever fellow — ** cleverest man 
in London,” some one had called him — but none hadi ever 
impugned his honesty. A pang of doubt and dismclmato 1 
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went through Soamc5. This seemed a monstrous thing to 
have to put to a man of his own age and breeding. But 
young Butterfield’s cycs~so honest and doglikc ! Invent 
A thing like that — was it possible ? He said abruptly ; 

Is that door shut ” 

“Yes; do you feel a draught?” ■•'aid the manager. 

Would you like a fire ? ” 

“No, thank you,” .said Stiames “ Tlie fact is, Mr. 
Elderson, a young man in this office came to me yesterday 
with a very queer story. M<au and I tlnnk )uu should 

hear it.” 

Accustomed to watching people’s e)es, Soames had the 
impression of a film (such as passes over the eyes ol parrots) 
passing over the e\ es of tlie maii.iger. It was gone at once, 
if, indeed, it had e\er been, 

“ By all means.” 

Steadily, witli that power he had over his ncr\es when 
it came to a point, and almost word for word, Soames 
repeated a story which he had committed to heart m the 
watches of the night. He concluded with : 

“ YouM like him in, no doubt His name is Butterfield,” 

During the recital Sir Lawrence had done nothing but 
•emtinisc his finger nails ; he now said : 

. ** You had to be told, Elderson.” 

Naturally.” 

, The manager was crossing to the bell. The pink in his 
looked harder ; his teeth showed, they had a 
look. 

Butterfield to come here.” 

4. V T^bfeloUawed a minute of elaborate inattention to each 
tAir* Then the young man came in, neat, commonplace, 
htteytt on the manager’s face. Soames had a moment 
olond^puactioiL This young fellow held his life in his hands, 
M it of the great army who made their living out 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


*93 


of sdf-siipprcs'^ion nnd respectability, with a hundred ready 
to step into Ins shnes at his first slip. What was that old 
ta^^ of the proMneial actor’s dedamation — at which old 
Uncle Jolyon used to cackle so ? “ Like a pale martyr 
with his shirt on fire.” 

“So, Mr Butterfield, \ou ha\c been )»<X)d enough to 
exercise \our iniaginatuui in mv re^.ird ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ You stick to this fantastic stnrv of eavesdropping ? 

“ 'Ws, sir.” 

" We have no further iisi for vour servites then. Good 
morning ’ ” 

The \oung man’s eyes, doirlika, sought the face of 
Soarnes , a string twitvhed in his throat, his lips moved 
without <i sound He turned ant.! went out. 

“ Si» much for that,” said the man.igtr’s voice; “A/// 
never get another job.” 

The venom in those words affected Soames like the smell 
of Russian fat At the same moment he had the feeling: 
This wants thinking out. Onlv if innocent, or guilty and 
utterly resolved, would Elderson have been so drastic. 
Which w'ns lie ? 

The manager w'cnt on : 

“ I thank you for drawing my attention to the matter, 
gentlemen. I have had my eve on that young man for 
some time. A bad hat all round.” 

Soames said glumly : 

“ Wlwt do you make out he h.id to gain ? ” 

“ Foresaw dismissal, .and thought he would get in fifit.** 

“ 1 see." said Soames. Hut he did not. Hi« mind was 
back in his own office with Gradman rubbing his nose, 
shaking his grey head, and Buttcrficld^a ; “ No> UTi Fve 
nothing against Mr. Elderson, and he's nothing sgainst 


me. 
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* I ihall require to know more about that young man/ 

he thought. 

The manager’s voice again cut through. 

** I’ve been thinking over what you said yesterday, Mr, 
Forsyte, about an action King against the Board for 
negligence. There’s nothing in that ; our policy has been 
fully disclosed to the sliarcholdcrs at two general meetings, 
and has passed witliout comment. The shareholders are 
just as responsible as the Board ” 

** H’ra ! ” said Soames, and took up his hat. “ Arc you 
coming, Mont ? ” 

As if summoned from a long dist.mcc, Sir Lawrence 
gnlvaniticall}' refixed his monocle. 

** It’s been very distasteful,” he said ; “ you must forgive 
ns« Eldenon. You had to be told I don’t think that 
yoimg man can be quite all there— -he had a peculiar look ; 
but we can’t have this sort of thing, of course. Good-bye, 
Elderson.” 

Placing their hats on their head* simultaneously the two 
walked out. They walked some way without speaking. 
Then Sir Lawrence said : 

^ ^ Butterfield ? My brother-in-law has a bead gardener 
qailed Butterfield — quite a good fellow. Ought we to look 
into Uu»t young man, Forsyte .’ ” 

** yet,” aaid Soames, ” leave him to me.” 

/^Ithaabc ver) glad to. The fact is, when one has been 
kt wkooi with a man, one has a feeling, don’t you know.” 

' StMuatOI gave vent to a sudden outburst. 

3C#ua*t trust anyone nowadays, it seems to me,” 
h* iiidu comes of- well, I don’t know what it comes 
gl X’ve not done with this matter yet.” 



CHAPTER IX 

SLtUTU 

The Hotch-potch Club went bach to the cightccfl-lixtiei 
1 uunded by a of )oung bp.irks, social and politica^ai 
a convenient place in which to ^mouldcr, while quaUfyu)| 
for the heartlis of ‘ Snooks’, The Remove, The Wayfarers, 
Burton’s, Ostrich Feather, and other more permanent 
resorts, the Club had, chiefly owing to a remarkable chef in 
its early days, acquired a stability and distinction of itftown. 
It still, however, retained a certain resemblance to its namCf 
and this was its attraction to Michael— all sorts of people 
belonged. From W'altcr Na/.ing, and young semi-writCf* 
and patrons of the stage, who went to Venice, and talJud of 
being amorous in gondolas, or of how so-and-so ought to be 
made love to ; from such to bottle-brushed dcmi-geacr«l«> 
who had sat on courts-marti.il and shot men out of band 
for the momentary weaknesses of human nature; from 
Wilfrid Desert (who never came tlierc now) to Hatonoe 
Eldcison, in the card-room, he could meet them all, and 
take the temperature of modernity. He w'as doing thk bl 
the Hotch-potch smoking-room, the late afternoon batoon 
after Fleur had come into his bed, when he wai inloiiaed : 

“ A Mr. Forsyte, sir, in iIk hall for you. Not tbe member 
we had here many years before he died ; bit OO q i i ft , I 
think,” 

Conscious that his associates at the moment vrQiild 
be his father-in-law’s ‘ dream,* nor he tbeiii, HidUMfi 
out, and found Soamet on the weighing macbifinSt ■ 

** I don’t vary,” he said, looking up. “ How> II^Mf 1,? c 

m 
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“ Very well, thank you, sir.” 

“ I’m at Green Street. I stayed up about a voung man. 
Have you any vacancy in your office for a clerk — used to 
figures. I want a jnh for him." 

“ Come in here, sir," s.iid Michael, entering a .small room. 
Soames followed .ind looked round him. 

"What do \ou call this ? " he said 
“ Well, we call It ‘ the L'race ’ ; it\ nue and quiet. Will 
you have a ^hcrrc ^ " 

" Sherrv ! " repeatt d bo.tnus " You \ oun^^ p'‘n}'lc tliin). 
\ou’vc inventcil ''herix , vsIk n 1 w.is a box no (jiie dreamed 
of dining witliout a gl oi dix htrrx with his si,up, and 
a glass of fine old slurrx witli lii> ‘•wvd Slicrrx ! " 

"I quite Ixliexe xou, ^ir Tin re r- .dl\ is nothiiiL: ne\x. 
V'ciiicc, for instance -xxa-nT ili it (In t.ishioii, too; and 
knitting, and roxahits ' It’s all xxxIk lIa^ xour MHini: 
man got the sack ’ " 

Soames st.ired " lie s.ud, “la h.is Hk n.ime 

is Butterfield , he w.mts a job " 

** That’s trightfulK rife, we get .ippla .tioiisexxrx dax 
I don’t want to be swankx, but ours is .1 ratlicr specialised 
business. It has to do with books" 

"He Strikes me a*' capable, orderlx, .iral civil; I don't 
•cc what more you want in a ch rk. He writes a good hand, 
and, so far as I can sec, he tells the truili " 

" That’s import.mt, of course,’’ said Michael ; “ but is lie 
a good liar as well ? I mean, there’s more likely to be 
ftomething in the travclline line ; selling sjxicial edition.s, and 
that kind of thing. Could you ojx’n up about him a bit f 
Anything human is to the good — I don't say old Danb) 
would appreciate that, but he needn't know." 

** ITm ! Well —he — cr — did his dut) -quite against his 
interest — in fact, it’s ruination for him. He seems to be 
married and to have two children." 
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“ Ho, ho ! Jolly ! If I got him a place, would he — 
would he be doing hib dut\ again, do \ou think ? ” 

‘‘ I am serious,” said Soames ; “ the \oung nun is on 
my mind.” 

"Yes,” said Michael, ruminatuc, “the first thing in 
such a case is to got him on to some one clsc’s, sharp. 
Could I see him ^ ” 

“ ] told him to sup round and v“c vou to-night after 
dinner, I thou'dit \ou'd prefer to look him o\er in private 
before considering him for )our othee ” 

“ \ er)' ihoaL'hiful <«f \* u, sir! There’s just one thing. 
Don’t }ou think 1 ouglit to knou the dut) he did— in 
eonfiderice 1 d"n’t -n iv>\\ I 1,1 a\oid pulling my foot 
into my mouth witlu-ui, do \ou ' ” 

boames stared .tt h'- s,,n in-ltw's lace, where the mouth 
was wide , lor tin «th time it mspiud in him a certain 
liking and con' deiicc , it loe>ked .so honest 
“Well,” he Slid, going to the dour and ascertaining 
that It was opaijui, “ thu is m.ittcr for a (.riminal slander 
action, sii i(jr \our own sake as will .us mine vou will keep 
It strictly to yourself and in a low \uicc he retailed 
tiie facts. 

“As I expected,” he ended, “ the \oung man came to 
me again this mormng. He is naturally upset. I want to 
keep my hand on him. Without knowing more, I can’t 
make up my mind whether to go furtlier or not. Be- 
sides ” boames hesitated ; to claim a good motive 

was repul :\c to him : “ I— it seems hard on him. He’s 
been getting three hundred and fift).” 

“ Dashed li.ird i ” said Michael. “ I say, Eldcrsoft'i a 
member here ” 

Soaraes looked with renewed suspicion at the door—^t 
still seemed opaque, and he said ; ” llic deuce he if i Do 
you know him 1 ” 
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** IVc played bridge with him,” said Michael ; ** he’s 
taken some of the best off me — snorting good player.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Soames — he never played cards himseli^ 
” I can’t take this young man into my own firm for 
obvious reasons ; but I can trubt you.” 

Michael touched his forelock. 

“ Frightfully bucked, sir. Protection of the poor — some 
dcuth, too. ril see him lo-night, and let you know vshar 
I can wangle,” 

Soames. nodded. ‘Good (jwd ! ‘ lie thought; ‘what 

jargon ! . . .* 

The intcr\icw served Mich.iel the good turn of taking his 
thoughts off himself. Temperamentally he bided already 
with the young man Putitrlield , and, Inrliting a cigarette, 
he went into the card-r(»om hitting on the high fender, he 
was impressed — the room w.is squ.irc, and within it were 
three square card tables, set .askew to the w.ills, with tlirce 
triangles of card players 

* If only,’ tluuight Michael, * the fourth player sat under 
the table, the pattern would l>e complete. It’s having the 
odd player loose that Sjx>il8 the cubes.’ And w-iih juimcthing 
of a thrill he saw that Hldcrson was a fourth player ! Sharp 
and impassive, he wms engaged in applying a knife to the 
end of a cigar. Gosh! what sealed books faces were! 
Each with pages and pages of private thoughts, interests, 
ichemet, fancies, passions, hopes and fears ; and down came 
death— splosh ! — and a creature wiped out, like a fly on a 
wal^l^ld nobody any more could see its little close meeban* 
away for its own ends, in its own privacy and 
itt own importance ; nobt>dy any more could speculate on 
whether it was a dean or a dirty little bit of work. Hard 
1 They ran in all shapes ! Elderson, for instance— 
was he a natty mess, or just a lamb of God who didn't look 
it t * Somehow,* thought Michael. ‘ I a womaniser. 
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Now why ? ’ He spread liis hands out behind him to the fire, 
pbbing them together like a fly that has been in trcack. If 
one couldn’t tell what was passing in the mind of one’s own 
wife in one’s own house, how on earth could one tell anything 
from the face of a stranger, and he one of the closest bits of 
mechanism in the world— an English gentleman of business 1 
If only life were hke ‘The Idiot’ or *TIic Brothers 
Karama 70 \,’ and everybody went about turning out their 
inmost hearts at the tops of tlieir voices ! If only dob 
card rooms had a da.sii oi cpili ps) m their composition t 
Bnt— nothing I Noiliing ! The world was full of wonderful 
secrets which etcr^hodv kept to themselves without 
captions or cloM’-ups to give them away ! 

A footman came in, looked at the fire, stood a moment 
expressionless as a stork, waiting h^r an order to ping out, 
staccato, througli the hum, turned and went away. 

Mechanism! I'Acrywhcrc— mechanism ! Devices for 
getting awav from lite so complete that there seemed no 
life to get aw a) from. 

‘ It’s all/ he thought, ‘ awfully hke a man sending a 
registered letter to himselt. And perhaps it’s just as well. 
Is Mife ’ a good thing- is it ? Do I want to see *lifc* 
raw again 1 ’ 

Eldcrson was seated now, and Michael had a perfect view 
of the back of his head. It disclosed nothing. 

* I’m DO slcutli/ he tliought ; ‘ there ought to be fome* 
thing in the way he doesn’t part his hair bchindL* And, 
getting off the fender, he went home. 

At dinner he caught one of his own looks at Fknr aod . 
didn’t like it. Sleuth ! And yet how not try to know what 
were the real thoughts and feelings of one wbobddbit 
like an accordion, and made it squeak ami groan at 

'' 1 saw the model you sent Aubrey yestenb^^ 

** She didn’t say anydiing about the dotbet. l«w 
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ever to ! What a face, Michael ! Where did you come 
across her ? ” 

'fhrough Michael sped the thought : * Could I make her 
jealous ? ’ And he was ‘-hocked at it. A low -down thought 
—mean and ornery ! “ She blew in,” he said “ W ifc of n 

little packer we liad wlio took to snooping — er — books. 
He sells balb'ons now , they want monev badK 

“ 1 see Did you know ih.ti Aubrey's going to paint her 
in the nude ? ” 

“ Phew ! No ! I thought she'd look good on a wrapper. 
I gay ! Ought I to stop that * ” 

Fleur smiled “ It’s more mona and her l‘H>k-out. It 
doesn't matter to \ou, does it ' ” 

Again that thouglit , .igain the recoil from it ! 

“Only,” he said, “that her husband is a decent little 
snipe for a snooper, and I don't want to be more sorry 
for him.” 

“ She won’t tell him, of course.'' 

She said it so naturall), so simply, that the words dis- 
closed a whole attitude of mind. One didn't tell one's mate 
what would tease the poor brute ! Pic saw b\ the flutter 
of her white eyelids that she also realised the give-away. 
Should he follow it up, tell her what June P’orsjte had told 
him — have it all out— -all out ? But with what purpose — 
to what end ? Would it change things, make her love him ? 
Would it do anything but harass her a little more ; and give 
him the sense that he had hwi his wicket trying to dri\e 
hex to the pavilion ? No ! Better adopt the principle of 
secrecy she had unwittingly declared her own, bite on it, 
and grin. He muttered : 

“ I’m afraid he’ll hnd her rather thin.” 

Her eye« were bright and steady ; and again he was 
worried by that low-down thought : ‘ Could he make 
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“ I’ve only seen her once,” lie added, “ and then she was 
dressed.” 

“ I’m not jealous, Mich.iel.” 

* No,’ he thoujj;hr, * I wish to heaven you were ! ’ 

The words : “ A \ounj; man c.tlled lluttcrfill to see you, 
sir,” were like the turning ut a key in a olII d(K)r 

In the hall the \i*ung nun “called ButterHlI ” was 
engaged in starini: .»t 'I'lng i-ling 

‘ judging h\ hi' ivt-',’ thought Miehael, ‘ he’s more of a 
dog than that liuh Djinn ' ' 

“ Come up tu m\ btuJ\,” Ik. said, “ ii\ told d(jwn here. 
My father-jn-hiw tdli me m>u v\ani a |oh *’ 

“Yes, sir,” "lid tlR \oiing man, t(>!l«>\\ini: up the stairs, 
“Take a p^w,” "aid Muhid, “and .i ug.ircttc. Now 
then! I know til al-oui the turmoil hrom )our mous- 
tache, you were in tie war, I suppost , like me ’ Asbetween 
kllow-Milhrcr' I" \our Mor_\ t ) K 
“God's truth, sir, i onlv wi-h it wasn’t. I’d nothing 
to gam and evtrvtlnni: to lose I'd hnve done better to 
hold my tongue. It’s his word .il’ nnst mine, and here I 
am in the street That was ni\ hrst job since the war, so 
I can whistle for a reference.” 

“ ^^’lfc and two children, I think 
“ Yes, and I’ve put them in the e.irt for the sake of mj 
consLience ! It’s the !a^t lime I’ll do iliai, I know. Wha 
did It m.nttr to inm wl'K ilur ihe Sai< tv was cheated? M) 
wife’s quite right, I w.ts a lool, sir ” 

“Proh.ddv,” said Miehach “Do you know anything 
about books : ” 

“Yes, sir; I'm a good b<x>k-keepcr.” 

“ Holy Moscs ! Our job is getting rid of them. My furm 
are publishers. U’c were thinking of putting OH an extra 
traveller. Is your tongue persuasive ? ” 

The young man smiled wanly. 
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" I don’t know, sir,’* 

“ Well, look here,” said Michael, carried away by the 
look in his eyes, “ it’s all a question of a certain patter. 
But, of course, that’s got to be learned. I gatiicr that 
you’re not a reader.” 

Well, sir, not a great reader." 

“ That, perhaps, is fortunate. What you would have to 
do ]B to imprcbs on the poor brutes wlio sell books that 
every one of the books on your list — say .ibout thirty-five 
— is necessary in large numbers to his business. It’s lucky 
you’ve just chucked your euns(.iencc, because, a.>> a matter 
of fact most of tliem won’t be. I’m afraid there's nowhere 
you could go to to get lessons in persuasion, but vuu can 
imagine the son of thing, and if you like to come here for 
an hour or two tliis week, I’ll put you wise about our 
authort, and ready you up to go before Peter.” 

“ Before Peter, sir ? ” 

' “The Johnny w'ith the keys; luckily it’s Mr. Winter, 
not Mr, Danby; I believe I could get him to let )ou in 
lor a month’s trial.” 

“ I’ll try my very best. My wife knows about books, 
the could help me a lot. I can’t tell you what I think of 
your kindness. The fact is, being out of a job has put the 
wind up me properly. I’ve not been able to save w'ith two 
children j it’s like the end of the world.” 

then ! Come here to-morrow evening at nine, 
‘ and you. I believe you’ve got the face for the job, 

if ydn oitt get the patter. Only one book in twenty is a 
ItaUy, the rest arc luxuries. Your stunt will be 
m nfiku them believe the nineteen are necessaries, and the 
tWUkth • luxury that they need. It’s like food or 
Oft anything else in civilisation,” 

MTi 1 quite understand.” 

** AE then* Good-night, and good lock i ” 
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Michael stood up and held out his hand. The young 
man took it with a queer reverential little bow. A minute 
later he was out in the 'Street ; and Michael in the hall 
was thinking: ‘Pity is tripe 1 Qc.in forgot I was a 
sleuth 1 * 



CHAPTER X 

FACE 

When Micliao] rt^sc from the refectory table, Fleur had 
risen, too ‘[\\n days and more '-incc she left Wilfrid's 
rooms, and she had not recovered /.cst. The rifling of the 
oyster Life, the garlanding of I/mduii’s rarer flowers which 
kept colour in her clieeks, seemed st.ik, unprofitable. Tiiose 
three hours, when from sliock ofl Cork Street she came 
straight to sliocks in her own dr.twing ri>om, had dislocated 
her so that she had settled to iiotliing since. The wound 
re-opened by Holly had nearly healed again Dead lion 
beside live donkey cut.s but dim figure. Put she could not 
get hold again of-— what ? That was tlic trouble : What ^ 
For two whole days she had been trying Michael w’as still 
itrange, Wilfrid still lost, Jon still buried alive, and nothing 
teemed novel under the sun. The only object that gave her 
tatilfaction during those two dreary, disillusioned days was 
the new white monkey. The more she looked at it, the more 
Chinesciit seemed. It summed up the satirical truth of which 
the wai perhaps subconscious, that all her little modern 
veeringsvand flutterings and rushings after the future showed 
that shelbclicvcd in nothing but the past The age had 
overdone |t and must go back to ancestry for faith. Like 
a littk hr^t fish out of a warm bay, making a splash in 
chill, strange waters, Fleur felt a subtle nostalgia. 

In hex^ S|l^nbh room, alone with her own feelings, she 
ttared af tW porcelain fruits. They glowed, cold, uneat- 
able 1 t^k one up. Meant for a passion fruit I Alas ! 
Foot pt^nn 1 ; She dropped it with a dull clink on to the 
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pyramid, and '•huddered a little. Had ‘ihc blinded Michael 
with her kisses ? Blinded him to -what ? To her 
incapacity for passion ? 

‘ But Tm not incapable,’ she thought ; ‘ I’m not. Some 
d.i\ I’ll show }iim ; I’ll show them all.’ She looked up at 
‘ the Goya ’ h.m;Mn_i,» opposite What gripping determina- 
tion in the p.unting — vs hat intensity of life in the black eyes 
of a rather raddled dame ! would know what she 
w.mtcd, and get it, too ' No compromise and uncertainty 
there— no c.ipenng round life, wondtnng what it meant, 
and whether it vs as worth while, nothing but hard living for 
the s.ikc of li\ ing 1 

Fleur put htr hands where her flesh ended, and her dies* 
began. Wasn’t she as warm and firm— yes, and ten times 
as pretty, as th.it fine and evil-looking Spanish dame, with 
the black eyes and the wonderful lace ? And, turning her 
back on the picture, she went into the hall. Michael’* voice 
and another’s ! They were coming dowm ! She slipped 
across into the drawang-room and took up the manuscript 
of a book of poems, on which she was to give Michael her 
opinion. She sat, not reading, wondering if he were coming 
in. She heard the front door close No ! He had gone 
out ! A relief, yet chilling ! Michael not warm and cheerful 
in the house — if it were to go on, it would be wearing. She 
curled herself up and tried to read. Dreary pocms--frec 
verse, blank, introspective, all about the author’s iniide I 
No lift, no lilt ! Duds ! She seemed to have read them a 
dozen times before. She lay quite still— listening to the 
click and flutter of the burning logs ! If the light were out 
she might go to sleep. She turned it off, and came back to 
the settee. She could see herself sitting there, a picture in 
the firelight ; sec how lonely she looked, pretty, pathetic, 
with everything she wished for, and— nothing I Her hp 
curled. She could even see her own spoiled<hild ingrati- 
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tudc. And what was worse, she could see herself seeing 
it — a triple-distilled modern, so subtly arranged in life-tight 
compartments that she could not be submerged. If only 
something would blow in out of the unkempt cold, out of 
the waste and wilderness of a London whose flowers she 
plucked. The firelight — soft, uncertain — searched out 
spots and corners of her Chinc>c room, as on a stage in one 
of those scenes, seductive and m);,tcrlous, where one 
waited) to the sound of tambourinca, for the next moment 
of the plot. She reached out and ti‘ok a cigarette. Slie 
could sec herself lighting it, blowing tmt the smoke— -Iwr 
own half-curled fingers, her parted hp-^, her white rounded 
arm« She was decorative ! Well, aud wasn't that all that 
mattcied ? To be decorative, and make little dca)rations j 
to be pretty in a world that wasn’t pretty ! In ‘ Copper 
Coin ’ there was a poem of i flickcr-lit room, and a spoiled 
Columbine before the fire, end a Harlequin hovering 
without, like * the spectre of the rose ’ And suddenly, 
mthout wtming, Fleur’s heart ached. It ached definitely, 
rather horribly, and, slipping down on to the floor before 
the fire, she snuggled her fate against Ting-a-ling. The 
Chinese dog raised his head — ^his black eyes lurid in the 
glow. 

He licked her cheek, and turned his nose away. Huf ! 
Powder 1 But Fleur lay like the dead. And she saw hcr- 


•eU lying^thc curve of her hip, the chestnut glow in her 
shm htk ; she heard the steady beat of her itcart. Get 
OUtI Do something ! But wJiat — what was 
^ What had any meaning in it I She saw 
]|jemSL|.'f|eh^~*^travagant things ; nursing sick women ; 
ttadyiloiLSlde babies ; making a speech in Parliament ; 
ddbi^«WlechJiSe ; hoeing tumipt in knickerbockers — 
(lepatttiyts^And she lay perfectly still, bound by the 
ffiianenti WtW seif^ision. So long at she saw hers^ sJ c 
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would do nothing — she knew it— for nothing would be 
worth doing ! And it seemed to hcr» lying there so still, 
that not to sec herself w^ould be worse than anything. 
And she felt that to feel this was to acknowledge herself 
caged for ever 

Ting-a-ling growled, turning lus nose towards the 
windovNS, “ In licre,” he seemed to say, we are cosy; 
we think of the past. We have no use for anything 
out-^ide Kindly go away — ^wIkjcvct it is out there 
And agtiin lie growled- a low, continuous sound. 

“ What IS it, 'I'lng ? ” 

Ting-a-hng ri.st on his fore-legs, with muiiic pointed at 
the window 

“ Do you w.ijit \our w.ilk ? '* 

“No,’’ snid the gri/wl 

Fleur pa ked him up. “ Don’t be so silly ! ” And ihc 
wtiu t<j the wind<A\ T!te curtains were clo.scly drawn; 
nc!i, Chine -^c, lined, tlic v e\cludcd the night. Fleur made a 
chink with one hand, and ^tancd back. Against the pane 
wa.-^ a face, the forehead pressed .egain-vt the glass, the eyes 
closed, as if it had been tlicrc a long time. In the dark it 
seemed featureless, vaguelj pale. She felt the dog*s body 
stiffen under her arm— .die fell his silence. ^ Her heart 
pumped. It wa.s ghastly— face without body. 

Suddenly the forehead w.is withdrav^n, the eyes opened. 
She saw — the face of Wilirid. Could he sec inr-see^hcT 
peering out from the darkened room ? Quivering «E pycT, 
she let the curtains fall to. Beckon ? I>ct him In I, .Oodnt ' 
to him i Wave him away ? Her heart beat furiotti^. Bokf 
long had he been out there — like a ghost ? WhitdSd^luf - 
want of her ? She dropped Ting-a-ling with ft fa n | l, 
pressed her hands to her forehead, trying to 
from her brain. And suddenly she stepped 
dung the curtains apan. No face I Nothilltfi^lJ9b'J& ' 
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f^onc ! The dark, draughty square — not a soul in it ! Had 
he ever been — or was the face her fancy ? But Ting-a-ling 1 
Dogs had no fancies. He had gone hack to the fire and 
settled down again 

‘It’s not my fault,’ she thought passionatel) . ‘It’s 
not ! I didn’t want him to love me I only wanted his — 

his ! ’ Again she sank down before the fire. “ Oh ! 

Ting, have a feeling heart ! ” But the Chinese dog, mindful 
of the flump, made no response. . . , 



CHAFFER XI 

COlKLD 

After las vocation null the )oung man Butterfield, 

Michael had hesitated in the hall At last he had not gone 
upstairs again, hut quietl) out He \\alkcd past the 
Houses of Parliament and up W lutehall. In Trafalgar 
Square, it occurred to him that he had a father. Bart 
might be at ‘Snooks’, The CotLe House, The Acropbnc ; 
and, with the thought, ‘ He’d be restJul,’ he sought the most 
modern of the three 

“Yes, Sir Lanruice Mont is in the lounge, sir.” 

He was sitting with kiueb crossed, and a cigar between 
Ills hnger-tips, waiting for some one to talk to. 

“ Ah ! Michael ! Can you tell me why I tome here ? ** 

“ To wan for the end of the \%orld, sir ? ” 

Sir Lawrence Miiggt.red. “An idta,” he said. “When 
the skies arc wrecking euilisation, this will be the best* 
informed tape in London. The wish to be in at the death is 
perhaps the strongest of our passions, Micliacl. I should very 
much dislike being blown up, especially after dinner ; but 1 
should still more dislike missing the next show if it*t to be a 
really good one. The air raids were great fun, after all.” 
Micliael sighed. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ the war got us used to thinking of the 
millennium, and then it went and stopped, and left the 
millennium hanging over us. Now we shall never be happy 
t J1 wc get it. Can I take one of your dgars, sir I ” 

“ My dear fellow ! IVc been reading Frazer again. 
Extraordinary how remote ail superstition sccmSi^ now that 
209 
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wc'vc reached the ultimate truth : That enlightenment 
never can prevail.” 

Michael stopped the lightiiig of his cigar. 

“ Do you really think that, sir ? ” 

** What else can one think ? Who can have any reason- 
able doubt now that with the aid of mechanics the hcad- 
itrong part of man must do him m ? It’s an unavoidable 
conclusion from all recent facts. ‘ Per ardua ad asira,' 
‘ ITirough hard knocks we shall see stars.’ ” 

** But it’s always been like that, sir, and here we are 
alive ? ” 

** They say so, but I doubt it I fancy we’re really dead, 
Michael. I fancy we’re only living in the past. I don’t 
think—- no, I don’t think we can be said to expect a future. 
We talk of it, but I h.irdly think we iiopc for one. Under- 
neath our protestations we subconsciously deduce. From 
the mew we’ve made of it these last ten years, we can feel 
the far greater mess we shall make of it in the next thirty. 
Human nature can argue the hind leg otf a donkey, but the 
donkey will be four-legged at the end of the discussion.” 

Michael sat down suddenly and said : 

« You’re a bad, bold Bart.” 

„ Sir Lawrence smiled. 

“ I abould be gl.id to think that men really believed in 
humanity, and all that, but you know they don’t — they 
b^lieye in novelty and getting their own way. With rare 
they’re still monkeys, especially the scientific 
I «nd when you put gunpowder and a lighted match 
, into the pawi of monkeys, they blow themselves up to see 
dbt Ittft. Monkeys are only safe when deprived of £eans to 
OQ vOMDIWItC* 

; 1 ” said Michael. 

^ Mol Bvelier than the occasion warrants, my dear boy. 
rW jbM thinkm^* We’ve got a member hot who knows a 
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trick worth n^cnty of any played in the war— an extra 
ordinarily valuable fellow. Tjic Government have got theii 
eye on him. He’ll help the other valuable fellows in Frnnet 
and Germany and America and Russia to make history 
Between them, they’ll do something really proud— some- 
thing tliat'U knock all the other achievements of man into 
a cocked hat ily the way, Michael, new device of * Homo 
iapifTU ’ — the rocked hat.” 

“ Well,” said Michael, “ what are \uii going to do about 
it .' ” 

Sir Lawrence's c\ throw soiiglit his hair. 

“ Do, my dear fellow r What should I do ? Can I go 
out and grab him and the Government b\ the slack of their 
breeches ; yes, and ail the valuable fellows and Govern- 
ments of the other countries ? No ! All I can do is to 
smoke my cic<>r and say • ‘ God rest you, merry gentlemen, , 
let nothing )ou disma) ! ’ By hook or crook, they will 
come into their own, Mu had ; but in the normal course 
of things f shall be dead before they do.” 

“ I shan't,” said Mich al 

No, my dear ; but tliink of the explosions, the iigbt% 
the smells. B) Jove, \ ou’ve got something to live for, y&L 
Sometimes I wi^h I were your age. /\nd sometimes,** ^ 
Lawrence relighted Ins agar, “ I don’t. Sometimes I tHink 
I’ve had enough of our pretences, and that there*# nothing 
left but to die like gentlemen.” ' 

“ Some jeremiad. Dad ! ” 

“Well,” said Sir Lawrence, with a twirl of h» Bide 
grizilcd,#noustache, ” I hope I’m wrong. But we*xedmhig 
fast to a condition of things when millions can he IdSkd 
the pressing of a few burtons. What reason is tbete ni^;. 
suppose that our bumps of benevolence will incroaisllidii^ 
to stop our using these great new toys of 
Michacli” 
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“ * Where you know little, place terrors.’ ” 

“ Very nice ; where did you get lliat ? 

“ Out of a life of Christopher Columbus,” 

Old C.C. ’ I could bring myself to wish sometimes that 
he hadn’t been so deucedly inquisitive We were snugger 
in t)ic dark ages. There was something to be said for nc)t 
discovering tlic Yanks.” 

“ Well,” said Mich.icl, ” I think uc shall pedal through, 
yet. By tlic wa\, about this Elderson stunt: I’ve just 
seen the clerk- he doesn’t look to me the sort that would 
have made that up ” 

” Ah 1 That ! But if Elderson could do such a thing, 
well— really, an) tiling might happen It’s a complete 
stumper. He was such a pretty bat, always went in first 
wicket down. He .md 1 put on hft)-fuur against Eton, 
I suppose old Forsyte told )ou ? ” 

” Yes, he wanted me to hnd the th.ip a job.” 

” Butterfield. Ask him if he’s related to old Butterfield 
the gariRncr f It would be something to go on. D’)ou 
find old Forsyte rather tr) ing ? ” 

Loyal to Fleur, Michael concealed his lips. ” No, I get 
on very well with him.” 

” He’s straight, 1 admit that.” 

” Yes,” said Michacf, “ very straight.” 

” But somewhat reticent.” 

Yes ” said Michael. 

On this conclusion they were silent, as though terrors had 
been placed beyond it. And soon Michael rose. 

** Past ten, I’d better go home.” ^ 

Returning the way he came, he could think of nothing 
but Wilfrid. W'hat wouldn’t he give to hear him say : “ It’s 
all right, old man ; Tve got over it ! ” — to wring him by the 
hand again. Why should one catch this fatal disease called 
love ? Why should one be driven half crazy by it ? They 
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said love \va«; Nature's provision against Bart’s terrors, 
against the valuable fellows. An insistent urge-lost the 
race die out. Prosaic, if true ! Not that he eared wliethcr 
Fleur had children Queer how Nature camouflaged her 
schemes — leery old bird ! But overreaching herself a bit, 
wa^'n’t she ? C hildren might yet go clean out of fa.shion 
if B.irt was right A verv little more would do it j who 
would have children for tlie mere ple.isurc of .seeing them 
blown up, poLs(<ned, starved to death A few fanatics 
would hold on, the rest of the world go b.irrcn. The cocked 
hat' Insiinctivelv Muh.ul straightened liis own, ready 
tor crossing urult.r Big Ben IK h.id reached the centre of 
Parliament bquirt, when a figure coming towards him 
swerved sudd( id\ tu its loft .md made in the direction of 
Victoria. Tall, with a swing in its walk Wilfrid ! Michael 
stood still Coming from- South Square ! And suddenly 
he gave ch.ise He did nf>t run, but he w.dkcd his hardest, 
The blood be.it in hi^ temples, and lie felt confused to a 
pitch p.ist bc.iring. Wilfrid must li.ivc >iccn him, or he 
wouldn’t have swerved, wouldn’t be legging it away like a 
demon. Black !— black ! He was not gaming, Wilfrid had 
the legs of him — to overtake him, he must run ! But there 
ro.se in Michael a sort of exaltation His bc.si friend — hi* 
wife ! There was a limit. One might be too proud to fight 
that. I-a!t him go hi* ways ! He stood still, watched the 
sw ift figure di.sappcar, and slowly, head down under the now 
cocked hat, turned towards home. He walked quite 
quietly, and with a sense of finality. No use making a tong 
about it ! No fuss, but no retreat ! In the few hundred 
yards before he reached his Square he was chiefly consdoui 
of the tallness of houses, the shortness of men. Sudl 
midgets to have made this monstrous pile, lighted it to that 
it shone in an enormous glittering heap whose glow binned 
the colour of the sky 1 What a vast butiiicsi this midget 
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activity I Absurd to think that his love for another midget 
mattered ! He turned his key in the lock, took off his 
cocked liat and went into the drawing-room. Unlighted — 
empty ? No. She and Ting-a-ling were on the floor before 
the fire ! He sat down on the settee, and was abruptly 
consdoua that he w'a.s trembling and sweating as if he had 
•moked a too strong cigar. Fleur had raised herself, cross- 
legged, and was staring up at him. He waited to get the 
better of his trembling. Why didn’t she speak Why was 
the sitting tlierc, m the dark ‘ hlu kn<mi» ’ ; he thought : 
‘ we both know this is the end 0 (Jod, let me at least be 
ft Sport ! ’ He took a cushion, put it behind him, crossed 
litslegft, and leaned Wk. His voice .surprised him suddenly: 

** May I ask you something, 1‘lcur } And will you please 
mwer me quite truly ? ” 

“Yes” 

“ It’s thLs : I know you didn’t love me when you married 
me. 1 don’t think you lo\c me now. Do you want me to 
clear oat i ” 

A long time seemed to pass. 

“No” 

“I>o you mean that ? ” 

“Yfft,” 

“Why?” 

“ Beowse 1 don’t.” 

' likhaei got up. 

fcm answer one thing more f ” 

Wtlftid here to-night f ” 

^ That is ” 

dutched each other ; be saw her eyes fix on 
tbM them still. 

Befit 

He came to the window there. Itawhitbet 
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—that’s all. His facc~it — Oh ! Michael, don’t be unkind 
to-night ! ” 

Unkind ! Unkind ! Michael's heart swelled at that 
strange word. 

“ It's all riglit,” he stammered : “ So long as you tell me 
what it is you want.” 

Fleur said, without moving: 

“ I want to bo comforted ” 

Ah! She knew’ tvaetly what to say, how to say it I 
And going on lii^ kueci, he began to cumluri hex. 



CHAPTFR XII 
coiN<. 1 \''r 

He had not hccn on liis knct^ in mv minutes before they 
suffered from rc.aiion Tt) kneel there eomi<>rtin^ Fleur 
brought Inm a greming diseoinlort He believed her to- 
night, as he had not bel!e\ed her tor montlis past. But 
what was \N'ilirid doing? Wlun waiuhnng' The ian 
at the windtiw -face without \ok;, without attempt to 
reach her! Mahael aelud in th it illegitimate organ the 
heart. Withdrawing hi> arm-, he stood up. 

“ Would you like nu to h.ue a look tor him ? If it's all 

over — he might- 1 might ” 

Fleur, toe), stood up bhe was e.dm enough now. 

“ Yes, ril go t(’ bed." With Ting-a-lmg in her .inns, she 
went to the dour ; her tace, between the dog's chestnut fur 
and her own, w.is ver\ p.de, ver\ still 

‘‘By the w.i\," she said, “this is m\ second no go, 

Michael; I suppose It means " 

Michael gasped Currents e)t emotion, welling, ebbing, 
swirling, rendered him iiKapable e)t speech. 

“The night of the balkhin," she s.ud : “ Do you mind ? " 
“Mind? Gex'd (lod ! Mind!" 

“That*s all right, then. I don't. Good-night!” 

She was gone. Without reason, Michael thought ; ‘ In 
the beginning was the Word, and the \\'ord v\as with God, 
and the Word was God ' And he stood, as if congealed, 
overcome by an uncontrollable sense ol seihdiiy. A child 
coming! It was as though the barque of his being, tossed 
and drifted, suddenly rode tethered — anchor down. He 
216 
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turned and tore at the curtains. Nitrht of stars ! Wonder- 
ful world ! Jolly— jolly ! And— Wilfrid ! He flattened 
his face against the glass Outside there Wilfrid’s h.id been 
flattened. He could see it if he shut his eyes Not fair 1 
D(jg lost — man lost ' SOS He went into the hall, and 
from the motlilcss m.irblc coffer rived his thiehcst coat. 
He took the first taxi that came by. 

“ Cork Street ' (let along ' ” Needle in buiuilo of hay ! 
(Quarter past eleven by Ibg Ben ! The intense relief of his 
V. hole being in that jolting cab seemed to him brutal. 
Salvation ! It .k — he had a strange certainty of tliat as 
though he saw bb ur suddenly ‘ close-up ’ in a very strong 
light, concrete htmeaih her gr.ucful veerings Family! 
Continu.Uion ! He had Inen unable to amhor her, for he 
was not of her! But her child could and would! And, 
perhaps, he would yet come in with the milk. Why did he 
love her so — It w as not done ! Wilfrid and he were donkeys 
—out of touch, out of tune with the times I 

“ Here vou arc, sir — what numl>cr ? ” 

“ All right ! Cool your heels .md w.iit for me ! Have 
a cigarette ! ” 

With one between his owm lips which felt so dry, he went 
dow-n the backwater, 

A light in Wilfrid’s rooms ! He rang the hell. The door 
was opened, the face of Wilfrid’s man looked forth. 

“ Yes. sir ? ” 

“Mr. Desert in ? ” 

“ No, sir. Mr. Desert has just started for the Eaft. 
His ship sails to-morrow.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Michael, blankly : ” Where from f ” 
Plymouth, sir. His train leaves Paddington at raid* 
night. You might catch him yet.” 

“ It’s very sudden,” said Mich.icl, “ he never———** 

“ No, sir. Mr. Desert is a sudden gentlemaa.** 
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** Well, thanks ; I’ll try and catch liim.” 

Back m the cab with the words : “ Paddington — flick her 
along ! ” he thonght : * A sudden gentleman 1 ’ Perfect ! 
Hfi remembered the utter suddenness of that little interview 
beside the bust of Lionel Charwell. Sudden their friend- 
ship, sudden its end — sudden even \^'ilfrid’s poems — off- 
spring of a sudden soul ! Staring from window to window 
in that jolting, rattling cab, Michael suffered from St. 
Vitus'sdancc. Washc a h)ol Could he not let well alone? 
Pity was posh ! And yet ! With Wilfrid would go a bit of 
his heart, and in spite of all ht would like him to know that. 
Upper Brook Street, Park Lane ! Lmptying streets, cold 
night, stark plane trees painicd-up by ilie lamps against a 
Uuish dark. And Michael thouglit .‘We w.mdtr ! WliaCs 
thc€nd-~the go;d ? To do one’s bit, .uid not worry ! But 
what is my bit ? What’s Willnd's ? Where will he end 
up, now ? ’ 

The cab rattled down the station slope and drew up 
under cover. Ten minutes to twelve, .md a long heavy 
train on platform one ! 

* What shall I do ? ’ thought Mich.u'l : ‘ It’s so darned 
Clitde i Must I go down — carriage by carriage ? “ Couldn’t 
let yon go, old man, without ” — blurb ! ’ 

. lUnejackets 1 If not drunk — ^as near as made no matter. 

minutes still! He began slowly walking along the 
irailk He had not p.as5ed four windows before he saw his 
.Pesert was sitting back to the engine in the near 
08X94^ of empty first. An unlightcd cigarette was in his 
fur collar turned up to his eyes, and his eyes 
bit nu unopened paper on his lap. He sat without 
WimmsOX i Michael stood looking at him. His heart beat 
h^?^l)o.ttrttck a match, took two steps, and said : 

up at him. 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


219 


“ Thanks,” he said, and took the m itch. By it* flare hi* 
face was dark, thin, drawn ; his eyes dark, deep, tired. 
Michael leaned in the window Neither spoke. 

“ Take your scat, if you’re Mr.” 

“ I’m not,’’ s.iid Michael. His whole inside seemed 
turnin^» over. 

“ Wlierc are \ou old man ^ ” he said suddenly. 

‘‘ JerKlic ” 

“ (hxi, Wil/rid, Tni sorry!’’ 

Desert smihd 

“ Cut It out ! ” 

“ Yes, I know ! Sh.ikc hands i ” 

Desert held out his h.ind 

Michael squci ''.d it h.ird 

A whistle s<'U'id(.d 

Desert rose suddcnlv and tumid to the rack above him. 
He took a parcel from .1 h.ii; Here,” he said, “these 
wretched thim,^^ ! Publish them it wju like.” 

Something clicked m Michael’s thro.it. 

“ Thanks, old man ! Thai’s ttr...t 1 (h*od-bye!” 

A sort of bc.iuty came into Dim rt's face. 

“ So long ! ” he .said. 

The tram moved. Michael withdrew his elbow*; tjttite 
still, he stared .at tlie motiunlcss tigure slowly borne fllODg, 
away. Carriage after carriage went by him, full o( Wne* 
jackets leaning out, clamouring, singing, waving 
chiefs and bottles. Guard s van now — the tail 
spread— a crimson blur— setting East— going^tt^ji^^ 

gone I i ' V. 

And that was all— was it ? He thrust the pai^^^iiltaw 
coat pocket. Back to Fleur, now ! Way of tK 
one man's meat, another’s poison ! He passed 14* 
his eye*. The dashed things were full <d— 




PART III 





aiAPTER I 

BANK HOLIDAY 

Whitsuntidf B.ink Holid.iv u.is producing its seaAonftl 
invasion of Hampstead Hcnih, and among the ascending 
swarm were tuo wiio meant to make moiicx m the morning 
and spend it in the atttrn(K>n. 

Tony Bicker, v, itii balloons and wife, embarked eariy on 
the Hampstt.J 'i idvo 

‘‘ You’ll see/' lie said, “ I’U tell the bloomin^ lot 
twelve o’clock, .Old we'll go <ui tilt bust,” 

Squcc/.ing Ills ,irm, Vmiorine fingered, through her drct«| 
a slight swelling just abo\e her right kntx*. It wat caufcd 
by fifty-four pounds fastened in the top of her tCocidng« 
She had hi tie feeling, now, against balloon*. They 
afforded temporary nourishment, till she had the few more 
pounds ncedlul for their passage- money. Tony lull bc^ 
litrv'cd he was going to screw salvation out of hit blessed 
balloons : he was ‘ that hopeful— J'ony,’ though their hegdl 
were only just above water on his taking*. And she n&ifed* 
With her secret she could afford to be indifferent new to tht 
stigma of gutter hawking. She had her story paU . FlOIII 
the evening paper, and from communion on ^bnsef uMl 
those interested in the national pastime, she had 
the necessary information about racing. She even ti&edol 
it with Tony, who had street-comer knowledge, 
she had prepared chapter and verse of two imaghtMJi^^^ 
a sovereign made out of stitching imaginary 
vested on the winner of the Two Thousand 
Rfolt «n tbe dead-heater for the Jabitee at skedi 
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with a third winner, still to be selected, would bring her 
imaginary innings up to the needed sixty pounds odd she 
would 80 soon have saved now out of ‘ the altogeilK'r.’ 
This tale she uould pitch to Tonv in a week nr two, reeling 
off by heart the wonderful luck she had kept from him until 
she had the whole of the money, ^lie would slip her fore- 
head against his eyes if he looked <it her too hard, and kiss 
his lips till his head was no longer tie a r And in tlie morn- 
ing they would wake up and take the ir passages, Sue'h was 
the plan of \^ctorinc, with five ten-puund and four one- 
pound notes in her stcM king, aitaehed to the pink silk stacs 

‘ Afternoon of a Dryad ’ had long been finishcel, and w is 
on exhibition at tlie Dumctrius (lallcry, with other works of 
Aubrey (Irccnc. \'ietorinc had p.ud a shilling to -et it ; 
had stood some furtive minutes ga/ing at that white body 
glimmering from among grass and spikey fh)wers, at the 
face, turned as if saying • “ I know secret ' ” 

“Bit of a genius, .\ubre\ Greene- tli.i: face is jolly 
good ! Scared, and hiding the face, Vie tonne had slipped 
away. 

Freim the very day when she had stood shivering outside 
the studio of .'Vubrey Grecnc she liad been in full work He 
had painted her three times — alw’ays nice, always polite, 
quite the gentleman ! And he had given her introductions. 
Some had painted her in clothes, some half-draped, some m 
that * altogether,’ which no longer troubled her, with the 
money swelling her stocking and Tony without suspicion. 
Not every one had been ' nice ' ; advances had been made 
to her, but she had nipped them in the bud. It would have 
meant the money quicker, but — Tony ! In a fortnight now 
ibe could snap her fingers at u all. And often on the wa\ 
home she stood by that plate-glass window, before the 
fruits, and the corn, and the blue butterflies . , . 

In the packed railway carriage they sat side by side, 
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Bickct, with tray on knee, debating where he had best 
stand. 

“ 1 fy\()ur the mokes,” he said at last, ** up by the pond. 
People'll h.ue mure monc\ than when they get down among 
the and uteo.muts ; and u>u ran go and sit in a 

chair by the { ond, like the seaside—-! don’t want ^ou witli 
me not till I've .M>ld out.'’ 

\’u tonne }irt 'cd his irm 

Aloni,' tlu (np md our on to tie' he.itli to north and south 
the h<iiida\ su.irins snt..,^d, iii perteet humour, carrying 
paper ba^^ lb and the pond ehiliirni, with tliin, grey- 
wliitt, ^pindh 1. cn \'ere paddling and shrillv cliattering, 
too eonteiu tit siniK Mdcrly couples crawled slowly by, 
wall juttinL' st'iinaehs, md l.iees dist floured bv the un- 
aei ustoiiu d i hnib (»:rls .md \ oung nii n wen few, for they 
were dispersed alr(.ul\ on the he.itli, in s- arch of a madder 
merriment. On benehes, m chairs ot green canvas or 
painted wood, liundreds were sitting, contemplating their 
tect, a'- it im.igining tlic waves of the sea. Now and again 
three donkeys would start, urged Irom l>chlnd, and slowly 
tittup their burdens along the pfind’s margin. Hawkers 
cried goods I at dark women told fortunes. Policemen 
stood eynieallv n<'ar them A man talked and talked and 
took his hat round. 

Tony Picket unslung his tra\. His cockney voice, 
wheedling and a little husky, offered his coloured aira with- 
out intermission. This was something like ! It was brbk ! 
And now and again he ga/.cd through the throng away 
across the pond, to where Victonnc would be seated 
in a canvas chair, looking different from every one-*>he 
knew. 

** Fine balloons— fine balkxms ! Six for a bob ! Kgoi^ 
Madam? Only sijipcnce. See the size! Buy, hay! 
Tyke one for the hi tic boy ! ” 
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No * aldermen * up here, but plenty in the mood to spend 
their money on a bit of brightness ! 

At five minutes before noon he snapped his tray to — not 
ft bally balloon left ! With six Bank Holidays a week he 
would make his fortune ! Tray under arm, he began to tour 
the pond. The kiddies were all right, but — good Lord — 
how thin and pale ! If he and Vic had a kid — but not they 
— not till they got out there ! A fat brown kid, chysin' 
blue butterflies, and the sun oozin’ out of him 1 Rounding 
the end of the pond, he walked sl^uly along the chairs. 
Lying back, elegant, with legs cros'i'd, in brown stockings 
shewing to the knees, and neat brown shoes with the flaps 
OVCr-~My ! she looked a treat — m a world of her own, like 
that I Something caught Bicket by the tliroat. Gosh ! 
He wanted things for her ! 

Well, Vic ! Pennv ! ” 

“ I was thinkin’ of Australia.” 

Ah ! It’s a gaudy long wait. Nc\er mind — Tve sold 
the bally lot. Which shall w*c do, go down among the trees, 
or get to the swings, at once i ” 

** The swings,” said Victorinc. 

Tht Vale of Health was in rhapsodic mood. The crowd 
flowed here in a slow, speechless stream, to the cries of the 
booth*:kcepcrs, and the owners of swings and cocoanuts. 

— or pitch! Now for the milky ones! 
»hy ! . . . W ho’s for the swings ? . . . Ices . . . 
. Fkc bananas ! ” 

. OiSt the merry-go-round under its vast umbrella the 
wbhhong seats were filled with girls and men. 
the music — slowly — faster — ^whirling out to the 
the chain, bodies bent back, legs stuck forward, 
imd speech dying, faces solemn, a little lost, hands 
tlte chains hard. Faster, faster ; slowing, slowing 
and the music silent. 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


la; 

“ My word ! ” murmured Viciorinc. " Come on, Tony ! ** 

They entered the enclosure and took their »eaU. Victor- 
ine, on the outside, locked her feet, instinctively, one over 
the other, and tnjhicning her clasp on the chains, curved her 
body to the motion. Her lips parted : 

“ J.or, Ton\ ' ” 

Faster, f.isur - tccry • iKr\c‘ and sense given to that 
motion ! 0-o-h ! It teas a Idling —flying round like that 
above the \sorlJ ! Faster- taster ! blower— slow, and the 
descent to earth 

“ Tony— It’s a\cn ! ” 

“Queer fedin' in \cr inside, when vou’rc swung right 
out ! ” 

“ Fd like II keel with the lop. Let’s go once more I ** 

“ Right-O ! ” 

Twice more liiey went — half his profit on baHoo&s! 
But who cared ? He liked to see her face. After that, 
six shies at the milky ones without a hit, an ice apiece; 
then arm-in-arm to find a place to eat their lunck That 
was the time Bicket enjoyed most, after the ginger*beer 
and sandwidics ; smoking his fag, w'lth Ids head on Jier 
lap, and the sky blue. A long time like that ; till at last ihe 
stirred. 

“ Let’s go and see the dancin’ ! ” 

In the grass enclosure ringed by the running paw, §om 
two dozen couples were jigging to a band. 

Victorinc pulled at Ins arm. “ 1 t^'ou/i/ love a wra I ** ' 

** Well, let’s ’avc a go,” said Bickci. “ This Olie4s||e4 
bloke’ll ’old my tray.’” 

They entered the ring. 

“ Hold me tighter, Tony 1 

Bicket obeyed. Nothing he liked better; nad 
their feet mo ved— to this tide and that. Th^ 
way, revolving, keeping time, oblivkms of ^ 
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“ You dance all Tony,” 

“ Tou dance a treat ! ” gasped Bicket. 

In the intervals, panting, they watched over the one- 
legged man , then to it again, till the band ceased for good. 

“ My word ! ” said Victorme “ They dance on board 
ship, Tony ! ” 

Bicket squeezed her waist, 

’* I’ll do the truk yet, if I hue to rob the Bank There^ 
nothin’ I wouldn’t do for you, \ ic ” 

But Victonne sinikd She iiad done the trnk alrcads 
The crowd willi parii-colourtd tu.es, tired, gt)od- 
humoured, frowsiK scented, strolled u\cr a bitiklield 
thick-strew'n with paper bags, banana peel, and newspapers. 

“ l/Ct’s hue* our tea, and one more swing,” s.ud Hiehet , 
“ then wc’Ilget o\cron the otlu r side among the trees ” 
Away over on tlie far side were many couples. The sun 
went very slowly down Those two sat under a hush and 
watched it go. A faint breczic swung and rustled the birch 
leaves. There was little human sound out here. All 
seemed to have come for silence, to be waiting for darkness 
in the hush. Now and then some stealthy spy would pass 
and scrutinise 

“ Foxes ! ” said Bicket. ” Gawd ! I'd like to rub their 
noses in it ! ” 

Victonne sighed, pressing closer to him. 

$Qine one was playing on a banjo now ; a voice singing 
It 'grew dusk, but a moon was somcw'hcrc rising, for little 
j shadows stoic out along the ground. 

' Tlwy spoke in whispers. It seemed wrong to raise the 
VolcC) a$ though the grcnc were under a spell. Even their 
whisperings were scarce. Dew fell, but they paid no heed to 
ic| With hands locked, and cheeks togctlier, they sat very' 
st^ Bicket had a thought. This was poetry^— -this was ! 
Darkness now, with a sort of faint and silvery glow, a sound 
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of drunken singing on the Sp.iniard’a Road, the whirr of 
belated cars returning from the nttrth- and suddenly an 
owl hooted 

“My!" nuirmured \ ictorinc, shivering: “An owl! 
Fancy ! 1 used to hear one :it Norbiton, I ’ope it's not 

bad luck ! ’’ 

Bicket rose and stretched himself 

“ Come oil ' " he said “ v\t\e ’ad a dy. Don’t you go 
catchin' u>ld ' " 

Arm-in-arni, ^lo\\]\, thr'iuidi the darkness of the birch- 
grove, the\ m uK their ua\ upuard> id<*d of the lamps, 
and tlie stnei, .md the aowdtd statnm, as though they had 
taken an o\t rdo^t of solitude 

Huddled in tie ir carnage on the TuIh’, Hicket idly turned 
the pages oi a derJiet paper But Vicforinc sat thinking of 
so mueh, tliat It vsas <is if siie thought of nothing. The 
swings and the gro\c in the d.irkncs», and the money in 
her slocking ^he wondered Tony hadn’t noticed when it 
aackled— -tlu re wasn’t a safe place to keep it in ! What wa« 
he looking at, with his c\es so fixed ? She peered, and read: 
" ‘ Atternoon ot a Dryad.’ The linking picture by Aubrey 
Greene, on exhibition at the Dumcirius Gallery.” 

Her heart Htopped l>cating. 

“ Cnpes ! ” said Bicket “ Ain’t that like you ? ** 

“ Like me ^ No ! ” 

Bicket held the paper closer. “ It ts. It’s like yon all 
over, ril cut that out. I’d like to see that picture.” 

The colour came up in her checks, reh ased from » heart 
beating too fast now. 

“ Tisn’t decent,” she said. 

“ Dunno about that ; but it’s awful like yon. It*l even 
got your smile.” £ 

Folding the paper, he began to tear the ihcet. Vic* 
torinc’s little finger pressed the notes beneath her stockbg. 
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** Funny,” she said, slowly, “ to think there’s people in 
the world so like each other.” 

** I never thought there could be one like you. Charin’ 
Cross ; we gotta cliange.” 

Hurrying along the rat-runs of the Tube, she slipped her 
hand into his pocket, and soon some scraps of torn paper 
fluttered down behind her following him in the crush. If 
only he didn’t remember where the picture was ! 

Awake in the night, she tliought : 

* I don’t care ; Tm eoing to get the rest of the money — 
that’s all about it.’ 

But her heart moved queerly within her, like that of one 
whose feet have trodden suddenly the quaking edge of a bog. 



CHAPTER II 

OFFICE WORK 

Michael sat correcting the pr<M>{\ of ‘ Counterfeit* 
book left by Wilfrid behind him 
“ Can you ^cc Butterfield, sir ? ** 

“ I can ” 

In Michael the word Butterfield excited an uneasy pride. 
The young man tultilK d with incrc.iMin,' .mutcss the function 
for which he had been engaged, on trial, tour month* ago. 
The head tr.u filer had even called him “ a find,” Next to 
‘ Copper Coin ’ he was the finest fc.ither in Michacr* cap*, 
The Trade were not buying, )et Butterfield wa» selling 
books, or 80 It was reported ; he appeared to have a natural 
gift of inspiring confidence where it wa* not justified. 
Danby and Winter had even entrusted to him the private 
marketing of that vellum-bound ‘ Limited ’ of ‘ADutt,’ 
by which they were hoping to recoup their losses OSI the 
ordinary edition. He was now cng.tgcd in working throtlgh 
a list of names considered likely to patronise the IWfc 
masterpiece. This method of private approach had Ibsss 
suggested by himself. ^ ‘ ./t 

“ You see, sir,” he h.ad said to Michael : I Wt 

about Cou^. Well, you can't work that on , 

they’ve got no capacity for faith. What can f 

Every day they buy all sorts of stuff, alwa)^ them-' 

selves on past sales. You can’t find one in , 

back the future. But with private gentJemmi;iijU ^ 
ally private ladies, you can leave a thought um thmal^ 
231 
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Cou^ docs — pat it into them again and again that dav by 
day in every way the author’s gettin’ better and better ; 
and ten to one when you go round next, it’s got into tlieir 
subconscious, especially if }'ou take ’em just after lunch or 
dinner, when they're a bit drnv\sv Let me lake my own 
time, sir, and I’ll put that edition over for you.” 

“Well,” Michael had answered, “if you can inspire 
confidence in the future of mv go\ernor, Butterfield, vou'll 
deserve more than your ten per ecru ” 

“ I can do it, sir ; it's just a qui srion of faith,” 

“ But you haven’t any. have vou ? ’’ 

“Well, not, so to speak, in the author — but I’ve got 
faith that I can give ihrm faith in him ; that’s the real 
point,” 

“I see — the three-card stunt; inspire the faith you 
haven’t got, that the c.ird is tin re, and they'll take it 
Well, the disillusion is not immediate — v'ou’ll probably 
always get out of the room m tune (jo ahead, then ' ” 

The young man Butterfield had smiled 
The uneasy part ot the pride inspired in Michael now by 
the name was due to old Forsyte’s continually saying to 
him that he didn’t know — he couldn’t tell — there was that 
young man and his story about Elderson, and they got no 
further. ... 

“ Good morning, sir Can you spare me five minutes ? ” 
“ Come in, Butterfield. Bunkered wdth ‘ Duct ’ ? ” 

“No, sir. I’ve placed forty already. It’s another 
matter.” Glancing at the shut door, the young man came 
cloter. 

“ Vm working my list alphabetically. Yesterday I was 
in the E’s.” His voice dropped. “ Mr, Elderson.” 

, “ Phew I ” said Michael “ You can give btm the go-by.” 
“ As a fact, sir, I haven’t.” 

“ What I Been over the top ? ” 



THK WHITE MONKEY 


*33 


“ Yes, sir. Last night.” 

“ Good for you, Butterfield ' What happened f ” 

“ I didn’t send my name m, sir - just the firm’.s card.” 
Mkhael was const ii>U5 of a \cr\ human malice in the 
voung man’s \oicc and face. 

“WelP" 

“ Mr. Fldcrson, sir, was at hl^ wine I’d thought it out, 
and I he^.in .ts if I’d netcr seen him bcfori Wh.U Struck 
me v\as he t(H.k m\ i i.t ' ” 

“ Didn't ku k \ou t'.it ' " 

“Far fruin it, sir lii s.od at onto: ‘But my name 
down for two t'lpn s ’ ” 

Michael unnii' ^ ” ’’l "u kuih fi..d .» ner\e ” 

“No, Nir , lint's jii't i Mr 1 Idtrsoii gut it between 
t^ind and water He didn't like it a little bit.” 

I don’t taig,” said .\lu h ul 

“ M\ beitr; in t}l:^ tirni'-' sjr lie knows you’re 

a partner lure, .ind Mr I'orsc tc’^ soti-indaw, doesn’t he ? ” 

“ IK docs ’ 

“ Weii, sir, )oii sec the connee tion - two directors bclicv' 
mg nie--not him 'Ih.it's whv I didn’t nuss him out. 1 
fancied It’d shake him up. 1 h i, } i la d to .see his face in the 
sideboard ab I went out U a got the wind up all 
right.” . 

Mich.icl bit his ion finger, (onui.au of a twinge of 
mpathy with Iddcrbun, ‘s icyr a ii> with the first strand of 
cob-web round his hind kg 
“ Thank you, Butterht Id,” he s. • 1 
Wiicn tlic \oung man was gone, he sat stabbing hift 
blotiing-pap>er witii a p.iper-kmfe. What curious * class’ 
sensation was this ’ Or was it raercK fellow-feeling with 
the hunted, a tremor ..t the way things found one <m| ? 
For, surely, this was real evidence, and he would have to 
pass it on to his father, and ‘ Old Forsyte.’ EldcfWfi’s 
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nerve mtttt have gone phut, or hcM have said : “ You 
impudent young scoundrel — get out of here ! ” That, 
clearly, was the only right greeting from an innocent, and 
the only advisable greeting from a guilty man Well ! 
Nerve did fail sometimes — even the best. Witness the very 
proof-sheet he had just corrected ; 

The Cocrt M/vRri-\E 
“ See Vre ! Tm nndi o’ lurves and blood 
The syme as yf>u, not im mt to be 
Fro/i ^{ifT up to me ribs m mud. 

You try it, like I ’.jvc, an’ see 1 
***A\c, you snug beauty bras-> hats, when 
You stkk what I stuck out that d’v, 

An’ keep ycr ruddy ’carts up— then 
You’ll learn, maybe, the right to s’y ; 

**‘Takc aht an’ shoot ’im in the snow, 

Shoot ’im for couardicc! ’E who serves 
His King and Country ’s got to know 

There’s no such bloody thing as nerves/ ^ 

Good old Wilfrid ! 

** Yes, Miss Perren ? ’* 

** The letter to Sir James Foggart, Mr. Motrf ; you told 
■ IM to remind you. And will you sec Miss M^nuclli ? ” 

. /^‘IftnManu Oh! Ah! Yes/’ 

girl wife, whose face they bad used on Storbert’s 

BOVely the model for Aubrey G’'ccnc’s ! Michael rose, 

for, the ghrl was in the room already. 

‘<I..tmhembcr that / jss ! ’ he thought: ^ Fleur never 

“Whet am I do for you, Mrs. Bicket i How’s Bicket, 

, tSr, thank you." 
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“ Wcll^ we all arc, Mrs. Bicket.^ 

“ Beg pardon ? ” 

“ In the air — don’t you think ? But y'ou didn*t comc to 
tell me that ” 

“ No, sir.” 

A slight flush in those s.dlow cheeky fingers concerned 
with the tips of the worn i.’lovc'?, lips uncertain ; but the 
eves steady — really an un<.f»mmon girl ’ 

** You remember gtvin’ me a note to iMr. Crccne, sir f ” 

‘M do; and I’ve seen the result; it’s topping, Hn, 
Bicket.” 

“ Yes But It's got into the papers — my husband saw it 
there last nierht ; and of coiir^c, he d^K'sn’t know about me.** 
Phew ! 1 <*r what had he let tliiN girl in * 

“ I’ve m.Kie a lot of money at it, sir— almost enough for 
our passage to .\ustralia ; but now I’m friglitcncd. * I»n*t 
it like you ? ’ he said to me. I tore the paper op, but 
suppose he remember.'* the name of the (jallcry and goes to 
sec the picture! That’s even much more like toe I He 
might go on to Mr. Greene bo would you mind, sir, 
speaking to Mr. Greene, and beggin’ him to say itwaf iomc 
one else, in ease Tonv did go 1 ’* 

« Not a bit,” said Michael But do you think Bickct 
would mind so very much, considering what it’i doofi for 
you ? It can be quite a rcspect.ihlc profession.** 

Victorinc’s hands moved up to her breast. 

Yes,” she said, simply. ” I have been quite 
And I only did it because we do so want to get aWfty, iiwi I 
conldn*t bear secin* him standin’ in the gutter theit 
those balloons in the fogs. But Pm ever so scared, wr, wmJ* 
Michael stared. 

“ My God ! ** he said ; “ money’s an evil ditttgl** ^ , 
Victorine smiled faintly. ** The want of it it, I knflW 
“ How much more do you need, Mr». Bicket I 
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“ Only another ten pound, about, sir.” 

“ I can let you have that.” 

Oh ! thank you ; but it’s not thai—I can easy earn 
it — I’ve got used to it ; a few more days don’t matter.” 

” But how are you going to account for having the 
money ” 

“ Say I won it bettin’.” 

“ 7htn / ” said Michael. “ Look here ! Say you came 
to me and I advanced it. If Buket repavs it from Aus- 
tralia, I can always put it to your credit again at a bank out 
there. I’ve got you into a liole, in a way, and I’d like to get 
you out of it.” 

“ Oh I no, sir ; you did me a service. I don’t want to 
put you about, telling falsehoods for me.” 

“ It won’t worry me a bit, Mrs Bickct I can he to the 
umtccnih when there’s no liarm in it. The great thing for 
you ifi to get away sharp Arc there many other pictures 
of you f ” 

” Oh ! yes, a lot — not that you’d recognise them, I think, 
they’re so square and funny.” 

“ Ah 1 well — Aubrey Greene has got you to the life ! ” 

“ Yes ; it’s like me all over, Tony says ” 

Quite. Well, I’ll speak to Aubrey, I shall be seeing 
him at lunch. Here’s the ten pounds ! That’s agreed, 
then f You came to me to-da) — see ? Say you had a 
brain wave, I quite understand the whole thing. You’d 
do a lot for him ; and he’d do a lot for you. It’s all right — 
don’t cry!” 

Victorine awallowcd violently. Her hand in the worn 
glove returned his squeeze. 

“Fd tell him to-night, if I were you,” said Michael, 
«and ni get ready.” 

When she had gone he thought : * Hope Bickct won’t 
think 1 received value for that sixty pounds ! ’ And, 
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pressing his bell, he resumed the stabbing of his blotting- 
paper. 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont ? ” 

“ Nou let’s get on with it. Miss Perren.” 

‘‘‘Diar Sir Jamks Fo(.(.\Rr.'- We have given the 
utmost ('(tnsivleration to yiur very intcrtsiing-cr-* pro- 
duction W ink w'c arc of opinion that the views so 
well cxprc'cscd on the present condition of Hritain in 
relation to the rest of the world arc of great value to 
all - or— flunking persons, we do not feel that there are 
enough--er- - thinking persons to make it possible to 
publish the book, except at a loss The — cr-tlicsis that 
Britain should now look for sahation through adjustment 
ol markets, popuhoion, supplv and demand, wnthin the 
Empire, put with such exceedingly plain speech, will, we 
are afraid, get the goat of all the poliinal parlies; nor 
do we feel that \our plan of emigrating boys and girls 
in large quantities before they arc sjuulcd by British 
town life, can do otherwise than irritate a working^^lass 
which knows nothing of conditions outside its own connuy, 
and IS notably averse to giving its children a chance in any 
other.’ ” 

“ Am I to put that, Mr Mont 

“ Yes ; but tone it in a bit Er ” 

“ ‘ Final!), your view that the land should be vied to 
grow foexi is so very unusual in these days, that we feel 
your book would have a hostile Press except from the Old 
Guard and the Die-hard, and a few folk with vUiom* ” 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont ? ” 

*“ In a period of veering — er — transitions Jeoep that, 
Miss Perren— ‘ and the airy unreality of hopet that have 
long gone up the spout * — almost keep that — * any Khenit 
that looks forward and defers harvest for twenty yeaiv,|ttuit 
be exuaordinarily unpopular. For all these reatcmi yOB will 
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lee how necessary it is for you to—cr — seek anothcj 
publisher. In short, we are not taking any. 

“ ‘ With — cT — ’ what you like — ‘ dear Sir James Foggart, 
“ ‘ We are your obedient servants, 

“‘Danby and Winter,’’' 

** W'hcn you’ve translated that, Miss Perren, bring it in, 
and I’ll sign it.” 

“ Yes. Only, Mr. Mont — I thought you were a Soeiahst. 
This almost scemt>~forgivc my asking ? ” 

“ Miss Perren, it’s struck me latch that labels are ‘ off,' 
How can a man be anything at a time when evcrytliing’g 
the air ? I.a)ok at the Liberals They can’t see the 
tituation whole because of Free Trade ; nor can the Labour 
Fwty because of their Capital levy; nor can the Tories 
because of Protection ; they’re all hag-ridden by catch- 
ivords! Old Sir j.imc* Foggart’s jelly well right, but 
Aobody’s going to listen to him. His book will be waste 
|)apet if anybody ever publishes it. 'The world’s unreal 
just now, Miss Perren ; and of all countries w’c’rc the most 
unmL” 

«Why,llr.Mont?” 

«Why? Because with the mo«t stickfast of all the 
nntiblial temperaments, we’re holding on to what’s gone 
more bust for us than for any other counir\ . Anyway, Mr. 


Dulby lltoulcln’t have left the letter to me, if be didn’t 
DMtill Wt to enjo)’ myself. Oh ! and w hile wcTc about it — 
INrbfOt tonefusc Harold Master’s new book. It’s a mistake, 
&i^,i^y)POH*thavc it.” 

' Mr. Mont ? * The Sobbing Turtle ' was such 


this new thing Master’s got hoM of an idea 
lApilttlim forces hi m to say something. Winter says 
* The Sobbing Turtle ’ as such a work of 
«|j(li|«»ja^^tobcdown andMr.Oajiby 
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calls the book an outrage on human nature. So tltcrc’s 
nothing for it. Let’s have a shot : 

“ ‘ My Dlar Mastlr, — In the cxhDaralion of your ittb- 
ject it lias ob\iously not occurred to you that you’ve bait 
up the show. In ‘The Sobbing Tunic* you were abso- 
lutely in tunc with half the orchestra, and that — cr— the 
noisiest half. You were chamiiiigly archaic, and securely 
cold-blooded. But now, what h.tve you gone and done f 
Taken the last Marquesan isLinder for )our hero and put 
him down in London town I 'lh< thing’s a searching satire, 
a real cnticMU ol life. I’m suit \ ou didn’t mean to be con- 
temporar) , or want to burrow into reality ; but your 
8ob]cct has run (-if with \ou. Cold acid and cold blood are 
very different thin-’s, \ou I now, i«) s.iy nothing of yottf 
having had to dn-p the anli.iic Tcrsonaliy, of course, I 
think this mw thing miles Ixttcr than ‘The Sobbing 
Turtle,’ wlmh was a nne litil* affair, but nothing to make 
a song about Hut I’m not the public, and I’m not the 
critics. Tlie \ oung and thin v\ ill be aggrieved by your lack 
of modernitc, thev’ll s.iv u)u’rc moralising; the old and 
fat will call vou bitter and destructive ; and the ordinary 
public will i.'ke your M.irquesan ^criomsl), and rcieat your 
making him superior to tiumselvcs. 'i’hc proepecti, you 
see, arc not gaudy. Hoa d’you think we’re going to *gct 
away ’ with sucli a book ? Well, we’re not ! Slkk il the 
fiat of the firm. I don’t agree with it. I’d publilh it to- 
morrow ; but needs must when Danby and 
So, with every personal regret, I return what tl lyaUv a 
masterpiece. 

“ ‘ Always youjfi, 

“ ‘ Michael awntir . 

« D’you know, Miss Perren, I don’t thiidt 
tranilatc that ? ” 

** I’m afeaid it would be difficult,” 
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“ Right-0, then ; but do the otlicr, please. I’m going to 
take my wife out to see a picture ; back by four. Oh ! and 
if a little chap called Bicket, that we u.sed to h.ive here, calls 
any time and asks to sec me, he’s to come up ; but I want 
warning first Whll \ou let them know dov^nstalrs ^ ” 

“Yes, Mr Mont Oh! didn’t- uasn’i that Miss 
ManuLlli the model tor tin- wrapper on Mr Storberi’s 
novel r ” 

“ She was, Miss i\-rrtii , alone I loi-nd lur.” 

“ She’s ver\ lntere^tlng-looklng, isn’t she ? ” 

She’s unique, I'm afraid.’ 

** She needn’t mind that, I should think ” 

That deptndsj” >aki MkhaO , and stabbed his blotting- 

paper. 



cii\rri'R HI 

* ArrFRsoo.s 01- \ i»R’4\n* 

Fli t r w still 1 ,’r.ju fulK Ltirm ilini: n '>1 Mich.tcf 
'the elc\(.uth haniiiot/ nn\\ Jue ni ihout two 
months' time She set nietl to h* .i«i i{ tii':,' In r>t If, m mlnvl 
.uivl hods , to the «]im i .uui p' rsisit lu i-mi. i. non ot the heir 
MkImlI knew til It, Irttin the toliowina the tn-truciions 
of her motlur, she hid he>-n intluetKinj^ his se\, repeating 
to lu Tsclf, evirs ivuiiiu’ before ialline: a hep, anel every 
inorninp on waMin: the words "Day by da), in every 
was, he is getting nior- and more male,” to infect the 
subeonsi'ious whieh, ts'r'.bods now .said, tontrollcd the 
course of es’eiit-, and that sft< was ab>t tining from the 
Swords “ I mil have a tt< s',” for nhn, setiuu' up a reaction, 
cs'ershod) iuid, wa-. 1. ible to produei a girl Michael 
noted that she turned more and mor^ to her mother, as if 
the French, or more naturali^tu, idi o| her, iiad taken 
charge of a process wlneh had to do with the biidy. She 
was lreL|uentl' at Mapledurham, going down in Sr>amcs' 
car, and her nuithcr was frique fitly m S)uth Square. 
.'Vnnette's hand orne prcscruc, with its tendency to black 
lace was always pleasing to Mieiiael, who had never for- 
gotten her espousal of his suit in days when it was a foflom 
iiopc. Though he still felt only on the threshold of Flcur*S 
heart, and was preparing to play second fiddle to * the 
eleventh baronet,’ he wa^ infinitely easier in mind ftiaoe 
Wilfrid had Uen gone, .-Vnd he watched, with a sort ol 
amused adoration, the way m which slic focutied her 
241 
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CoHecting powers on an object that had no epoch, a process 
that did not date. 

Personally conducted by Aubrey Greene, the expedition 
to view his show at the Dumctrlus Gallery left South 
Square after an early lunch. 

** Your Dr)’ad c.'unc to me this morning, Aubrey,” said 
Michael in the cab. “ She wanted me to ask you to put up 
a barrage if by any cliance her husband blows round to 
accuse you of painting his wife. It seems he’s seen a 
reproduction of the picture.” 

Umm ! ” murmured the painter : “ Shall I, Fleur ? ” 

‘‘ Of course you must, Aubrey ' ” 

Aubrey Greene’s smile slid from her to Michael. 

Well, u'liat’s his name f ” 

Bicket.” 

Aubrey Greene fixed Lis eyes on space, and murmured 

•lowly; 

^‘An angry young liusband called Bicket 

Said : ‘Turn yourself round and I’ll kick it ; 

You have painted my wdfe 
In the nude to the life. 

Do you think, Mr. Greene, it was cricket ? ’ ” 

‘•Oht Aubrey!” 

** Chuck it ! ” said Michael, “ I’m serious. She’s a most 
>lucky little creature. She’s made the money they wanted, 
Iftd rqaabed respectable,” 

” So fur as I’m concerned, certainly.” 
i■♦‘Wffl,I^houldthmkso.” 

>wiif, Fkut I ” 

not a vamp, Aubrey ! ” 

Alf |tt*tter of fact, she excited my esthetic sense.” 

save her from some aesthete* I ” muttered 

' * :: 

^ ilihxt oomci from Putney.” 
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There you have a real reasoQ. Then, you will put up 
a barrage if Bicket blows in ? ** 

Aubrey Greene laid hia hand on his heart. “ And here 
wc are ! ” 

For the convenience of the ckventh baronet Michael had 
chosen the hour when the proper patrons of Aubrey Greene 
would still be lunchini; A shfh'k-lic.idcd vounji^ man and 
three palc-grccn ^^irls ah^nc Wandered among the picture*. 
The painter led the way at once to masterpiece ; and for 
some minutes stood Klorc it in a suitable paralyti*. 
To speak too soon in praise would ne\cr do ; to speak too 
Lite would be equally tactless ; to speak too fulsomely 
would jar; to mutter coldly- ‘Mery nice — very nice 
indeed ' ” would blight. To aa> bluntly : “ Well, old maQy 
to tell you the truth, I dun’t like ii a little bit ! ” would get 
his goat. 

At last Michael pinched Fleur gently, and she said : 

“It really js charming, Aubrey; and awfully lUcc — At 
least ’’ 

“ So far as one can toll But really, old man, )Wi*ve 
dune it in once Fm afraid Bicket will think so, anyway.” 

“ Dash that ! ” muttered the painter. “ How do yoa 
find the colour values ? “ 

“Jolly fine; especially the flesh; don’t you think Ao, 
Fleur f ” 

“ Yes ; only I should have lik' d that shadow down the 
side a little deeper.” 

“ Ye* ? '* murmured the painter : “ Perhaps \ ** 

“ You’ve caught the spirit,” said Michael ** But I 
you what, old man, you’re for it— the thing’s fOtSkCAlliing*^ 
I don’t know what the critic* will do to you.” : Mv 

Aubrey Greene smiled. “That was the wofAt^oC;!^. 
She kd me on. To get an idea’* fatal.” i V '• ? 

“ Personally, I don’t agree to that ; do f 
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“ Of course not ; only one doesn’t say so.” 

“ Time we did, instead of kow-towing to the Caf<^ C’rillon 
I say, the hair’s all nglit, and so are the toes — they curl as 
you look at ’em,” 

” And it jr a relief not to get legs painted in streak) 
cubes. The asphodels rather remind one of the flowers in 
(vCHtnardo’s ‘ Virgin of the Rocks,’ Aubrey ” 

” The whole thing’s just a bit Lconardoish, old ni.iii 
You’ll have to live that down ” 

“Oh! Aubrey, my father's seen it I believe he’s 
biting. Something \nu s.iid impressed him -.ibnut our 
white monkey, d’you renumber ^ ” 

Aubrey Greene threw up his hands. “ Ah ! That v.hite 
monkey — to have painted that ' Eat the fruit and chuck 
the rinds around, and ask with your c)cs what it’s all 
about.” 

“ A moral 1 ” said Michael : “ 7'akc c.ire, tdd man ! 
Well ! Our taxiks running up Come along, Eleur ; we’ll 
Jeave Aubrey to his conscience.” 

Once more in the cab, he took her arm. 

“That poor little snipe, Bickct ! Suppose I’d come on 
’ you a# he’ll come on his wife ! ” 

“ I shouldn’t have looked so nice.” 

“ Ob ! yes ; much nicer ; though she looks nice enough, 
1 must say.” 

“ Then why should Bickct mind, in these days of cmanci* 
Sjn ? ** 

Good Lord, ducky ! You don’t suppose 
^ ^ mean, wc emancipated people have got into 
linking wc’rc the world — well I we aren't ; 
>resccncc, small, and noisy. Wc talk as if all 
UC8 and prejudices had gone ; but theyVe no 
i really, you know, than the rows of villas and 
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** Why this outburst, Michael ? ” 

\\ ell, darling, I’m a bit fed-up with the attitude of our 
crowd. If cmancip.ition were true, one could stick it ; but 
It’s not. There isn’t ten per cent, difference between now 
,ind thirty )cars ago.” 

“ How do you know ? You weren’t .ilivr ” 

“ No ; but I read the papers, and i.di. to the man in the 
street, and look at people’s f.iccs f>ur lot think they’re the 
tablecloth, but tlicy’re onI\ the frim:e D’you know, only 
one hundred and htt\ thous md p<upl{ m this country have 
c\er heard a Beahoven S\mphoin ^ H<»w many, do you 
suppose, think old U a back number ^ Eue tliousand, 
perhaps, out of fort\ -t\\o millions How's that for emanci- 
pation ? " 

He slopped, observing that her evclids h.id dri wiped. 

“ I was thinking, Michael, that I should like to change 
my bedroom curtains to blue I savv the exact colour 
yesterday at Harton’s They s.iy blue lias an effect on the 
mind — the present curtains really are loo jazzy.” 

The eleventh baronet ' 

“ Anything you like, darling Have a blue ceiling if it 
helps 

“ Oh, no ! But I think I’ll change the carpet, too; 
there’s a lovclv powder blue at Harion’s.” 

“ Then get it. Would you like to go there now f I can 
take the Tube back to the office.” 

Yes, I think I’d better. I might miss it.” 

Michael put his head out of the window. 
please ! ” And, replacing his hat, he looked at her. 
Emancipated! Phcwl 
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AFTERNOON OF A BICKET 

Just about that moment HuIvCt re-entered liis sitting-room 
and deposited hio tray. All the morning under the sltadow 
of St. Paul’s he had re-lived Bank Holiday. Exceptionally 
tired in feet and legs, he was ah>o itcliing mentally. He had 
promised himself a refreshing look from time to time at 
what was almost like a plioto of Vie herself And he had 
lott; the picture I Yet he had taken nothing out of his 
pockets — just hung his coat up. Had u jogclcd out in the 
crash at the station, or had he missed his p, .cket opening and 
dropped it in the carriage ? And he had wanted to see the 
original, too. He remembered that the Gallery began with 
« * D/ and at lunch-time squandered a penny-halfpenny to 
.look up the names. Foreign, he was sure — the picture 
being naked. ‘Dumetrius?’ Ah! 

Back at his post, he had a bit of luck. * That alderman,* 
he had not seen for months, came by. Intuition 
BLftdehhn say at once : “ Hope I see you well sir. Never 
lotgotten your kindness.” 

* iklerman,’ who had been staring up as if he saw 
on the dome of St. Paul’s, stopped as though 
by cramp. 

i ** he said ; ** what kindness t Oh ! bal- 
were no good to me ! ” 

Tm Bare,” said Bicket humbly. 

you arc!” muttered the * alderman'; 

H agaia.'* 
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Half-a-crown ! A whole half-crown ! Bicket*s eycu 
pursued the hastening form. “ Good-luck ! he said softly 
to himself, and began putting up his tray. “ IMl go home 
and rest my feet, and tyke Vic to see that picture. It*ll be 
funny lookin’ at it together ” 

But she was not in He sat down and smoked a fag. He 
felt aggrieved that she was out, this the first atternoon he 
had taken ofi Of course she couldn’t st.iv in all day! 

Still ! He waited tueiu) minutes, then put on Michacri 

suit and shoes 

* rU go and s( e it alone,’ he thought ‘ It’ll cost half at 
much. The) e'..irgc you sisprme, I expect,’ 

They charged him a slnlling — a shilling ' One fourth of 
his day’s earnings, to see .a picture ! He entered bashfully. 
There were ladles who smelled of scent and had drawling 
voices but not a patch on Vic for looks. One of thcs&» 
behind him, said • 

“ Sec ! There's Aubrc) Greene himself I And tbar*t the 
picture they’re talking ot—‘ .Afternoon of a Dryad.*” 

They passed him and mo\cd on Bicker followed. At 
the end of the room, bctwci n their draperies and catalogues, 
he glimpsed the picture. A slight sweat broke out oo his 
forehead. Almost life-size, among the flowers aitd spiky 
grasses, the face smiled round at liim — very image of Vk I 
Could some one in the world be like her as all that ? The 
thought offended him, as a collector is offended findhlg idle 
duplicate of an unique possession. ^ 

“ it’s a wonderful picture, Mr. Greene. What a type 
A young man without hat, and fair hair slidsiig baclyv 
answered : 

A find, wasn’t she ? ” , . 

“ Oh ! perfect ! the very spirit of a wood 9yilip^|' liiT 
myncrious ! ” 

lltewordtlutbetoagcdtoVic! 
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she lay for all to look at, just because some beastly woman 
was made like her ! A kind of rage invaded Bicket’s throat, 
caused his cheeks to burn ; and with it came a queer 
physical jealousy. That painter ! What business had he 
to paint a woman so like Vic as that — a woman that didn't 
mind lyin’ like that ! They and their talk about cahryscuro 
and paganism, and a bloke called Leneardo ! Blast their 
drawling and their tricks! He tried to move away, and 
could not, fascinated by that ethgv, so uncannily re- 
sembling what he had thought belonged to himself alone 
Silly to feel so had o\er a ‘ unnudenee,’ but he felt like 
smashing tlie glass and cutting the bodv up into little bits 
The ladies and the painter pa'^s( d on, lea\ing him alone 
before the picture Alone, he did not mind so much. The 
face was mournluMike, and loiuK, aiui — and teasing, with 
iu smile. It sort of haunted \ou— it did’ ‘VWll!’ 
thought Buket, ‘ I'll get home to \'ic. Glad I didn’t bring 
her, after all, to see hersclf-likt If I w.»s an alderman, I’d 
buy the blinkin' thing, and burn it ! ' 

And there, in the cnirancc-lobb), talking to a ‘dago,’ 
stood — his vcr\ own ‘ alderman ! ’ Bickct paused in sheer 
amazement 

” It’s arithing name, Mr. Forth) le,” he heard the Dago 
say ; “ hith prlthcs are going up ’’ 

** That’s all very well, Dumetrius, but it's not cverv IhkI) 's 
money in the^e days- - too higidy-hnished, altogether ! ” 

** Well, Mr. Fortin te, to \uu 1 take v>tf ten per thent.” 

” Take off twenty and I’ll bu\ it ” 

That Dago’s shoulders moimied ilx)vc his hairy ears - 
they did ; and what a smile ' 

** Mithtcr Forthyte I Fitteen, ihir ! ” 

‘'.Well, you’re doing me; but send it round to m\ 
daughter’s in South Square — you know the number. 
Wto do you close i ” 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


H9 


“ D.w after to-mc'rrow, thir.” 

So ! Tlic c(uintcrftMt oi \ ic had pone to that ‘ alderman/ 
had it ? Bickct uttered a sa\npc httlc sound, and «lunk 
out 

He \Nalkcd uith a queer feclinp Had he pot unneccBSary 
wind up? Alter all, it wasn’t her Hut to knt)W that 
another \m man C(>uld smile that \\a\, )i.i\e fn/zv-ended 
short hhuk liair, and he all cur\cd the saiiu ' And at ever)' 
woman’s pa''^inp fact Ik looked- vo differmt, so utterly 
unlikt \ le’s ’ 

W hen 1k‘ n u hed home she was standmp in the middle of 
t K rwm, with la r hps to a halloon AH around her, on the 
door, ('hairs, table, niantelpn u , wire tlu hlown-oul shapcfl 
of lus stock ; one by one i1k\ h u\ floaitd from her lips and 
sckctid their own rcstmp places {hu(, preen, orange, 
purple, blue, (i']i\»ninp uitii their colour tlic dinpy little 
-pace All In'- balloons blown up ' And there, in hex bcft 
clothes, die stood, smiling, queer, excited. 

“ \\ hat in thunder ' ” said Hu ket 

Raisinp )kt dre-', slu r(»ok sr.mc cra( klinp notes from the 
top of lu r stoikinp, and held tium out to him. 

“ See ! bLXi)-luur pounds, Tuny ! Tve got it alL We 
can go ” 

“ irhpi/'* 

** I had a brain wavo- went to that Mr. Mont who gave 
us the clothes, and he's ad\ an- cd it. We can pay it back, 
some day. Isn’t it a marcel ? ” 

Bicker’s c\cs, startled like a r.ibbit’s, toc»k in her tmlle, 
her excited flu'll!, and a strange feeling shot throogh all hif 
body, as if ttry were taking him in ! She wasn^l like Vic ! 
No ! Suddenly he felt her arms round him, felt her moitt 
lips on his. She clung so tight, he could not move. Hit 
head went round. 

“At last I At last! Isn’t it fine? Kiss me, Tony | ^ 
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Bicket kiBScd ; his vertigo was real, but behind it, for 
tlw mcjmcnt stifled, what sense of unreality ! . . . 

Was it before night, or in tlic night, that the doubt first 
came— ghostly, tapping, fluttering, haunting— then, in the 
dawn, jabbing through his soul, turning him rigid. The 
money — the picture — the lost paper — that sense of un- 
reality ! This story she had told him ! Were such tilings 
possible ? Why should Mr. Mont advance that money ? 
She had seen him — that was certain ; the room, the secre- 
tary — you couldn’t mistake licr dcs(.ription of that Miss 
Perren. Why, then, fed this jabbing doubt ? The money 
— such a lot of money ! Not wall Mr. Mont — never — he 
was a gent ! Oh ! Swine that he was, to have a thought 
like that — of Vic ! He turned his back to her and tried to 
sieep. But once you got a thought like that — sleep ? No ! 
Hefiace among the balloons, the way she had smothered his 
'eyes. arid turned his head — so that he couldn’t think, couldn’t 
go into it and ask her questions ! A prey to dim doubts, 
'schings, uncertainty, tiirills of hope, and visions of ‘ Aus- 
trvlia/ Bicket arose haggard. 

- ^WcU,” he said, over their cocoa and margarined bread : 

mtui we Mr. Mont, that’s certain.” And suddenly he 
{added: “ Vic ? ” looking straight into her face. 

mwwcred his look — straight, yes, straight. Oh! he 
n/inig t proper sw ine ! . . . 

t. WIm he had left the house Victorine stood quite still, 
hflOds pressed against her chest. She had slq?t less 
ht> Sidll u a mouse, she had turned and turned the 
S * Did 1 take him in ? Did I ? ’ And if not — 
t Sh* took out the notes which had bought — or boW ? 

counted them once more. And the 
burned within her. Had she wanted to 
;that before men ? Hadn't she been propedy 
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pounds three months ago from that sculptor, who was wild 
about her ; or — so he said ! But she had stuck it ; yes, she 
had. Tony had nothing against her really — even if he 
knew it all. She liad done it for him----Wcll ! mostly— for 
him selling those balloons day after day in all weathers! 
But for her, thev uoiilJ snll be snirk, and an«>ther winter 
coming, and uncrnplo\mrnt — so they said in the paper— to 
be worse and worse ! Stuck in the fogs and the cold, again ! 
Ugh ! Her chest was still funny sometimes ; and he alwayt 
hoarse And tins poky little room, and the bed so small 
that she couldn’t stir without w. iking him Why shoold 
Tony doubt her ? For he did — she had felt it, heard it in 
his “ We ? ” Would Mr. Mont convince him i Tony was 
sharp! Her head drooped. The unfairnc.ss of it alii 
Some had ever) thing to their hand, like that pretty wife of 
Mr. Mont’s ! And if one tried to find a wav and get out to a 
new chance — then — then — this ! She flung her hair back. 
Tony muji believe— he should ! If he w'ouldn’t, let ium 
look out. She had done nothing to be ashamed of I No 
indeed ! And with the longing to go in front and iukd htf 
happiness along, she got out her old tin trunk, axKl bcgtfl 
with careful method to put things into it. 
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“I fancy I have, sir. It didn’t seem to go with my 
position.” 

** No,” said Soames. “ Fleur seems well.” 

** Yes, she’s splendid/ She does the Cou^ stunt, \ ou 
know,” 

Soames stared. “ Tiint’s her mother,” he said ; “ I 
can’t tell. Good-b)c ! ( )h ! I w.int to know ; what’s the 
meaning of that expre.sMon ‘ eot hi.^ goat ? ’ ” 

“ * Got his go.it } ’ Oh, niHd his dander, if you know 
what that means, it wa'> kt<>rc in\ time.” 

“I see,” said Soames ; “ I had it right, then. Well ! ” 
He tamed. His hack was vcr\ neat and real It vanished 


through the doorvsay, and uith it sccincd to go the sense 
ofdc6nition. 

Michael took up the proofs, .inJ rcM two poems. Bitter 
iM quinine ! The unrest m them - til earning behind the 
< WOlds 1 Notliing Chiiif.sc tlierc ! /il all, the ancients — 
■ like Old Forsyte, and his father in 1 -y different way — 
had an anchor down. ‘ What is iiV^^rhought Mich.icl. 
‘What’s wrong with us ? We're qukL ^md clever, cock- 
sure, and dissatisfied. If only somcthiiL ^'ould enthuse us, 
pr get our goats I We’ve chucked rchf ' tradition, pro- 
|erty,pity; and in their place we put at > Beauty ? 

Odshl Sec Waller Kaiing, and the Caf^ Ion! And yet 

'5^1?© ttmtt be after somctliing I Bettt^. d ^ Doesn’t 
it. Future life ? Suppose I ou ' “ look into ” 
as Old Forsyte would —half in this 

in that — deuced odd if so i less restive 
Chinese. 

what, then, was it all r 

Michael, getting ’ ij'y delating 

come in, please. Miss Pc^ ^ »»£>r the new 
Trade lournak : ‘ Da^iijentiy will 
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shortly iiwie ‘Counterfeits,* by the author of ‘Copper 
Coin,’ the outstanding suca'ss of the last publishing season. 

I wonder how many publishers hav'c claimed that, Miss 
Perron, for how many books this year ? ‘ These poems 
show all the brilliancy of mood, and more than the technical 
accomplishment of the young author’s first volume.* 
How’s that ? ” 

“ Bnlli.incv' ui mooj, Mr Mont ? Do you think ? ** 

“No. Hut what am I to say? ‘All the pangs and 
pessimism ? ’ ” 

“ Oh, no ' But possibly : ‘ All the brilliancy of diciicm- 
thc strangen* <md v.iriclv of mood * ” 

‘‘Good Hut It'll to^t more. Say: ‘All the brilliant 
suangcnc.ss ’ , rh it'll ring their bells in «'ncc. We’re Autt 
on ‘ the Strang:,’ but uc’re not getting it —the outr^, 
but not the strange " 

“ Surely Mr. Dc.scrt g- ts ” 

“Yes, sometimes; but hardly any one else. To be 
strange, you’ve got to have guts, if you’ll excuse the phrUe^ 
Miss Perren.” 

“Ccnamly, Mr. Mont. 'I'hii young man Bidbet ti 

w'aiting to SCO \ ou ” 

“ He is, IS he ? ” said Michael, taking out a cigarette* 
“Give me time to tighten my belt, Mi.^s Perren, and tik 
liim up.** 

‘ The lie benevolent,’ he thought ; ‘ now for it I* 

The entrance of Picket into a room where hi-s last appttMV v 
ance had been so painful, was accomplished with A AOrtdA 
stolidity. Michael stood, back to the hearth, 

Picket, back to a pile of modem novels, with 
“ This great new novel ” on it. Michael noddcdi 

“Hallo, Bicketl” 

Bicket nodded. 

“ Hope you’re keeping well, sir I ** 
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“ Frightfully well, thank you.” And there was silence. 

Well,” said Michael, at last, “ I suppose you’\c come 
about that lilfle advance to your wife. It’s quite .ill nphi , 
no hurry whatever.” 

Willie saying tliis he had hccomc conscious that the 
Mittle snipe’ was dreadfully disturbed His tves liad a 
most peculiar look, those large, shrimp-like e\es \\hich 
seemed, as it were, in advance of the rest of him Ib 
hastened on : 

“ I believe in .\ustr.ilia niV'^elf I think you're perhctlv 
right, Bicket, and the sooner you g«', the better. Slie 
doesn’t look too strong ” 

Bicket bw allowed 

“ Sir,” he said, ” you’ve been a gent to me, and it's hard 
to say things.” 

“ Then dcui’t.” 

Bickcl’s checks became suffused with blood : queer ctuct 
in that pale, haggard lace 

** It isn’t what you think,” he s.aid : ” I've come to a^k 
you to tell me' the truth ” Suddcniv he whipped trora his 
pocket what Michael perceived to be a crumpled novel- 
wrapper. 

“ I took this from a book on the counter as I came by, 
downstairs. There ! Is that my wafe f ” He stretched 

it out. 

Michael beheld with consternation the wrapper of 
Storbert’s novel. One thing to tel] the lie benevolent 
already determined on — quite another to deny this ! 

Bicket gave him little time. 

“ I see it is, from your fyee,” he said. “ What’s it all 
mean ? I want the truth — I must ’avc it ! I’m geitin' 

. wild OW all this. If that’s ’er fyee there, then that’s ’cr 
IxKiy in the Gallery — Aubrey Greene ; it’s the syme nyme. 
What^a it all mean I ” His face had become almost fonnid- * 
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able ; his cockney accent very broad. ** What gyme *a# 
she been plyin’ ? You gotta tell me before I go aht of 
Michael’s heels came together. He said quietly. 

“ Steady, Hicket.” 

Steady ! You'd be stc.idy if \uur wife \ AQ that 

money ! 7^ou ne\tr .ulv.inced it— you never give it 
never ! Don’t u 11 me you did ! ’’ 

Michael had taken Ins line. No lits! 

“ I lent 111 r ten pmnJs to m.ikc .i round sum of it — 
all ; the rest idic earned - honourably ; and you ought to be 
proud of her ” 

Bicker’s month fell open 

“Proud ? And how’s she earned it I Proud I Mr 
Gawd ! " 

Mitliael s.iid culdK 

“ As a model I mv^clf gave her the introduction tO lay 
friend, Mr (ire me. the day you h.id lunch with me. YWvtt- 
hcard of m»Kltls, I suppose ? ” 

Bicket’s hands tore tlic wrapper, and the piece# fill td; 
the floor. “ Mfidc U ! ” he said ; “ Pynters— ye#, 

’card of ’em— S vmdcs I ” ' *; 


No more swine th.an you are, Bicket. Be kind csOttgl^ ' 
not to insult ray friend. Pull yourself together, jXUUi^ 
take a cigarette.” 

Bicket dashed the proffered case aside. 

“ I — I — stuck on her,” he said passioaatd^^^J 
she’s put this up on me ! ” A sort of sob camc^gB|^0 
lungs. 

You were stuck on her,” said Michael ; 

«ting in it. ” And w hen she docs her best 
tnni her down— is that it ? Do you suppote 

Bicket covered his face suddenly. 

^ What should I know ? ” he muttewd 
hands. 
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A wave of pity flooded up in Michael. Pity ! Blurb I 

He said drily : “ When you’ve quite done, Bicket. 
D’you happen to remember what you did for hr ? ” 

Bicket uncovered his face and stared wildly. “ You’ve 
never told her that ? ” 

“No; but I jolly well will if you don’t pull yourself 

together.” 

“What do I care if you do, now — l\in’ like that, for all 
the men in the world ! Sixty pound ! Honourably ! 
D’yon think I believe that ?” flis voice had desolation 
in it, 

“Ah!” said Michael. “You don’t believe simply 
because you’re ignorant, as ignorant as the swine you talk 
of. A girl can do what she did and be perfect]) lionest, as 
I haven’t the faintest doubt she is. V(»u’vc on!) to huik at 
her, and hear the way she speaks of it. She did it because 
she couldn’t bear to sec you selling those hall(M)n8. She 
did it to get you out of the gutter, and give you both a 
chance. And now you’ve got the chance, you kick up like 
this. Dash it all, Bicket, be a sport ! Suppose I tell her 
what you did for her — d'you think she’s going to squirm and 
* squeal f Not she ! It was damned human of you, and it 
was damned human of her ; and don’t vou forget it ! ” 

Bicket swallow’ed violently again. 

, It's all very well,” he said, sullenly ; “ it ’asn’t ’appened 

Michael was afflicted at once. No ! It hadn’t happened 
tohkal And all his doubts of Fleur in the days of Wilfrid 
hitting him. 

“ hock here, Bicket,” he said, “ do you doubt your 
niection ? The whole thing is there. I’ve only seen 
jtettlb'vicsly-bnt I don’t sec how you can. If she weren’t fond 
.of yon, why should she want to go to Australia, when she 
oan make good money here, Mid enjoy herself 
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if she wants ? I can vouch for m\ friend Greene. HeV 
dashed decent, and I knoT he’s played cricket/’ 

But, searchini: Ihcket's face, he wondered : Were all the 
others she had sat to .is dashed decent ? 

“ Ix>ok here, Bicket ! We all ijet up apainst it some* 
times ; and that’s tin. test of us. You\c just got to believe 
in her ; there’s nothing <Kt it) it.” 

‘‘To m\kc a show of hcrsiit for all the world to sec I ^ 
The words seemed to siru”.i:h from tin skinny lhro.U. ** I 
saw that picture hou^dit vesurdax 1>\ a ruddy alderman.” 

Michael couhi not toiucal a f^nn .it this description of 
* Old Fors\ tc ’ 

‘‘As matter of fact,” he said, ” it \x.is bouj;ht by my 
own fathcr-in-law .is a presmt to us, to lian^ in our house. 
And, mind utu, Bukii, it’s .1 line thinp” 

” Ah ! ” cried Ihvkci, ” It ij a line ihinj: ! Money ! It’s 
money bought her Moncx'll i>u\ ans thing It’ll buy the 
’cart out of \our chest.” 

.And Micluiel thought : ‘ I can’t get awa\ with it a bit I 
What price emancipation ? He’s never hc.ird of the Greekf! 
And if he had, they’d seem to him a lot of IrxMHi-livillg 
foreigners. I must quit.’ .\nd, suddenix, he saw tcaw 
come out of those shrimp’s eus, and trickle down the 
hollowed check 

Very disturbed, he said hastily : 

“ When you get out there, you’ll never think of it agalA* 
Hang it all, Bicket, be a man ! She did it for the be«t. If 
I were you, I’d never let on to her that I knew. Huit*# 
what she’d do if I told her how you *imvopcd tho«e* Copper 
Coins.’ ” 

Bicket clenched his fists— the action went cunon^witil 
the tears ; then, without a word, he turned and siitifik 4 nttt« 

* Well,’ thoughi Michael, ‘ giving advice ii ckiify Apt njr 
stunt I Poor little snipe ! ’ . ’ * 
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'Bicket Stumbled, half-blind, alonp the Strand. Naturally 
^ood-tempered, such a nerve-storm made him feel ill, and 
/I;ifui8ed in the brain. Sunlight and motion slowly restored 
flWCfOit power of thought. He had got the truth. But was it 
flhe whole and nothing but the truth ? Could she have 

\ittado all that money without ? If he could believe 

then, perhaps— <>ut of this country where people could 
her naked for a shilling— he might forget But — all that 
I And even if all earned ‘ honourable,’ as Mr. 
put it, in how many days, exposed to the eyes of 
Jttftny men ? He groaned aloud in the street. The 
"ht of going home to her — of a scene, of what he might 
there a scene, wa.s just about unbearable. And 
ml do it, he supposed. He could have borne it 
■ St. Paul’s, standing in the gutter, offering his 
:A man of leisure for the first time in his life, a 
|;aldcrman ’ with nothing to do but step in and 
et to the ruddy butterflies ! And he owed that 
lat a man with nothing to take his thoughts off 
I not bear ! He would rather have snaffled the 
a shop till Better that on his soul, than the 
^jurk fiendish sexual jealousy. ‘ Be a man I ' 
i * JPnll yourself together ! She did it for yon ! * 
iinaeirather shehad not. Blackfriam 
i in the mud dq^ there f But 
idiey wonld ^ von out nBvct 




THE WHITE MONKEY 


s6i 


and nin you in for it— and nothing gained'—oot eren the 
pleasure of thinking that Vic would sec what she hid dc»ie» 
when she canic to identify the body. Dead was deadl| 
way, and he would never know what she felt poStHOOtn^teni i 
He trudged acrosii the bridge, keeping his eyes before hinL 
Little Ditch Street— how he used to scuttle down it, bade tti 
her, when she had pncuinom.a ! Would he never fed 
that again ^ fie strode past the window, and went in, ' 
Victorine was still landing over tlic brown tin ttltislt* 
She 8traightenc<l iurstlf, and on her face came a cold, 
look. 

“ Well," she s.iid, “ I see you know.” 

Bicket had 1-ut tvsu step> t(/ take in that small room. He 
took them, and put hts hands <»n her .HlH)uldcrs. Hit liCC* 
was close, his t \c 5 , so large and str.nncd, searched hctt^ 

“ I know \'ou\c m\dc .i show of ycrself for all LondbitO 
see ; what I want to know is— the rest ! ” 

V ictorine st.ircd back at him. 


“ The rest ! " she said— it was not a question, jittt t. 
repetition, in a voice that seenud to mean nothing.- if 
“ Ah J ” said Hickct ho.ir.sch , “ The rest— Well t 


** If you think there’s a ‘ r<.«t,’ that’s enough.’* 

Bicket jerked his hands awa\ 

” Aoh ! for the land’s sake, daon’t be mystcrkwii^^ 
*alf orf me nut ! ” ^ „ 

“ I see that,” said Victorine; “and 1 see 
aren’t what I thought you. D’\ ou think 1 liked c 
She raised her dress and took out the notes, 
arc ! You can go to Australia without roc.'* 

Bicket cried hoarsely : “ And leave you 10:J 
pynterst 

* And leave me to mesclf. Take them ! * 

Bat Bicket recoiled against the door, a 
with honor. ** Not me I ** 
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’en. I earned diem to get you out 

• Tieie was a long silence, while the notes lay between 
them on the table, still crisp if a little greasy — the long- 
. desired, the dreamed-of means of release, of happiness 
together in the sunshine. There they lay ; neither would 
take them ! What then ? 

“ Vic,” said Bicket at last, in a hoarse whisper, “ swear 
you never let ’em touch vou I ” 
can swear that.” 

And she could smile, too, sa\ing it—that smile of hers ! 
How believe her — living all these months, keeping it from 
him, telling him a he about it in the end ! He sank into a 
chair by the table and laid his head on his arms, 

• Victorinc turned and began pulling an old cord round tlie 
trunk. He raised Ins head at the tiny sound. Then she 
really meant to go away ! He saw his life devastated, 
empty as a cocoanut on Hampstead Heath, and all defence 
ran melted out of his cockney spirit. Tears rolled from his 
eyes. 

“When you w'crc ill,” he said, “ I stole for you. I got 

the sack for it.” 

. She spun round. Tony — you never told me ! What 

did you steal ? ” 

:* “Books, All your extra feedin' was books.” 

For a long minute she stood looking at him, then stretched 
'<dnt her hands without a word. Bicket seized them. 

^ I doa*t care about anything,” he gasped, “soVlp me, 
^mgasyou^re fond of me, Vic I ” 

I “Audi don’t neither. Oh ! let’s get out of this, Tony ! 

little room, this awful country. Let’s get out of 

1. ^ said Bicket ; and nut her hands to his eves. 
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LOOKrS'C IVTO ELDfRSO^I 

SoAMTS had left Danin and Winter divided in thotlg^kt 
betvNccn Elder^on and the Whm Monkey U Fleur sur- 
mised, he had never forj^otten Aubrev (irccnc’s worcU 
concerning that bit of saU age from the wreck of George 
Forsyte. “ Hat the fruits of !ite, starter the rinds, and get 
copped doing it ” His .ipplic.iiion of them tended towards 
the field ot IniMntss 

The countrs was still lu mg on its capital. With the 
collapse of tlie tarrying trade and European markets, the)' 
were importing food the) couldn't afford to pay for. In hU 
opinion they would get copped doing it, and that before 
long. British credit w.t' all vtrv well, the wonder of the 
world and that, hut you couldn’t live indefinitely on wonder. 
With shipping idle, concerns making a loss all over the plaOCf 
and the uncmplo)td in sw.arms, it was a pretty psdr of 
shoes! Even msurantc must suffer before long. Pcfhap* 
that chap Eldcrson had foreseen ihi.s already, and wa$ 
simply feathering his nest in time. If one was to be Ot^^ped 
in any case, why bother to be honest } This was cynidsni 
so patent, that all the Forsyte in Soames rejected it; mid 
yet it would keep coming back. In a general bankraptcy^ r 
why trouble with thrift, far-sightedness, integrity f Ew 
the Conservatives were refusing to call ihmxuelvtt 
servatives agaio, as if there were something ridiCttllMIt- 
about the word, and they knew there was naUf ttotjubf 
left to conserve. Eat the fruit, scatter the rtod^ astdfm , 
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^pped doing it.** That yoting painter liad said a clever 
tjitog— yea, and his picture was clever, though Dumetrius 
.iksd done one over the price — as usual ! Where would 
"Efenf hang it ? In the hall, he shouldn’t be surprised — 
Ifood light there ; and the sort of people they knew wouldn’t 
jib at the nude. Curious — where all the nudes went to ! 
lYon never saw a nude — no more than you saw the pro- 
verbial dead donkey ! Soames had a momentary vision of 
dying donkeys laden with pictures of the nude, stepping off 
the edge of the world. Refusing its extravagance, he raised 
hit eyes, just in time to see St. Paul’s, as large .ns life. That 
little beggar with his balloons wasn’t there to-day ! Well — 
i^d nothing for Iiim 1 At a tangent his thoughts turned 
'ti^arda the object of his pilgrimage — the P.P.R.S. and its 
l^year’s accounts. At his suggestion, tlict were writing 
that German business wlnjlesale — a dead loss of two 
''^nttldfed and tliirty thousand pounds. There would be no 
Ihterhn dividend, and even then they would be carrying 
i^t^aid a debit towards the next half-year. Well ! better 
l^aiWi a rotten tooth out at once and done with ; the share- 
would have six months to get used to the gap before 
meeting. He himself had got used to it already, 
would they in time. Shareholders were seldom 
startled — a long-suffering lot ! 

room the old clerk was still filling his ink- 


pt^jm here, will you ? ** 

clerk withdrew, Soames looked at the clock, 
shaft of sunlight slanted down the wains- 
PHioor. There was nothing cbe alive is the room 
M^ltleand the tick of the clock ; not even a daily 
watched the bbebottle. He zonembered 
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how, as a boy, he had preferred bluebottle! smd gfcco- 
bottles to the ordinary fly, Ixicause of their bright colour. 
It was a lesson. The showy things, the brilliant people, 
were the dangerous. W'itncss the Kaiser, and that pltdous 
Italian poet— what was his name! And this JjudHJi*'* 
lantern of their own ! He shouldn’t be surprised if Eldeiyou 
were brilliant in private life. Whv didn’t the cliap catOielf 
Was tlut en^'U’ntor with ynung Hutterheld giving huill' 
pause ? The hlueUittle t.ra\\lid up the p.ine, Ini/zcd dowtl,;^ 
crawled up auain ; tlit sunlight stole inward along the 
floor. All w.is \.icuous in the board room, as though! 
embodying the pnncipk of insurance : “ Keep thing! Ui! 
they arc ” 

* Can’t kick my Keels here tor ever,’ thought Soanwn, lUftd’ 
moved to th( window In that wide street leading to the 
river, sunshine illumined a few pedestrians and a btewer^i 
dray, but along the main artery at the end the tnuffic 
streamed and r.ittlcd. I/»ndon ! A monstrous 
And all insured ! ‘ What’ll it be like thirty yean hotel 
he thought. To think that there would l>e London, 
himself to see it ! He felt sorrv for the place, WMOry 
himself. Even old (ir.ulman wt»uld be gone. lit$ajppikid 
the insurance societies would l(M*k after it, but hi 
know. And .suddenly he became aware of Eldcr!0|!i^^Tfli[l| 
fellow looked quite jaunts , in a suit of dittoes and 

“Contemplating the future, Mr. Forsyte ? ” ’ 

“ No,” said Soames. How had the fellow gUII|ijO|f 
thoughts ? 

“ Fm glad you’ve come in. It gives me a 
how grateful I am for the interest you take m Aw 191911 
It’s me. A manager has a lonely job.” 

Jiy toraaniil 

uppish. Light-hcartedness always made Sii illjliJijHH 
-*Mthiere was generally some xtam lot ^ 
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“If every director were as conscientious as you, one 
would sleep in one’s bed. I don’t mind telling you that the 
amount of help 1 got from the Board before you came on 
it waa—wcll— negligH)lc.” 

Flatter)' ! The fellow must be leading up to something ! 
Eldcrson went on : 

“ I can say to you what I couldn’t say to any of the 
others : I’m not at all happy about business, Mr. Forsyte. 
England is just about to discover the slate she's really 

in.” 

Faced with this startling confirmation of his own 
thoughts, Soames reacted 

“ No good crying out before we’re hurt,” he said ; “ the 
pound’s still high We’re good sta\ers ” 

** In the soup, I’m afraid. If something drastic isn’t 
done — we shall stay there. And anything drastic, as you 
know, mcan.s disorganisation and lean years before you 
reap reward.” 

How could the fellow talk like this, and look as bright 
and pink as a new penny ? It confirmed the theory that 
he didn’t care what happened. And, suddenly, Soames 
resolved to try a shot. 

- “ Talking of lean years — I came in to say that I think we 

imtist oall a meeting of the shareholders over this dead loss 
'qI the Gennan business.” He said it to the floor, and looked 
np. The result was disappointing. The manager’s 
without a blink. 

V been expecting that from you,” he said, 

i ^Tbe deuce )x>u have ! ’ thought Soames, for it had but 
tbit natSpient come into his mind. 

, v.^Bf’ldlttteans call one,” went on the manager ; ” but 
ihn uhntid the Board won’t like it.” 

\ Softinee^iefraiiicd from saying : * Nor do L* 
C^^EIklLll^ibdUtludders. Mr. Forsyte. In a long experience 
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Tve found that the less you rub their nose* in anything 
unpleasant, the better h)r c\cry one.” 

“That may l>c,” said Soamts stiffening in contrariety; 
but it's all a part of the vice of nwi facing things.'* 

“ I don’t think', Mr. For«\Te, tli.it vou will accuse m/* of 
not faimg tiling'^, in tlu tune t<> conic” 

Time to o mc ! Now, wli.o om earth dul the fellow mean 
by that ' 

“Will, 1 -.hall moot It at the ne\t Ihi.ird,” he said. 

“Quite Mid the m.in.ig' r “Nothing like bringing 
things to a lu ul, u there ’ 

Again that indetln.iMc mo, lore, is if he h.id something 
up hii> slee\t ho.inu looked nietlunieally at the fellow's 
cuffs— beauiiti'lls laundered, with a blue stripe; at hia 
holland waist, o it, ..nd his bir I’s-e ve tu -a regular dandy. 
He Would giM him ,i second barn 1 ' 

“ Hv the wa\,’ he v.iiJ, “ Mont's written a book* I've 
taken a cop^ 

Not a blink ! A little more show of teeth, pcfhapi— 
false, no doubt • 

“ I’ve taken two- - poor, dsar Mont ! ” 

Soames had a sense of del, u This elmp was armoured 
like a crab, varnished like a >p.inish table. 

“ Well,” he s.iid, ” I mu.sr go ” 

The manager held out his hand. 

“Good-bye, Mr. Forsvic I’m so grateful to you.^ 

The fellow was actually squeezing his hand* SotSKf 
went out confused. To have his hand squeezed wa« »0 fUW t 
It undermined him. And yet, it might be the CfOWik of $ 
consummate bit of acting. He couldn’t tell* He Jud* hoiv^ ' 
ever, less intention even than before of moving for^ nMttmg ^ - 
of the shareholders. No, no ! That had just beta a fbot ; 
get a rise ; and it had failed. But the Botterfidd bid 
gone home, surely ! If innocent, Eidertoa wm 
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have alluded to the impudence of the young man’s call. 
And yet such a cool card was capable of failing to rise, just 
to tease you 1 No ! Nothing doing — as they said nowadays. 
He was as far as ever from a proof of guilt ; and to speak 
tntthf glad of it. Such a scandal could serve no purpo.se 
•avc that of blackening the whole concern, directors and all. 
People were so careless, they never stopped to think, or 
apportion blame where it w.is due K( - p a sh.irp eye open, 
and go on as they were ! No i/o'-d '•nrring hornets’ nests ! 
He had got so far in thoui^ht and progress, when a voice 


laid : 

**Wcll met, l'orN)te ' Arc yoa going my w.iy ' ” 

** Old Mont,” Loming down the -.teps of ‘ bnooks ’ I 
I don’t know,” s.iid Soaincs 
** I’m off to the .\eroplanc for lurnh ” 

‘‘That new-fangled place ' ” 

"Rising, you know, i'orsete - n-ing ” 

' " Pvc just been seeing Elder^on lie's bought two copies 
of your book ” 

' " Dear me ! Poor fellow ! ” 

Soames smiled faintly “That's what he said of you ! 
.-Attd who d’yuu think sold them to him ? Young Butter- 

vfl*W‘** 

he still alive?” 

this morning.” 

Jit face took on a twist : 

thinking, Eorsyte. They tell me Elderson 
women.” 

f%tared. The idea was .attractive ; would account 



says it’s one too many, Forsyte. What do 


“• Wd Soames. “ I only know the chap’s as cool 
I’m going in here. Good-bye I ” 
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One could get no help from that baronet fellow ; he 
couldn't take an\ thing seriously. Two women! At 
Eldcrson’s age ! Wh.u a Ikfe ! d'hcrc were always men 
like that, not content with one thing at .1 lime — living 
dangerously It was m\st(-nuu^ to him You might look 
and look into ch..p^ like that, .md *,'0 mtthini:. And yet, 
tlierc llu'\ t\trc ' Ih, cro^^^d t'n h ill, .tfui neni into the 
room uhere ».o!:^ol^^eur^ we hjiulntu: d'.i king down the 
menu at the svr\Kt t.dde, !<' ordt rcil Inmielt a dozen 
oysters, hut, suddeiiK remduhtring that the month 
contained no “ r," changed ila in to a fried sole. 



CHAPTFR VIII 


I 1 \ A MED 

“ No, de.ir heart, Naiurc\ ‘ otT * ' ” 

“ How tl’vou mean. Mkh ul ' ” 

“ Well, l<K)h at tie \ tiiiri niki K w- e'' t Sedulous -nnT 
pitched on Cnrnkh Jilts or Yurk'hirt n'.M.rs twr Ixcn on 
a Yorkshire moor it tonu- oft on \ou, and the I) irt- 
moor brand (hi->h ' Dartmoor, wlur* tiic p.issions udiie 
from — ever bet n on D.irtmoor = Well, tin \ don’t, \ ou kno'A 
And the South Si.,1 bumh ' Oh, la, la ' \rul the p!»t ts, the 
splash-and-spluttt r s<.ho<il don’t i,'et within miK s (»! Nature. 
The villat^c idiot school is a bit Ixttc r, ct rtainU Alter all, 
old Wordsworth nnule N.iture, and ^lu’s a bnunide (Jt 
course, there’s r.iw n.uure w ith tin. •'tnalDn’ ,but jt \oueomc 
Up against that, it takes )ou all \our time to keep tlivc — the 
Nature we ^ms about is licensed, nicJ) blended and bottled 
Shc*8 not modern enough for eontcinporar) st\lc ” 

" Oh ! well, let’s on the ri\er, an\way, Michael. We 
can have tea at * I’ho Shelter.’ ” 

They were just rcaciiing what Michael always c.illed ‘ this 
desirable residence,’ when Fleur leaned fonsard, and, 
touching his knee, said . 

“ Pm not half as nice to you as you dc.scrve, MiJuel.” 
•'Good Lord, darling! 1 thought you were.’’ 

“I know I’m selfish ; especially just now,” 

••IPlonly the eleventh baronet.” 

••Yeft-; it*8 a great responsibility. I only hope he’ll be 
like you” 

liiduwl $Iid in to the landing-stage, shipped his sculls, 
and ut down beside her. 


zyo 
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“ If he’s like me, I shall disown him But sons take after 
I heir mothers ’* 

“ I meant in eharacter I wain him Inghtfully to be 
ciieerful and not rt>tlesv, and have the feeling that life’s 
worth while ” 

Michael slartd at lur lips--ihe\ were quivering; at her 
cheek, slightl) browned b\ the afternoon's sunning; and, 
bending sidewa\s, he put Ins own ag unst it 

“ He’ll Ik a sunnv link luss. I'm ttriain " 

Fleur shook li( r h id 

“ I don't want him grud) and si ll-cuitred , it’s in my 
blood, \ou know I uui sec it's ugl\, but 1 can’t help it. 
How do \oiJ t'un.ige not to be ' " 

Michael rufll'd his h nr with Ins Ine h.ind 

“ TIk sun Isn't too h<it lor \ou, is it, ducky?” 

“ No S( rioush, Michael --how : ” 

“ But I am Look at tlie way I want \ou Nothing will 
cure me ot that " 

A slight pressure of her check on Ins mwii was heartening, 
and he s.nd 

“ Do )ou remember coming down the garelen one night, 
and finding me in a boat just here ^ When you’d gone, I 
sicKid on m\ he.id, to cool 11. I was on m\ uppers ; I didn’t 

think I’d got an earthly ” He stopped. No! He 

would not remind her, but that was the night when she 
said : “ Come again when I know I can’t get my wUh! *’ 
The unknown cousin ! 

Fleur said quietly : 

“ I was a pig to \e>u, Michael, but I was awfully unhappy. 
That’s gone. It’s gone at last ; there’s nothing wrong now, 
except my own nature ” 

Conscious that his feelings betrayed the period, Michael 
said : 

“ Oh I if that’s all ! What price tea ? ” 
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They went up the lawn arm-in-arm. Nobody was at 
home — Soames in London, Annette at a ;;arden p.irty. 

“We’U have tea on the verandah, please,” said Fleur. 

Sitting there, happier than he ever remembered being, 
Michael conceded a certain value to Nature, to the sun- 
shine stealing down, tlic scent of pinks and roses, the 
sighing in the aspens Annette’s pet doves were tooing ; 
and, beyond the quietly-flowing ruer, the spires of poplar 
trees rose along the furtlicr b.mk But, afor all, he was 
only enjoying them bccau>e ol the girl In ode him, whom 
he loved to touch and look at, and because, lor the iirsi 
time, he felt as if she did not want i<» ga up and flutter 
to some one or something tlse Curuni^ that there 
tiboid be, out^'ide oneself, a King who tomplet(.l\ robbed 
of Its importance, ‘siv»optd,’ as it were, the 
bag of tricks’— and she one’s <«wn wife’ Wry 
considt ring what one was ’ He liearJ her sa\ ; 
course, mother’s a Caiholie' , onK, luing with 
lather down here, she left off practising bhe didn’t even 
boater me much I’cc been ihinklng, Michael — what shall 
do about 
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“ Rut what do 'ivtt think about thini^s, Michael ? YouTe 
as ^ood as an} one I know " 

“ Gosh ! " murmured Miehacl, strangely flattered : “ h 
that so ' ” 

What (h< vou think : Be serious ' ” 

“Well, dariine, doctnnalh itotiatiL' vshuh means, of 
course, that 1 i.'Mn’i l''>i rGiei'-n 1 belK\c one has ta 
plas ilu g inu but that's <. ilius ” 

“ lUit 'iur(.]^ if' a li.iiiduar r><it to bt able to rely OU 
ain thing but I'la .11' It ih'.rG ^ m* thuig to be had out 
of am lorm < t Ink- h op- niight o wdl have it.” 

Micluul srnili'!, I m not < n tin. •-artHe 
” You're g- OIL 0‘ Jo jusi A' . -i; iik- .iboiit the eleventh 
baronet, an.! 1 in going to dx t \on l^ut considfring his 
breeding— I laiK\ lie’ll l^ a bit of ,i septic” . 

“ But I don't him to W IM i uher he were snug, and 
convinet d and -l! that j lu i -m oiiK in ike'< one restless,** 

” No white' im-nl lv in Inm ' Ah' Iwonder! Il’sittthe, 
air, I guiss 1j< (ui)} ilnng will b- to teach him a sense 
of other ptopk, as \oung .i-' possible, with a slipper, if' 
neccbsary " 

Fleur gave him a ch-ar look, and laughed. 

“Yes,” slic said* “Mother u^d to try, but father 
wouldn’t lei her ” 

They did not reach fiome till pi'-t eight o’lliKk. 

“Either \'our tathcr's here, or mine,” ?aid Miebad, 
the hall , ” iliere’.s a prehistoric hat.” 

“ It’s Dad’s His is grc\ inside. Bart’s is buff,” 

In the Chinese room S Mines indeed was discovered^ 
an opened letter, and Ting-a-ling at his feet, 
letter out to Michael, without d word 
There was no date, and no address ; Michael ruid 

“ Deak Ma. Forsyte.— P erhaps you 
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to tell the Bo.ird at the meciinp on Tuoday that I am on my 
way to immunity from the consequences of any peccadillo 
1 may have been guilty of. H\ the time you receive this, I 
shall be there I have aKva\s held that the secret of life, 
no lew than that of business, is to know when not to stop. 
It will be n(v use to proceed against me, for m\ person will 
not be attachable, as I bcluve \<iu call it in the law, and I 
have left no propert) behind It \(>ur object was to corner 
me, 1 cannot congratulate \ou on \our tactics jf, on the 
Other hand, \ou inspired tliat \(ning man's mhi as a 
warning that \(ai were still j ursuing the matter, I should 
like to add luw iliaiiks to tliose whuh I expressed when I 
saw you a tew d 1 \ s ago 

“ lklu\e me, dear Mr 1 ors\te, 

“ EaithiulK )ours, 

“ RoHI KT ElJJl RsOS ” 

Michael said cliecrfulK • 

Happ\ release' Now yem'll fed safer, sir” 

Soamch passed In'- hand over his taee, cvideniK wiping 
off its expressum W e'll discuss it later,” he said “ Tins 
dog’s been keeping me companv.” 

Michael admired him at that monumi He was obviously 
swallowing his ‘ grief,’ to save Hcur 
, ** Fleur’s a bit tired,” he said. “ \\ e’ve K en on the 
fiver, and had tea at ‘The Shelter’ , Madame wasn't in. 
Let’s have dinner at once, Fleur ” 

Fleor had picked up Tmg-a-lmg, and was holding her 
iMCt out of reach of his avid tongue. 

Sony' you've had to wait, Dad,” she murmured, behind 
the yellow fur ; “ I’m just going to wash ; shan’t change,” 
When &he had gone, Soames reached for the letter. 

** A pretty keltic of fish ! ” he muttered. “ Where it’ll 
akd, 1 can’t tell ! ” 

“But wn’t this the end, sir f ” 
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Soames stared. These yoiin;^ people! Here he uas, 
f.u'cd V. itli .1 I iMie ^c.lnd tl, uhich miyhr Ic.iJ to he didn't 
know what — the lo'-s ot nann in tlie ur\, tlic l<*ss of hi> 

fortune, perhaps; and ihe\ tonk ii .IS ,t ! The) had 

no sense of rtsponsihilit\- nom ' \11 his fatlur'.s po\ser 

of scein.i; the uor-^t, ,ill s' in i\ >us pes^lnllsnl, had Come 
to the tore in him duriiiL' 'dn hour onL'-. at the Connoisseur's 
Club, he iiid h<n hand'd that I.tttr OnK the extra 
* form ’ ol ilu ec ik rat ion th it siu v ( edi d |ain( s s,i\od him, 
iiou tliat Iluir w Is out <1 the ro im, Ironi making an 
exliihition ot ho ! i'-^ 

" Your tatle r in t".\n ” 

“ I h<.lic\ t sir ” 

“(lood’” N.e tl, .t hi hit nlitf That hironct chap 
Was just as irr^ 'tio' h i.,Miine liini to l'o on th u Hoard ! 
It all e.mu • i inisini,' with pujph hrouj^’ht up in a sort of 
ini urable UMt\ , w 'th no n d ti i line for mom \ 

‘ Now tint ! kkrson’s Keantid," he said, “ the whole 
tliinc^must mt Heri 's liis ^onk smoh in nu hand ** 

“ Why not tiar it up, 'ir, and 'a\ I’dderson h developed 
Consumption ’ ’’ 

The impos>iht]itv of getting anvilung seri<m;> from thU 
voungman afllicud Soanuslikt the eating of hcavv pudding. 

“ You think that would he honourable ? ” he said grimly. 

“ Sorry, sir ! ” said Miehael, sobered Can I help at 
all?” 

“ Yes , b\ dropping vour lev it), and taking care to keep 
wind of tins matter awav fmm Hcur.” 

“ I will,” said Micimcl, earnesth : “ I promise' you. TH 
Dutch-ovsier the whuk thing. What’s )our line going 
to be ? ” 

** Wc shall have to c.dl the shareholders together Aod 
explain this dicky ^dealing. Thc)’ll very likely take it in 
bad part.*’ 



276 


A MODERN COMEDY 


** I can’t 8CC why they should. How could you have 
helped it ? ” 

Soames sniffed. 

** There’s no connection in life bctv.ccn reward and 
your deserts. If the war ha.sn't taut^ht you that, nothing 

will.” 

“Well,” said Michael, “ Fleur uill he down directly. If 
you’ll excuse me a minute ; we’ll ^oTitnuie it in our next.” 
Their next did not otcur nil 1 K ur had gone to bed. 
“Now, sir/’ s.iid .Midi. id, “ I « xpeu m\ governor’s at 
the Acropl.ine He L;oes t/uo .iiiJ lU'ditaUs on the end 
^ the World Would \ou Ilia rm to ring liini up, if \’our 
^idf^d meeting’s io-mi>rrou r ” 

''^Soames nodded. He himsdf uouhl not d' >.p a wink — 
iyhy should ‘ Old Minn ' ' 

^ Michael went to tlu Chinese le.i < lu'sl. 

/'“Bart.^ This is Midnul Old i oi m v father-in- 

w is here ; lie’s had -i pill \o , Flderson. Could 

in by any diancc and lu.ar ; . He’s coming, 
fir* Shall we stay dtiwn, or go up to my study r ” 
y !*Down,” muUeTcd Soanus, whose e\es were fixed on 
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my Lord ! it did give you nn idea of the grit there is about, 
when it comes to being up against it.” 

Soames stared. Was this young fellow reading him a 
lesson against pessimism 

“Look ai young Huttcrfuld, the other day,” MicEael 
went un, ” going over iht top, to Mdirson ! Lf>ok at the 
girl \^ho sal for ' the altogether ’ in ih a puturc \ou bongEt 
us ! She's till' uif', of .1 paiker we h id, who gut lioofcd fof 
snooping bookb Slicrn idi quiti a lot ol money by ‘itanding ' 
for the nude, and nevir lo^i hi r wuki t TluN’re going tO 
Australia on it \V'', and look .u th.it little snooptr. 
liimself ; he 'la.oped to keep her ah\e after pneumonia,, 
and came down to Mlhne h.dloon.s ” 

“ I don't kn...\ wh.it \i)u’ri t.ilking about,” said Soames. 

“ ()nl\ grit, -T ^'ou s.ud \t»u didn't know what wowere 
coming to Will, lo.ik at the iinemplo\ed ! Is there ^ 
country in the world where iliev ‘.luk it as they do here ? 

I get awfull) buLked at bung bnglush every now' and then,, 


Don’t )ou ? ” 

The words stirred something deep in So.imes ; but, far 
from giving it away, lie uaiiinued to ga/c at the vdlilb 
monkey. The restless, inhuman, and \et .v; human, ai^giy 
sadness of the creature’s c\es! ‘No whites to theml^ 
thought Soames : ‘ that’s what does it, I expect ! * And 
George had liked that picture to hang oppoisitc his bed}^ 
Well, George had grit— joked with his last breath ; .iWQlJ 
English, George! Very' English, all the Forsytes 1 0U> 
Uncle Jolyon, and his w.iy with shareholders; 
upright, puffy, huge in a ukj little arm-chair at Tui 
* Ail these small fry 1 ’ he seemed to hear the wofd» i 
and Uncle Nicholas, whom that chap Elderson J 
as it were unworthily, spry and all-thcrt, ■ aitd/j 
sensual, but quite above suspicion of dishonesty*t,g,(^i 
Roger, with his crankiness, and German mntRjIl fci 
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own father, Jamc*? —liuw he had hunj^^ on, lon;:^ and frail a<; a 
reed, hunj^ on and on ! And Tiniotli\ , prcNcrvcd inConMtls, 
d)in^L; at a hundred ! Grit and hndy in those old Hni^lish 
boys, in spite of their funny wa\ ^ And there stirred in 
Soames a sort of atavi^tic will-pout r. He would see, and 
they woultl see -and tliat was all ihout it ! 

The prindiin,' of a t i\i\ whetK brouylit iiiin hai k from 
reverie. Here e me 'Old Mniu,' mtuppv, and lidit m 
the head a^ lmt, no douK; \nd, ln^tead ot lii^ liand, 
Soames held out I Ivlt r-.on's ]- ti' r 
“ Your j^ret lou'. M ho(»ltellow\ k \ .ino tl,” he s nd. 

Sir Lawrerue rt.ul it ihrouijh, and wiu^tled 
‘‘ What do \ou think. Oiii'.t.iruinoph 

More liktK Monte k.irlo," s.ud St)ame’> ^looniiKn 
** Secret (oinmis'-ion ttV not an e\tr uliiahlt ofh rur " 

The odd tontortioiis ot ih it bir(<nei\ iatt' wi^re L:i\int; 
him sonic jdt i^urt ilu fellow sicnud to be feelirnj it, 
after all. 

“1 shouKl think lie\ reall\ o*irK to esoipe his women, 

Forsyte.’' 

The chap w.u intorrij:iiilt ! So.miej» shru^^^ed his 
shoulders almost \ioltntl\ 

“You'd better re.d’se," he said, " tliat the fat is in the 

fire.” 

“ But surclv, ni) de.ir Fors\ te, it’s been tiiere ever since 
the French occupied the Ruhr. Eiderson has cut his 
lucky; wc appoint some one slse What more is there 

to it?*’ 

y Soaxocs had the peculiar feeling of having overdone his 
Own honesty. If an honourable man, a ninth baronet, 
couldn’t sec the implications of Eldcrson’s confession, were 
they really there ? Was any fuss and scandal ncccs.sary ? 
Goodaest knew, hf didn’t want it ! He said hea\dlv : 

** Wc now have conclusive evidence of a fraud ; wc know 
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Eldcrson vsas illegal!) paid for puiting ihrough business 
by which the shareh(>lder> have suffered a dead loss. How 
can we keep this knowledge from them " ” 

“But the minhief’s done, Eorsvtc. How' will the 
knowledge help ilicm ? ” 

Soames fruwntd 

“ We’re in a fiduciary position I’m not prepared to run 
the risks of catna.dmcnt If we comtal, uc’re accessory 
after the fact. '1 he thing might come out at anv time.” 
If that was caution, not lionest), hi louldn't h* ' > it. 

“ I should be I'l.id to spare LldcrMin\ name We were 
at ” 

“ Em aware ot ih.it,” said Soames, drily 
“But what r'sk is there of its loniine out, Forsyte? 
KlJer.soi' Won’t mention it ; nor wuing Butterfield, if you 
tell him not to 'llio^c who paid the commission certainly 
VNon’t. And beyond us three here, no one else knows. lEs 
not as if we profited in anv wa\ ” 
boames was silent. Tlu argument was specious. En- 
tirely unjust, of coursf , ih.ii he siiould be penalised for 
what Eldcrson had done! 

“ No,” he said, suddenly, “ it won't do. Depart from the 
law, and you can’t tell where it’ll end. The shareholders 
have suffered this loss, and they h.ivc the right to all 
the facts within the directors’ knowledge. There might 
be some means of restitution they could avail themselves 
of. We can’t judge. It ma) be the/ vc a remedy against 
ourselves ” 

“ If that's so, Forsyte, I’m with \ou.” 

Soames felt disgust. Mont had no business to put it 
with a .sort of gallantry that didn’t count the cost; when 
the cost, if cost there were, would fall, not on Moot, whose 
land was heavily mongaged, but on himself, whose propeny 
was singularly realisable. 
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** Well,” he said, coldly, “ remember that to-morrow. 
Tm going to bed.” 

At his open window upstairs he felt no sense of virtue, 
'%ut he enjoyed a sort of peace. He had taken his line, 
. - gnd there it was 1 



CHAPTER IX 


50 \'IIS DOI-Sn't (,I\f A n\M?l 

During the ilio r^ccij^t nf F.kicr8on*8' 

letter, SKd^'> . age\{ mure th in thirty Jays. He had forced 
his policy ot Jis( Insure on a doubting Board, the special 
meeting ImJ been ciIkJ, ind, just as, twenty-three years 
ago, pursuine Jr, -'rLC In-rn Irene, he had to face tlic public 
eye, so now he udhred d iv and nn^ht in dread of that nn- 
discriminating optic The brenc)] had a prd’.crh: *‘Z// 
absents ont tohi^'urs tort ” but Niaiiics liad grave doubts 
about it. Eldcr^on would be absent from that meeting ol 
the shareholders, but — unless lie was much mistaken— djet 
himself, who would be present, would come in for the blanie^' 
The French were not to be relied on. VV^hat with his anxiety 
about Edcur, and his misgiving about the public eye, he wa» 
sleeping badly, eating little, and feeling below par. Annette 
had recommended him to .^ce a doctor. Th.it was probftbly 
why he did not. Soames h.id faith in doctors for Other 
people ; but they had never — he would say — done anythillg 
for biniy possibly because, so far, there had not been 

thing to do. ' '‘ VlUl 

Failing in her suggestion, and finding him cvcry-^i^isiK 
sociable, Annette had given him a book on Cou^ . 
running it through, he had meant to leave it in the 
the theory, however extravagant, had somchour 
him. After all, Fleur was doing it ; and the thing'^OM 
nothing; there might be something in 
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After telling liimscif that night twenty-five times that he 
was getting better and better, he slept so soundly that 
Annette, in the next room, hardly slept at all. 

“ Do you know, my friend,'’ she said at breakfast, “ you 
were snoring last night so that I could not hear the cock 
crow.” 

“Why should \ou want to ” s.iid Soames. 

“Well, never mind — if you h.id a good night. W.as it 
my little Couc who gave you that nice dream ? ” 

Partly from fear of encouraging Cout^, and partly from 
fear of encour.igmg her, Soames avoided a reply , hut he 
had a curious SI use of power, as it lie did nut care what 
people said (*f liim. 

* I’ll do It ag.un to-night,’ lie thought 

“You know,” Annette went on, "you are just the 
temperament for Coue, Soames When you cure yoursclt 
of worr)ing, you will get quite fat ” 

“ Fat ! ” Saul Soames, looking at her curves. “ I’d as 
soon grow a beard ” 

Fatness and beards were associated with the French. 
He would have to keep an c\c on lumself if he went on 
with this — cr--wliat was one to call it ? Tomfoolery was 
hardly the word to conciliate the process, even if it did 
require you to tic twenty-five knots in a bit of string : very 
French, that, like telling your bcad^ ! He himself had 
merely counted on his fingers. The sense of power lasted 
aQ the way up lamdon , he had the conviction that he 
tsnuld «t in a 'draught if he wanted to, that Fleur would 
have her boy^ ' right ; and as to the P.P.R S. — ten to 
one he wouldi 6 mentioned by name in any report of 
the proceedinj^ ^ ^ 

After an ca > 2? twenty-five more assurances 

. . ^ ^ t ■ 

over ius coffee,* ^ 

This Board, before the special meeting 
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of thr slhirOinlJcrs, w.m in the n.ttun- ot a ilrc‘;s rehearsal. 
I'he details of controntaiion had to he arranj»cd, and 
Soames was chicfl\ eoiK^.rned witli seeing' that a certain 
imp'.rs(*nalitv should he preserved He was entirely 
apain.st disilosure t)f the faU that Voung Hijtfc rfie Id's stor\ 
and Mderson s Ktter liad been eonluled himself Tlie 
phrase te> he used slii'uhi he a “iiuinlHr (*1 the Hoard." 
He saw noneedtur ir\ I'ane lurtla r As tor e \plan.itions, 
t!ie\ Would fall, id eoiir-t, to the eli.urni.in .iiul the senie>r 
direelor, I.oril l'>nuno\ lie found, however, that the 
Board thought lie hinisell w is ihe riL’ht person to bring 
till' matter lorward Nooncehe theesod eould supply 
tlic personal ti'iah, llie rueess.irv eMivuiion, the chair- 
iii.di sluiuld introJuee the m.itter hrielB, then eall on 
h('ames tf) give the evideliee within his IfiowlcdgC. Lord 
I ontenov w is < mj hatie 

“ It's up to v(-u, Mr 1 ors’, le It it hadn't he-en for you^ 
Llderson uoiiid he siitniL,' (here to dav iVom beginning 
to end vou put tile wind up limi , and I wish the deuce you 
hadn’t 'Die whole thing’s a conlounded nuisance. He was 
a verv clever tellow, and we shall miss him Our new man 
isn’t a paleli on him It he did t.ike a few thou under the 
ro.se, he teujk 'em otf the Huns ” 

Old guinea-pig ' hoames replied, acidlv : 

“ And the (quarter of a million he’s lost the share- 
la Iders, for the sake of those few thou. ? Bagatelle, I 
luppose ^ " 

•• Well, it might have turned out a winner ; for the first 
jear It did. Wc all back losers sometimes." 

Soames kxAcd from face to face They did not support 
this blatant attitude, but in them all, except perhaps ‘Old 
Mont’s,’ he felt a grudge against Iiim&eB Tlicir expre^stODi 
seemed to sa) : ‘ Nothing of this sort ever happened till 
you came on the Board.’ He had disturbed their comiortf 
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and they disliked him for it. They were an unjust lot 1 
He said doggedly : 

“ You leave it to me, do \ou ? Very well ! ” 

What he meant to convey — or whether he meant toconvev 
anything, he did not know ; but even tliat ‘ old guinea-pig ’ 
was more civil afterwards. He c.imc away from the Bo^md, 
however, without any sense of power at all. There he 
would be on Tuesday next, bang in tlic public eye. 

After calling to enquire after Heur, wlio was lying down 
rather poorly, he returned home with a feeling of having 
fbecn betrayed. It seemed that he could not rely, after all, 
pn this fellow with Ids twenty-five knots. However much 
;J)ettcr he might become, Ins daughter, Ins reputation, and 
,|>0$sibly his fortune, wtTc not apparent!;, at the di's.position 
pi his subconscious sell. He was silent .it dinner, and went 
afterwards to his picture gallery, to tlunk things over. 
For half an hour he stood at the open window’, alone with 
,,the summer evening ; and the longer he stood there, the 
^nore clearly lie perceived that the thru were reallv one. 
■^Except for his daughter’s sake, what did he care for Ids 
reputation or his fortune ? Hi.s reputation ! Lot of fools — 
couldn’t see that he was careful and honest so far as 
Jain within his riach — so much the worse for them ! 
^B^^ortune — well, he had better make another settlement 
and her child at once, in case of accidents ; another 
itU|rg|l)uQnsand. Ah ! if she were only through her trouble ! 

Annette went up to her for good ; and there was 
called twilight sleep. To have her suffering 
be thought of ! 

^l^rcning lingered out ; the sun went down behind 
Soames’ hands, grasping the wrndow-icdgt, 
tfew ; sweetness of grass and river stole up 
The sky had paled, and now began to 
of stars came out. He bad Uved here a 
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long time, through all Fleur’s childhood — l>C8t years of his 
life ; still, it wouldn’t break his heart to sell. His heart was 
up in London Sell ^ That was to run before the hounds 
with a vengeance. No — no!~it wouldn’t come to thatf 
He left tlie window and, turning up the lights, began the 
thousand and first tour of hl^ ['u tun s }h liad made some 
good purchaNcs -mce J leur'' in irri ige, and without vvasttng 
hi^ money on ladiiMii diK la\itunEcs Ih had made some 
g(i()d sales, too 'I'lu picture, in iIdn u llery, it he didn’t 
mistake, W'Te wiTth from .>e\<nt'. lo a iiundrcd thousand 
pounds; and, with the pr"}lt^ on his -..(les from time to 
time, they stoovl hini in at no more th m fivc-and-twcnty 
thousand- no! a ! ..d r' salt from a life’s hobby, to say 
nothing of tin j! ..^ur' ' C)t ciurM, h, nuglit have taken 
up sometliing t Ke- huiterfh( s, p}iot"/’'.jpl,y^ .irchrcology, or 
hrst edllJoI.^ , other sport in winch vou backed yottf 
judgment ag unsr the lield, .ind cullcetcd the results; but 
he had never ri go ttej choM-mg pu tur< ^ Not he ! Mote 
to show for \our money, kudo^, more profit, andiUODC 
risk ! The thought startled him a little , had he really taken, 
to pictures because of the* ri>k ? A ri>k h.td never appealed 
to him ; at least, he hadn’t rcall^< d it, so far. Had hit 


‘subconscious’ some p.irt in the matter? He suddenly 
sat down and closed his eves. Try the thing once Wath\ 
very pleasant feeling, that morning, of not “ giving a d;inui”]| 
he never remembered having it before 1 He bad alwaypM| 
it necc.ssary to worry — kind of insurance against 
but worry was wearing, no doubt about it, wcaxii:^^ lyM 
out the light ! The)' said in that book, you had 
In the now dim and shadowy room, with the 
through many window's, dusted over its rcality/ililjij^i^ 
in his casv chair, sat very still. A faint drone 
words: ^‘fatter and fatter” through his 
’No, BO,’ he thought: ‘that’s wrong!’ 
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the drone n|>ain. 'i'hc tips of his finders tuked it off; on 
and on- Ik- uould it a L:o(.d thance. If onh one 
needn’t \\orr\ ! On and on — “better and better!” h 
only— — ! Ili'i ]ip-> stopped moving, his grev head fell 
forward into the subrons<'M'U‘« \iid the stealing starligJii 
dusted over hnii, too, a little unre.ility. 



CHAPTFR X 

BL r I VK' •> so I n \ 15 

knuv n<'tl,uii; <'t iIk Cif\ , in rh* 'Spirit of 
lilt olJ I .iriD^’r.ip/it r-. ‘ U h. p \'*.i ri'iifiini;, pl.icc 

i>.rrMr>," m.iJi ki^ u i\ thr>>iiL:h tin pnrlh us nt ihc Pnuhrv, 
tdu.irtls tluii }i"l\ "1 fi'ilu ilu "tHi I s Ilf Cuthcott, Klns'^'>a 
.ind F"rs\ It ! li> inotKi \v.i> .I'tuiu d to im dii ith-n, for he 
h id bun luru It’ni,’ vMfli >il'k \ v'^vn.hi .n t iu C il'- C’nllon. He 
h.ul kriotMi ill t'K eut ^I'. "t’vtn i.h.ip-> even niort modern 
ill. in old ^ib ''.ive oiiK .1 Rusm in >o mod- rn th it he knew 
n-j I'rtnth .irui nobodv i-uild t ilk to him Mtclmel had 
w.itchcd th' m di mohsh L'.trv thmj,', ,ind the Rus^i.m closing 
his c}e\ like .1 -u k bib'., .u m-nti-'n ot .in\ living name. 

‘ C.irrv on’' he tii -ui^'lit, stvtr.il of Iin favourites 
having gone dov\n m th'. mrld’ ‘ ^i.ib .md kludge ! Im- 
port. irue .^vv.llt^ \ou jt ih' tnd ot the .illi V ‘ Hut he had 
restrained hi^ irn v- raut t.ll th-* moment of dep.irturc. 

“ bib,” he s.od, rising, “ all thes- eh.ip^ h' re arc dead- 
ought they to be about in tin-* hot weather ^ ” 

“ What’s that ’ ” cj i- alated Sibl-;v bv-. m, amidst the 
almost painful silence ot the chaps 

‘‘I mean— thev're al'\. -so they muit be damned!” 
And avoiding .i throv\n ehocolaic which hit the Russian, 
he sought I lie d(H>r 

Outside, he mused ; ‘ (rood ch.ips, reallv f Nor half 
darned superior as thc\ think ihtv arc. (juire a human 
touch — getting that Ru^Man on the boko. Phewl It*l 
hotl’ 
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On that first day of the Eton and Harrow match all 
the forfeited heat of a chilly summer had gathered and 
shimmered o\cr Michael, on the top of his Bank ’bus; 
shimmered o\cr ^traw hats, and pale, perspiring faces, over 
<jndlc8s othtr ’busc'', business men, |'>oliccmen, shopmen at 
their doors, sellers ol neuspapt rs, l.u ts, jumping toys, end- 
less carl, and cabs. It ttiring. and win all the contusion of 
the greatest con eh aiu ration in the wt rl 1 uijjstid almost 
to a hair’s-hreadtii, l*y .m un^ten instiria Michael stared 
and doubled Wa-^it pu^^!hle til It, ultli c\( p <»ne pursuing 
hb Own business, ah-<>rl'(d in I.p <n\n j..b, the thin- could 
workout ? An ant-heap was not l' 11 -.ir r, (ir more sceminglv 
confused. El VC wires cross'd ..nd v ro-^s. d .n-d crossed-- 
^ incxtrieable t ni..ngEmeni, \ouM ^<iy ; .ind )e!, life, the 
order needful to life, s-inn-how survuing* ‘No slouch 
of a miracle!’ he thought, ‘modern town Idt ’’ And 
suddenly it s< emed t<> , .is it d( moli ^h( d i > the ruttiless 

• dispensation of some super ^lM< \ ^uati , for he v\as staring 
down a cul-dt-uu-. On both .sides, ll.u houvs, recently 
re-buffed, extraordm iril\ alike, at the end, a fiat buff 
hoasCi even more alike, and down in it, gre\ virgin pave- 
. ment, unstained by horse or petrol , no car^, cats, carts, 
it^olicemcn, hawker^, flics, or hn.^ Nd sign of human life, 
f^WJept the names ot legal firms to riglii and loft of each 
^';iJ^|to'’doorwa) 

j.l^‘*Cuthcott, Kingson and Eorsvte, Commissioners for 
^<3^fefe^;Firsi Floor.’ ” 

Britannia ! ' thought Michael, ascending wide 

the room to whicli he had been ushered, he saw 
pug-faced fellow with a round grizzled beard, 
%'blbdt tlpaca coat, and a rcx>m}- holland waistcoat round 
J^^ 3 !)Qidsll|r middle, who rose from a swivel chair. 

wid, “Mr. Michael Mont, I think. Tve 
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been expecting you. \Vc shan^t be long about it, after 
Mr. ForbUc a'mes Ht.\ just stepped round the corner, 
Mr.s. Michael \\e]], I hope ? ’* 

Tlianks ; as well a.s ” 

“ ’ih'cs . It m.ikrs \ou .iHMous T'.ikc a scat. Perhaps 
you’d like to rL.id llic drati ^ ’’ 

Tlius prc^tribed tor, Micli.u 1 t(}ok {*<>mc hnilscap from a 
pudiry liand, .md ‘<.it down t)]'p«‘Nite. W ith one eye on the 
old fellow, and tli< oihcr on the toolsv ,p, le n ad steadily, 

“ Ir seaiw* to nie.in sonn thin'j,’’ la s.iid .it last. 

He saw a nip. ns o! .1 froe .it a fly, belli'’ in the beard ^ 
and luisicnui to n p.ur hl^ < rnT 

“ Calculanie’ wl.it''. L'oing to h.ipj't n if something else 
doesn’t, nu]^^ ! t ratJnr like Ik u-l: .1 hookm.iker ” 

He Iclt .at o: . I. ih.it he li.ul not suteceded Ihcrc waS 
a s?rump\ rmiitt r . 

" We don’t u ot( our time, ’ere, Ext use me, I’m busy.” 

Miihael sit, u'mpuncimus, watiliini,' him ink down a 
lonp paifc ot (iitrus. He was like one c>f tliosc old dogs 
which lie outside front doors, keeping people off the 
premi>cs, and notifvinp th< ir flca.s. After less than five 
minutes of that perfect silence ho.imcs came in. 

“ You're here, then ? ” he s.iid 

“ ^'cs, sir; I thought it b<st to come at the time yoo 
mentioned. W h.it a nitc t»»ol nwim ' ” 

“ Have )ou read this ? ” asked buames, pointing to the 
draft. 

Michael nodded. 

“ Did you understand it ? ” 

“ Up to a point, 1 think.” o 

The interest on this fifty thousand,” said Soamcti *6 
Fleur’s until her eldest child, if it’s a boy, attains the age^^ 
twenty-one, when the capital becomes his abic^titdty* If 
it’s a girl, Fieur retains half the income for life, the loH ef 
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ihc income becomes pa\.ible to the )^irl v,hen she att.nns 
the ape of tuen()-one or marries, and the capital of that 
half goes to lier cliild or cliildrcn lawfully bepotten, at 
majority or marriape, in equal shares The other half of 
the capital falls into I'leurN t state, and n disposable by her 
will, or follows the laws of intcstat \ 

“ ^h)U make it wondtrfulU clear,” said Michael 

“ Wail ' ” said b<iamcs. “ If Meur has no children ” 

Michael siarttd 

“Anyllunp is possible,” said boames c;ra\el\, “and ni\ 
experience is that th( contincuuus not prodded for are 
those whuli happen In siuh a case the income ot the 
whole is lurs ioi life, and the capitd hers at death to 
do as she likes with I iiline th tl, it pe)es to the next 
of kin. There arc proeiM.in^ .ipaiust tntui]\ition and so 
forth.” 

“Ought she To m.ike a fresh will'” asked Michael, 
conscious of swe.it on hu fordu.ui 

” Not unless she likes Her present will eo\ers ii.’^ 
“Have 1 to do aiuthinp ' ” 

“No. I wanted \ou to understand ihe- purport be'forc 
I sign ; that's all (h\e me the d'rd, Gradman, and get 
Wickson in, wdl \ou ? ” 

Michatl saw- the old cli.ip produce from a drawer a fine 
piece of parchment eo\cred with copper-plate- wntlnp and 
seals, look at it Io\ inple , .ind pl.u e it be fore boann-s When 
he had left the r(H>m, boanus said in .1 low voice : 

“ This meeting on Tuesdae — 1 canT tc (1 ! But, w hate; cr 
happens, so far as I e.m see, this ought to stand.” 

“It** awfull) good of \ou, sir.” 

Soames nodded, testing a pen. 

“I'm afraid I’ve got wrong with \our old clerk,” sdd 
Michael ; “ I like the lenik o! him frightfully, but 1 acci- 
dentally compared him to a bookmaker.” 
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Soamcs smiled “ (ir.idm.in, ’ lie said, is a ‘ character.* 
Tlierc aren’t marn. nu\\.ida\s” 

Michael was uondtrinc O-ald one be a ‘character’ 
under the ac'e i.f mnIc ---wlnn ihc ‘cii.iractcr* returned, 
with a pale man in dark ch.th< s 

laftiUL: hi-s nose side vvac'., biMims saul at once : 

“ 7'his IS a { ' •-t-najHial sttihin'iit on nu dain,’}jtcr. I 
dch\er th!^ as m\ aa and det d ” 

He wrote ills n imc, and nia \i| 

'I'he I ah j\rson and Hradniaii wmte llicirs, and the 
fornurlelt tlu rouin J hert was a ihiui as of ri plction, 
“ Do \ou want me an\ more : ” asKtd Mu hat! 

“ Yes 1 want \ou to sec int d' po^t it at lla i)ank with 
the in.irriaLr sftikmcnt v^lian't come bat k, (»radinan!” 
“(jMod-byc, Mr (Iradiiian.” 

Michael iieard the old fellow mutter throu^'h Ins beard 
lialf buried in a tirawer to whuh lie was returning' the draft, 
and followed ."'oaiius out. 

“ Here's where 1 us<d to be," sod Soaines as they went 
along tlie Poiilirc , “and nn t.itiur bct<>rc me" 

“More genial, perhaps," ‘■aid .Muh.icl 
“ The trustcc.s arc meeting us at the bank ; you remember 
them ? " 

“ Cousins of Ideur’s, weren't liicy, sir ? ” 

“Second ctiUMns ; young Rt/gcHs eldest, and young 
Nicholas’ 1 chose them \ouiii;ish Very young Roger 
was wounded in the war— he dues nothing. Very young 
Nicholas IS at the Bar ’’ 

Michael’s ears stood up. ‘‘ What about the next lot, 
sir ? Very very young Roger would be almost insulting, 
wouldn’t it ? ’’ 

“ There won’t be one," said Soamcs, " with taxation 
where it is. He can’t afliord it ; he’s a steady chap. What 
arc you going to call your boy, if it u one ? " 
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“ Wc think Christopher, because of St, Paul’s and 
Columbus. Fleur wants him solid, and I want him 
enquiring,” 

** H’m ! And if it's a girl ? ” 

** Oh I— if it’s a girl— Anne.” 

** Yes,” said Soames • “ W r\ ne.it. Here thev arc ! ” 
They had reached ihe bank, and in the entrance Michael 
saw two Forsvit'' betueen tinny and fnrty, whu>c chinny 
faces he dimly remembtred. F s< orted by a man with bright 
buttons down Ids front, they all went to a room, w Ik re a man 
without buttons produced a j.ipanned box One of the 
Forsytes opened it with a key , boames muttered an incan- 
tation, and deposited the deed. When he and the chinnier 
Forsyte had exchanged a tew rem.irks with the man.iccr on 
the question eif the hank rate, tlicv all went baek to the 
lobby and parted with the words W'ell, goeid-h)e ” 
**Now,” said Soames, in the din and liustlc of the street. 
**hc’s provided for, so lar ai> 1 can see. When exactly do 
you expect it f ” 

“ It should he just a fortnight.” 

**1)0 you believe in this— this twilight sleep i ” 

** I should like to,” said Michael, conicious aeain of 
sweat on his ftireliead. “ Fleur's wonderfull) c.dni ; she 
doea Cou<f night and morning.” 

^That I ” said boames. He did not mention that he 
hhnself was doing it, thus gnmg away tiic state of his 
nerwMk ** If you’re going home, I’ll come, too.” 

. He fntmd Fleur lying down with Ting-a-ling on the foot 

cl the sofa. 

Your father’s here, darling. He’s been anointing the 
fatvune with another fifty thou. 1 expect he’d like to tell 
you all about it.” 
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“ Presently. If it’s on as hot as this, it^U be 

rather a bore, Michael." 

“ Oh ! but It won't, dueky. Three Jays and a thunder- 
storm," 

Taking Ting-n-ling by the chin, he turm d his face up. 

And how on earth is vour nose goini: to be put out of 
joint, old man ? 'ITere's no joint to put " 

‘'He kn(H\'. thert's '."fnething up" 

" He’s a v,i>c little brute, aren’t you, old son ? ’* 

Ting a-ling smiled. 

" Mieharl'" 

“ Yes, darhmt ? ” 

“ I don't seem to cnrc about anything now — it’s a funny 
feelinir ’’ 

" That’s the* i i it " 

"No. I tliink It’s bciauM- the whclc business is too 
long. E\ er\ read'., and n-nv it all seems rather 

Stupid. One more person m the world or one more out 
of It — w'h.U docs It matter ? " 

" Don’t ' It matters frirhrhilly ! " 

" One more gnat to d.mce, <me more ant to nm about 1 ” 
Anguished, Michael said .lunn 
"Don’t, Meur ! Th.it’s just a mood.” 

“ Is Wilfrid’s book out ’ ” 

" It comes out to-morrow ” 

" I’m 8orr)' I gave \ou .lOi a bad time, there, I only 
didn’t want to lose him ” 

Michael took her hand 
" Nor did I — goodness knows ! ” he said, 

“ He’s never written, I suppose ? ” 

«No.” 

“ Well, I expect he’s all right by now. Nothing 
Michael put her hand to his check. 

“ I do, I’m afraid,” he said. 
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The hand slipped round over his lips. 

“Give Dad my love, and tell him I’ll be down to tea. 
Oh ! I’m so hut ! ’’ 

Michael h()\cred .i inument, and went out. D.imn the 
heat, upseuini^ her lihe this ’ 

He found Suames ^landing in front of ihe uhite monkey. 
“ I should take thu down, if I wtre \na,” he muttered, 
“ until it’s over ’’ 

“ Why, Mr ^ " aski d Miehacl, in surprise. 

Soames Irowiitd 
“ Those eves ' “ 

Michael went up to the picture. Yes! lie was a 
haunting kind of hruo ' 

“ But It's Sikh tup-huh work, sir.” 

Soames novldtd 

“ ArtistkalK , \e^ But at sikh limes yuu tun’t l>c too 
careful what s|u s- '* 

“I believe vou’re right Let’s have ium down ” 

“ ril hold him,” said ^oame^, t. iking hold ui the bottom 
of the picture 

“ Got him tight ? Right-o Now ! ” 

“ You can -say I wanted an opinion on his period,” said 
Soames, when the picture h.id been lowered to the floor. 

“ There can h.irdh be a doubt ot that, sir — the present ! ” 

Soames stared “ What i* Oh ! You mean ? Ah ! 

H^m ! Don' t let her know he’s m the house ” 

“ No, ni lock him up." Michael lifted the picture. 
D'you mind opening the door, sir ? ” 

“ rU come back at tea time,” said Soames, “That’ll 
look as if I’d taken Inm off You can hang him again, 
lattrd’ 

“ Yes. Poor brute I ” said Michael, bearing the monkey 
off to limbo. 



CHAPTI'R \I 

\S i I H A s\t \ | I ‘ n ’ 

On the ni^^ht ot tlu- tMl'.iU’nj, af’^r Fleur had 

gone to Mh 1. 1 > 1 .ind irn > ^ o I'nI' pint: r.t the mutter 
of LfJiulon onitn : ifirnugh the uiiKhussol thcCLine'»-. room 
opened to the h'" • ' iinu }i<" <t 

“Tie', th Air kii!< 1 s( nt itnenc,” <».ud So., 'act 
sudden!) " ! ' t.'i tt trii- ' " 

“ In <i v\a\', \f‘s, sir \\ h.id '.o iniu/ti rculit) th.il we 
don’t w.mr oin m >0 
“ I don’t l"i!' 'W Mill “ 

“ 1 HK-int ih It onl\ re.i]it\ rc.dh. makes v ui t<-el. So t{ 
you pretend th<rt n non'aliiv, \ . jon’t t<- feel It 
answer-. awfulK w'ell, up to 1 p-ei.t 

“Ah*” ^aid Soames “ H' r mother tonus up r.> 
morrow morrma,', to ^t i\ This I’ I' R S rm-eimi,; of mine 
IS at halt past two (io<.d nieht ' 

Mitfi.e 1, at tlic windo'.t, w nefad tlie heat ;^Mthcrcd black 
over the Squar. \ {< w tt pid drop> tell on ins outstretched 
hand A cat stole by under a lamp post, and vanished into 
shadow So thick that it seenu d ur. iciiised 

Queer question uf ‘Old Fors\t'\' about sennment; 
odd that he siiould ask it ’ ‘Ip to a point ' But don’t 
we all get past that point ’ ’ he tiiought Look at Wilfrid, 
and himself- -after the war they had deemed it blasphcmoua 
to .admit that an\ thing mattered ex.t pt eating and drinking, 
for to-morrow they died ; even fellows like Nazing, and 
Master, who were never in the war, had felt like that ever 
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since. Well, Wilfrid had got it in the neck ; and he himself 
had got it in the wind ; and he would bet that — barring 
one here and there whose blood w.is made of ink — they 
would all get It in the neck or wind soon or late. Why, 
he would cheerfully be.ir Fleur’s pain and risk, instead 
of her! But if nothing m.ittered, why sliould he feel 
like that f 

Turning from the window, he leaned .iLramst the lacquered 
back of the jade-green setti - , .ind st.ired .it the wall space 
between the Chinese tea-cht^ts. Jolly ihoughifiil of the 
‘old man ’ to have that white monkey diiwn ! The brute 
was potent — symbolic of the world’s mood beliefs can- 
celled, faiths withdrawn! And, dash it I not only the 
young — but the old — we're in that temper ' ‘ Old Forsyte,’ 
or he would never have been scared by tli.ii riioiikev’s eyes , 
yc8, and his own governor, and Eldcrson, and all the rest. 
Young and old — no real belief in anMhing ' And ye't — 
revolt sprang up in Mieliacl, with a whirr, like a covey of 
partridges. It did matter tii.it some person or some prin- 
ciple outside oneself should be more pricious than oneself — 
it dashed well did I Sentiment, the'ii, wasn’t dead — nor 
faith, nor belief, which were the same things They were 
(Maly shedding shell, working through chrysalis, into — 
butterflies, perhaps F'.mh, sentiment, belief, had gone 
tsuaderground, possibly, but they were there, even in ‘ Old 


.Forayte’ «nd himself. He had a good mind to put the 
monkey up ag.dn. No use exaggerating his importance ! 
s* V t ^ George ! Some flare ! A jagged streak of vivid 
stripped darkness ofl the night. Michael crossed, 
the windows. A shattering peal of thunder blun- 
mm^^mmrhead ; and down came the rain, slashing and 
He saw a man running, black, like a shadow 
a dark blue screen ; saw him by the light of another 
auddeoly made lurid and full of small meaning, with 
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face of cheerful anxH'ty, as if he were s.i\ing : “ Hang it, 
I’m gctnni; wet ! ” Aiinther frantic cra^ll ! 

‘Meur!’ thought Mivhacl; and clanging the last 
wmdeiw down, lie ran upstairs 

She v\as sittmc up in bed, with a lai <■ all round, and 
young, and starth.i. 

1 thougli’— cans and the heavens con- 
founded m III-. iH'nd ‘ 'i ' V.) ’ve w ikt d h- r up ’ ’ 

“ It's all n darlir.'j ' |u->t another little summer 

kick-np ' U ere ot* .iditp ' ” 

“ 1 was drt annn.; ! ” He felt her Ivand clutching within 
his own, saw a . iiddcn {'inched look on her faec , v\uh a sort 
of rag( f ’utcrnal iucl. I 

“ \\ litre's I e ' ” 

No doi; w>. in ’.tie '>riH r 

“ Under the ’ ! - \ou bet ' Woid i vou like him up f ” 

“ No Let lain M 'V , l.e hate.s it 
She {'lit her head against lus arm, and Michael curled 
his hand rouiai ncr other car 
“ I nc\er hked thunder much ' ” said Fleur, “ and now 
it—it hurts ! ” 

High above her hair Micluel's face underwent the Con- 
tortions of an ovcrwhclmiru: tenderness. One of those 
crashes which seem just cAcrhcad sent her lace burrowing 
against his chc't, and, silting on the bed, he gathered her 
in, close. 

“ I wish It were o\er,” came, smothered, from her lipk 
** It will be diiccil) , darling , it came on so suddenly ! ^ 
But he knew she didn’t mean the storm. 

“ If I come through, I’m going to be quite diflemit t0 
you, Michael ” 

Anxiety was the natural accompaniment of such 
but the words, “ If I come through ’* turned Michn^'t fannft ' 
right over. Incredible that one so young and ihcNiU 
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be in even the remotest djnj^^cr of extinction ; incredibly 
painful that slic should be in fear of it ! He hadn’t realised. 
She had been so calm, so m.itter-of-f.ict about it all. 

“ Don’t ! ” he mumbled , “ (d course vou’ll come through.” 
“ I’m afraid ” 

The sound was sm ill and sm, ,th<- red, but the words hurt 
horribly. Nature, vcitii the sm.ill ‘ n,’ forcing fear into 
this girl he loved so i\\tul!\ ' X.iture kicking up this 
godless dm above h- r po(jr 1-uh lie.id ' 

“Duck), vni'Il havi twh-jlit slei}' and know n(;thing 
about it , and be as right as ram in no time.” 

Fleur frcul her h.nui 

“Not it It's not go..d lor him Is it ' ” 

“I expea so, sweetheart, I’ll hnd out What makes 
you think — ? ” 

“Only that it’s not natural I want to do it properly. 
Hold my liand hard, MKhacl I --I'm not going to be a 
fool. Oh ! Stime one's knoiking' — go and see 
Michael opened the door .i crack Soames was there — 
unnatural - in a blue drl^-lng gown and scarlet slippers ! 

“ I« she all right ? ” he whispered. 

“ Yes, yes ” 

“ In this bobbery she oughtn't to be left ” 

“ No, sir, of course not I shall sleep on the sofa.” 

“ Call me, if anything’s wanted ” 

“ I will.” 

Soames’ eyes slid past, peering into the room. A string 
worked in his throat, as if he had things to say which did 
emerge. He shook his head, and turned. His slim figure, 
longer than usual, in its gown, receded down the corridor, 
past the Japanese prints which he had given them. Closing 
the door again, Michael stood looking at the bed. Fleur had 
settled down ; her eves were dosed, her lips moving. He 
Stole back on tiptoe. The thunder, travelling away south. 
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bluiuirred nnd pn)v\lrd .is if rci^rctfulK Michael saw her 
eyelids quiver. In r liys stnp, then mo\c .ii;.iin. ‘ Coue ! ’ 
he tliouvlit 

Ele l.u deun on llir sntn at the tdut nt the hed, \\ hcncc, 
witlnjiit M.iji.d, }.< fiuild r.ll^( hirn'-th .iid st( hci Many 

times h( rjiM'd Kinis .It ylu had virt'jq l d ett, w i- hr<Mthtn|^ 
quietK 1 he thuiidtr u is nmv, tlic tla-ii. > imper- 

cepiiMi Mk luK 1 t lost vl hi> ' \ V N 

A taint List nniiter t'am d Inm to hu,! at lur-iui more, 
luL'ii on la r p'llous In tin < a.< lulK ^h ivh d livht Vouni:-- 
\ounv' C’l h'urh iik( i tloui. r in w i\ ' No sOm me in her 
brain, iio dt' al — p(.a( ( tul ' It oiiK slu touldsta\ like that 
and wake ’i) v. uh it all o\ < r ' 1 1< h-ol- 1 d .tvs ay Ami there 
bin n.is at lie t if ( nd, dim, r- ih.ttfd in a ;»lass , and there 
to tht riL'ht, arain bln la\, as it utt^, all round ium in 
the pft.tt\ r. « m, tin inh ibitinp sprit- of Ins i,eart 

It was quiti still no\% 'I hr<.u);h a th'nk m thoM- powder- 
blue curtains In eoulJ st t some stars Ihii; Ik n chimed one, 
He had si- pt, perhaps, do/ed at It ist, drearm d a little. 
A small .ound wokt iiim A vers little d')v, tail down, 
veliow, low and unimportant, was p.^ssing down the room, 
trailing' ttrobs it to tin t ir tormr ‘ /Vh ! * thought 
Michael, closing his e)cb again . ‘ You I ’ 



CHAPTl R XU 

ORDI A1 IlY SHARLHOLDFR 

Rcpatrinc, nt\T da\, tn tlic Aeroplane Cluh, where, 
notably «pruct, Sir I,a\\rt nci v.js u .iimg in 'ic ku’ -c, 
Michael thoupiit ' (ionJ old H..11 ' hc‘s g- i lambtli up 
for the guillotine all nijht ' ’ 

“ That white piping will sIkan tlic Mood ' " lie said 
‘‘Old Forsyte' 's neat ihi- nitirmn^, hut not st. lmuJv " 
**Ahl iiovs IS ‘Old lors)te'r In pood ]n.art 
“ One doesn’t ask him, sir How d<> \ou kc! \our'.( li ' 
^Exactly as I used to Ktort the J on rtiid WiiulusLcr 
match. I think 1 sludi ha\c sliand\ eall at lunch ” 
When they had taken liieir scats. Sir Lawrerut vient on ; 
” I remember seeing a man tried k i imirik r in Colombo ; 
th/e poor fellow was posi 11 vcl) blue I tliink ni\ tavountc 
‘moment in the past, Michael, is W.iIkt Rakigh asking for a 
second shirt. By the way, it’s nc\cr been propcrl) settled 
yest whether the courtiers of that da\ were lous\. What 
•mt yon going to have, my dear fellow > ” 

^ **Cold beef, pickled walnuts, and gooseberry tart.” 

, ^ '** Excellent for the character I shall have curry ; they 
give yon' n very good Bombay duck here. 1 rather fancy 
IfOShldl he fired, Michael. * Xous sornmes traku / ’ used to be 
tlm pnpaPOglttivc of the French, but I'm afraid we’re getting 
, AtUtnde, too. The Yellow Press has made a difference.” 
shook his head. 

, ** We fny it, but we don’t act on it ; the climate’s too 
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“That sounds d<tp Tins l(H»ks very good curry — will 
V'U chan<j'e your nnnd ? Old Fontenoy sometimes comes 
in liere , lie h iS no inside It’ll be s- nous for him if we’re 
s^'ovvn the door” 

“ Deuced rum,” sod* Mkhel suddenh. “how title® 
still go do\sn Tlu re i in't be .on bdiet in their busincs* 
t ipaciiv 

"Char.ottr, m\ d< ir -the e<'-'d old English 

centleni.in .\li'r a”, ^.-nv thine in it.” 

“ I 1 iiK\, or, i:'s -.I fc I oi i.in.ylex in the share- 
holders '1 ie ir I Tr ’Os sh'.u ilum a l-rd v\hi.n thcv’rc 
\ ('line' " 

“ bh irel oli, m” v 0 • bir E.awr' la < ; “ th' vsord is cumpre- 
hcnsr.'i " -t' the\ , w hat .itc ths\,wle'n irc they ? ’* 

“ Thn atn riXH. a,' " ud Michn- 1 “ oid 1 sliall luvc a good 
look at tium ” 

Thev wai't let \ou in, ru) dear.” 

“ No ’ ” 

” Ccrtainh' not ” 

Mnhatl lro\MUvl 

” W'hat pa: 'T,” he ^aid, ” is sure not t<» be represented ? ” 

Sir l.avsrencc t:au \^hl^n\lnL; laugh 

” Thf Full," h<* ‘i.aid , Thr Hursf and Hound f 1S 
Gardrn^Fi ll'ffkl\ ” 

“ ni slide in on them ” 

” You’ll sc‘c us de- \'arne, I hope,” said Sir Lawrence, With 
sudden era\ity 

They took a cab together to the meeting, but separated 
before reaching tiie door of tlir hotel. 

Michael had ih-mi^ht better of the Press, and took op % 
posirion in the pai>>agc, whence he could watch for ichanotr 
Stout men, in dark suits, with a palpable lookol havings 
lunched off turbot, joints, and cheese, kept pai tt l^ IjtillL 
He noticed that each handed the janitor a paptft* * I'Q 
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hand him a paper, too,’ he tiioutiht, 'and scont in 
Watching for some e\cn stouter men, Ik tool, c< \cr ht tuten 
two of them, and approailuvi tlie doi>r, with an announce- 
ment of ' Counterfeits ' in h . h tt liand I landing it aero^a 
a neighbouring important, he \\a'> tjukklv into a S' ti 
lie saw tin janitor's Lue prtkt d round tlic door ‘ No. m\ 
friend,’ thought Michael, ‘it \ou v.advl till dud. trom 
shareholders, cou wouldn't he in rh it jol)’' 

He found a report he tore him, and liolding it up, lookid 
at other tilings 'l ie room kciikiI to him to h W' l-ten 
got by a toni'rt hill out ot .i station w iiiing room It 
had a platlorm witii i lone t ihlc, Iv huul wlmh win. s(.\,n 
empty chalr^, ..ii I .ictn inkpot., with s, \cn quil! jxn. 
upright in tin in ‘ (Jiiills ' ' ihoueh' Mnh u 1 , ‘ ss mhule , 
I suppose — thes’ll all um foutuain-pi iis ' ' 

Back “Ceiure ot the platlorm \va. a door, ind in tront, 
below it, i\ table, wlu re four nun \m n atting, tiddling with 
notebooks ‘Orchestra,’ thought Muiucl He turned Im 
attention to the eiglit or tm rows I't sliareholders. Thc\ 
looked W'h.U they were, hut he loiild not tell why Their 
faces were cast in an inhnitc of moulds, hut all had the air of 
waiting for something ihe\ knew ihe\ would not get What 
sort of lives did the\ lead, or did their lives lead them ' 
Nearly all wore nioustaihes His neighbours to riglii and 
left were the same stout sliareholders between whom he had 
slipped in ; they both had thick lolx-s to their cars, and necks 
even broader than the* straight broad backs of their heads. 
He was a good de.tl impressed Dotted here’ and there he 
noticed a woman, or .* parson There was practical!) no 
conversation, from whicli he surmised that no one knew' his 
neighbour. He had a feeling that a dog somcw'hcrc would 
have humaaiaed the occasion. He was musing on the colour 
scheme of green picked out with chocolate and chased with 
gold, when the door behind the platform was thrown open, 
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and seven men in bl.uk coats filtd in> and with little bows 
took their scats behind liit quilK They reminded him of 
people yettini; up<tn horst or about to plav tlic piano— full 
of small adjustments '1 iiat i the Chairman’s rii^ht — 
would be old lonun-o, unh a t ice entirely Lomposed of 
features Mtehael had an odd eoneeit . a little thing in a 
white top-/iat sat ln^lde th< brain, driving the features 
eight in h.irul ’i hi n i .mu a t n e str Jl^'ht from a picture of 
Her ^Iaj(.^ty''s (jwm rnnicnt in rtumd and pink, with a 
liigh nose, a small intajth, and btlli white whiskers; while 
at the tnd "11 ill ngiit w.i. a ("untin.mce whose jaw and 
c\es sum d b"ring intv; a u'nundruni beyond the wall at 
Michatl’s i>a.k ‘ Lugal ' ’ he tli-ught llii scrutiny 
passed 1 ' t. u t" r* (.tiornmn Cli"". n ^ Was he — or was he 
not? bi .rd. vl man, a li (1' bt land "U the Chairman’s left, 
was a!n tJ\ rL.wlin,; Irom a book, in a rapid monotonous 
voice 'li.at must be the scerctar) kiting off his minute 
gurw. And in front of him v. is clearly the new’ manager, on 
whose left Mkhacl observed Ins own father The dark 
pothooks our bir Lawn rue’s right eye were .slightly raised, 
and his mouth was puckered under the cut line of his small 
moustache. He looked .dmost Oriental, quick but still. His 
left hand held his tortoiscslu 11 rimmed monocle between 
thumb and finger. ‘ Not quite in the scene ! * tEought 
Michael ; ‘ poor old Bart ! ’ He had come now to the last 
of the row ‘ Old Forsyte ’ wa. sitting precisely as if alone 
in the world , with one corner of his nioutli just drawn down, 
and one nostril ju-^i drawn up, he seemed to Michael quite 
fascinatingly detached ; and yet not out of the picture. 
Within tliat still neat figure, whereof only one patent- 
leather boot seemed with a slight movement to be living, 
was intense concentration, entire respect for the proccedingt, 
and )’ct, a queer contempt for them ; he was like a ttatuc of 
reality, by one who had seen that there was preckmi little 
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reality in it. ‘ He chills my soup,’ thought Michael, ‘ but 
—dash it ! — I can’t help half admiring him ! ’ 

The Chairman liad now risen ‘ He ts ’ — thought 
Michael ; ‘ no he isn't— yes— no — I can’t tell ! ’ He could 
hardly attend to what the Chairman said, for wondering 
whether he wa.^ elms' n or not, though well aware tliat it did 
not matter at all. 'J'lic Ciiairman kept steadily on. Dis- 
tracted, Michael caught uiirds and words * “ European 
situation — misguided poluy — Fn nch — lot.illv unexpected 
— position disclosed — manager — untortunate circumstances 
shortly to be e.vplained to you — future of this great concern 

—no reason to doubt ” 

* Oil,’ thought Michael, ‘ he is — and yet ! ’ 

“I will now ask one of your director^, Mr. h»rsvte, to 
give you at first hand an account of tins p.-iinful matter.” 

Michael saw Soames, pale and d' liberate, take a piece 
of paper from las breast-pocket, and rise Was it to the 
occasion ? 

I will give you the facts shonl)',” he s.iid in a voice 
which reminded Michael of a dry, made-up win^' “ On the 
eleventh of January last I was visited by a clerk in the 

employ of the Society ” 

Familiar with these details, Michael p.uJ them little atten- 
watching the shareholders for signs of reaction. He 
imw none, and it was suddenly borne in on him why they 
WOie moustaches : They could not trust their mouths ! 
duirtcter was in the mouth. Moustaches had come m when 
people no longer went about, like the old Duke, saying : 
-piBk what you damned well like of my character ! ” 
iiad tried to come in again, of course, before the 
Wif; bat what with majors, shareholders, and the working 
dntMli now had little or no chance ! He heard Soames 
•ty: **111 these circumstances we came to the coaclusion 
thlKt there wm nothing for it but to wait and see.” Michael 
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saw a sudden quiver pu-s over the moustaches, as miglit 
wind over ^>ras^ 

‘ Wrong phr.ist,’ he thou-Ki , ‘ we all do it, but we 
can't hear being reminded ol n ' 

“ Six v^ec Ls .igo, howtcvr," he heard boarnes intone, “ an 
accidc ntal im ida lu m f ms m !. r.c warncvl vtnir late manager 
that Sir Law r( Tit and 1 still tiuertaincd suspicions, for I 
recci\cd a later In m h,in pracikwllv adniitting that he had 
tnben tl.is secret crmi, 1 U'U on the (hrman husincs's and' 
.oking me tc> ini'irrn tj»(. Hoard th .t lu h ^ goru* abroad and 
left no proptrts U hind him '1 his stair man we have been 
at pnins to vaiiv In I’ac ursumstances wc had no 
altcrnatrvt. hit to <.11 vou t(<g(-thrr, and lu the facts 
before \ou " 

7'he voku whuh had not \aned 'in iota, censed its 
recital; and .Muhad saw ' > f.iihcr-m !..\\ return to Ids 
detachment- • rk on one leg, about to apf K bcnic to 
parasite, coulvi ha\ e inspired no greater .sen.>c of loneliness. 
‘Too like tlk br t a< cc^unt oi the i 'tth of juflaiid!' he 
thought ‘ IL nuntioixd .ill the K^ses, and never once 
struck tin hiini..n note ’ 

A pause eiuiu J, such as occurs before an awkward fence, 
till somebod)’ has found a gate Michad rapidly rcvicw^cd 
the faces of me Board Only one slu-wcd any animation. 
It was concealed in a handkerchief The sound of the 
blown nf'SC broke the spdl 'Iwc* slurdu-lders rose tO 
their feet at once — one of them Mich.iel'i neighbour on 
the right. 

** Mr. bawdry,” said the Chairman, and tlic other share* 
holder sat down. 

With a sonorous cleanng of the throat, Michael^s ndgh* 
hour turned his blunt red face toward.s boames. 

** I wish to ask you, sir, why you didn’t inform the Bo«ld 
when you first ’card of this ? ” 
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Soamcs rose sli^^htly. 

You arc au.irr, I presume, that sucli an accusation, 
unless it can In fully substantiated, is a matter for criminal 
procctdinps ^ ” 

“No; It v\<)uld ha’ been pri\ doped. ” 

“As between nitinbers of tla Hoard, perhaps , but anv 
leakage would h.i^t rendered us liable. It was .1 mere ease 
of word against word ” 

“ Perhaps Sir Lawrence Mom will gi\e us ’is view of 
that ? ” 

Michael’s heart Kp.iii to beat ’bhere was an air of 
Sprightliness about Ins father'^ '.taiiding figure 

“You must run-inbcr, mf, ’ Ik s ud, “ that Mr Mderson 
had enjoyed our complete lonfuiciui for inaru \^ar^, he 
was a gentlcin.in, and, spi.ikinr for ni\-clf, an (»kl scfiool- 
fcllow of his, I preh rred, in common loyally, to gi\e his 
word preference, while- er - k«epmg the matter m mind ’’ 

“Oh ! "said Nile hael’s neighbour “ U hat’s the Cliairman 
got to say about Ik in’ kept in the d.irk ? ’’ 

“We arc all perfectly satisfied, Mr, with the attitude of 
our co-dircctors, in a ver\ delicate situation You will 
kindly note that the mischief was alreads done over this 
unfortunate assurance, so that there was no need for 
undue haste ’’ 

Michael saw his neighbour's neck grow redder. 

I don't agree,’’ he said. “ * Wait and see ’ — We might 
have *ad that commission out of liim, if he’d been tackled 
promptly." And he sat down. 

He had not reached mahogany before tlic thwarted 
ahartholdcr had started up. 

** Mr. Bottcrill," s.iid the Chairman. 

Michael saw a le.m and narrow head, with two hollow's 
in a hairy neck, above a back slightly bent forward, as of a 
doctor listening to a chest. 
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“ I lab- it in.m then, ‘^ir,” he s.ikI, " that these tw-' 
(Jircttors rtpr(.nnt tlic -tncr.il atiituJt df the Uoard, . nd 
that the llc.ird were t.{»ntent to allow a siis|vtiivJ p*'r >"ij 
to rent on ni.inaa' r 'I iu ^r'^nihnian on cMrtme iefi 
-Mr I or'-\(<.. 1 tiutiL pohe ot an a<.(.ule:ir d inciduit. 
Ikit for til it, apjv^rt niK . v . sh. ,.1.1 ^till lie in the hands of 
an utisi riipul a. > H’.ii\:,]ad 1 !■< s\nipt<'ips in tln.s case 

art \cr' >; -p i' 'Hart .i{ pt *rs to h i\< hren gross 

o\ ( i-tonl,dt I ' t , ) r( I lO Ul^t nice oi the sort must be in 

all our mind In ,':i . "t a .-urinj:^ fori n;n business was 
e\idcnr]} inii:.:- ' Iw iii' nan -pi r for his own ends V\‘e 

Kate m.ide a ,nr !■>'., b> it \nd the qucsinn for US 

^h irt h<jKu rs " dvi I III ti > [ i ' : Ik r a Ihnird wlio pl.ieed 
u'undenu in n a jtr-.ori, .md L-aitiniicd it alter their 
^ ,pKions wtr< aroiistd, art. the rigLt ptopie to direct this 
iinp^irtant c'>m< rn “ 

‘l iiroughout this sp' ' Hi Ml' had had grown \cr) hot. 
‘ “ (did i ors\t< " wa^ ri 'll!,’ he thought , ‘ iluv’rc on their 
uppers iiu r . ’I ’ 

'1 litre w.Ls .1 sud.i' n treal. iroin hij ii' in.l-aar on the 
left. 

“Mr Tolbv,'* s.iid t],t C; tirmaii 

“ It’s a secriwLs matter, ihi^ g.ntl-nicn I t'ropofte that 
the Board witlulr.iW, an' Iea\e us to discuss it ” 

“ I second that,” i>aid .Miehacr.s neighlxjur on the fight. 

Searching tiic vista of the B * .rd, Midiat 1 saw recognition 
gleam for a second in t)ie lorn 1\ i <ce at the end, and grinned 
a greeting 

The (.liairman wa^ speaking 

“ If that Is co.ir wish, gentlemen, we siudl bc happy to 
comply with it Will iliose wh*/ lavour the motion hold 
up their hands ? 

All liands Were held up, with the exception of Michael’s^ 
of two women whose eager collocjuv had not pennitted them 
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to hear the request, and of one shareholder, just in front 
of Michael, so motionless that he seemed to be dead. 

“ Carried,'' said llic Chairman, and rose from his seat. 

Michael saw his fatljcr smiling, ami speaking to ‘ Clld 
Forsyte ’ as they both stood up 'iliey all filed our, and 
the door was ch»scd. 

^ ‘Whatever happens,’ Mieliacl th<'iielit, ‘ r\e got to 
keep my head shut, or I shall be dropping a brick ’ 

“ Perhaps the Press will kindlv withdraw, too," he heard 
some one sa\'. 

With a general chinny movtment, is if enquiring their 
rights of no om in particular, the lour Pressmen could be 
seen to clasp their notcl'ooks When their pale reluct incc 
had vanislicd, there was a stir among tit'* shareholders, like 
that of ducks when a dog comes up behind Michael saw 
why, at once 'I'licy liad their hacks to each other A 
shareholdtr said 

“ Perhaps Mr Tolby, wbo proposed the withdrawal, wdll 
act as Chairman.” 

Michael’s left-hand neighbour began bnathtng heavily. 

“ Right-o ! ” he said “ Any one who wants to speak, 
kindly ketch my ew e.” 

Everyone rmw began talking to his neighbour, as though 
to get at once a quiet sense of prc-)portion, Ix-fore speaking. 
Mr. Tolby was breathing so hcavil) that Michael felt a 

. positive draught. 

^ *Ere, gentlemen,” he said suddenly, ” this won’t do ! 

^ W« don’t want to be too formal, but \vc must preserve some 
Odtidcr. rilopcn the discussion myself. Now, I didn’t want 
to *nft the feclin’s of the Board by plain speakin’ in thar 
pteiCinoe. But, as Mr, Whai’s-’is-name there, said : The 
public ’ut got to protect itself against sharpers, and against 
•lacknets. We all know what ’appened the other day, and 
wiultll 'fippen again in other concerns, unless we share- 
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holders look after ourselves In the first place, then, what 
I say IS : They oueht never to ’a\c touched anythin)? to do 
with the ’Uns In the second place, I s ly they showed bad 
judgment And in the third pl.Rc 1 <iay they tvcrc too 
thick t()i?eth( r In mv opina-n, \\c sfi«'ulJ pr(»po3C a vote 
of no contid' nvc ” 

Crjts of “llc.ir, hear’*’ mixed ^\l(h indetrrminatil 
sounds, w<‘re hrok *n .-harpl) h\ a I'Uid “ No ' ” from the 
sharehold' r who liad scciiud dv >d Michael’s heart w-ent 
out to him, the nifrc so as lie -till seemed dead. The 
negative was h.ilowcil by tlic rein? of a tliin, polished- 
looking sliari-h'ihh r, with a sni ill irriy, mou^f.K he. 

“ If you'll n-rpive mv s.uinp so, sir," he began, “ yoor 
proposal sKins to me \(ry muph- md rt ady justice. I 
should be lilt' r- ■vttd to know how you would have handled 
such a situation if \ou had been on tli-* lioard. It is 
extremely easy to condemn otlicr peof’le ! ’’ 

‘‘ Hear, hear ! ’’ s.iid Michael, astonished at his own 
voice 

“ It is all scry wa-ll," the polislicd shareholder went OH, 

“ when any tiling of tiu^ bori happen^, to blame a directorate^ 
but, speaking as a director ms ^ If, I siiould l>c glad to know 
whom one is to tru-.i, if not on,’, nianig^r. As to the 
policy of foreign insurance, it has been before u» at two 
general mcctJnir> ; and wc have pocketed the profit from 
it for nearly two years Have wc raised a voice agaioft 
it ^ ” 

The dead shareholder uttered a “ No ! ” so loud that 
Michael almost patted his head. 

The shareholder, whose neck and back were like « ■ ’ 
doctor’s, rose to answer. 'v 

“ I differ from the last speaker in his diagnoab of I^CAie. 
Let U8 admit all he says, and look at the thing more wk^|r« 
Hie proof of pudding is in the eating. When a (kmxot* 
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mcnt makes a bad mistake uf ju the electorate turns 

against it as soon ns it feel-, the LtE^ts. Thi-. i-. a vers 
sound ilieck on administration , it niav be roin^di arid reads , 
but it is liie k“ss of two e\ iD A Hoard backs its judement , 
when It loses, it should pav I think, perhaps, Mr Tolln, 
being our informal Chairman, wans i>ut ot order in pro[S;^lng 
a vote of no contulenec , it that he so, I should he happv to 
do so, nu'.t If " 

The dead ^h ir( hoKh r\ “ No ' ” u,|^ so nsoundiiiu this 
lime that there was a pause tor him to sp< ak ; he remained, 
liowever, without motion Hoth o| Mu h i Is neighbours 
were on tie ir t( t t Tlie\ hohh. 1 .it i aeh other o\er 
Michael’s head, and Mr 'lolh) sit dov\n 
“ Mr. Saw dry,” he said 

“Look ’ere, giiuhiiKai,” sod Mr >,(wdr\, “ and ladies, 
this seems to me a uise for coinpromise 'I'he l)ireetors 
that knew ,ihout tlie manatrer ou* hr to go, hut we might 
Stop at that. The genilcin.in m iiont ot me keeps on 
saying ‘ Nod Let ’im give us hs en v\s 
“No,” said the dead shauhoki.r, hut Icss loudly, 

“If a man can’t give ’is \n.ws,” w-nt on Mr Sawdr\, 
nearly sitting down on Mieluiel, “ ’e shouldn’t interrupt, in 
my opinion.” 

A shareholder in the front row now turned completclv 
round so that lie' f.iced the meeting 

“ 1 tliink,” he said, “ that to prolong this discu.ssion is to 
waste time j wc are evidently m two, it not three, minds 
The whole of the busme'ss of this country is now conducted 
on St •ysicm of delcgate'd trust ; it ma\ be good, it may he’ 
bad— but there it is. You’ve gt)t to trust somebody Now, 
a$ to this particular case, wc’vc had no reason to distrust 
the Board, so far ; and, as I take it, the Board had no 
previous reason to distrust the late manager. I think it’s 
going too far, at present, to propose anything definite like 
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.1 vote of no confklerut ; ii s».eTns to me thui we should c.dl 
the Bo.erd in and he iFwlnt lira rut ^ the\ h-ue tofji\c us 

against a r< ptiition <rt .,n\ tli'in; ot (lu* M,rt m the future ” 
The ^oun i- whkli urn. ted thi-' m-uitriti speiOi were so 
inextriuihK thii Mahiil u-uld n,,: U' t t!u >< r's< of them. 
Not so witii ihi 'ptnli whhli ioil.as(d It t ime from a 
sh.irilioldi r on tin t.eht, with ri ddo h h iir, lietit e ulashts, 
a ellj'l'e d iiio ki IV la . irnf i > r i ja vi i olour 

“ 1 lai\t no i.l'jik tiof: uh.it I \ i r to h i \ inu tin Hoard in,*’ 
lie saivl in a ratta r j e rmj v,.ii ( , ■' ind p is-me ,i vote of no 
coiitidi tn I I’l linir pr vim I la n is .i ijiu'tion, which 
no oik has toui h- v) on, o| Kmu ! i*-, it we turn ()u ni imt, \vc 
coulvi ni.iki 11. ;n ii .1 h tor this h.ss j iu rn ittcr is not 
ekar, l>ut t'-rv i a eooj. sj , rtiiie ' t.aiKi , it wv like to take 
It Whir, a . it We eloii'i turn tie in out, obvious we 
ean’t taU It, ' \ ( n it Wi wish " 

'Jin miprvss.c.n made In this spcevh was (»f quite a 
vtitlireiu orvii r ironi .in\ oi tin others It v is inllowed by 
a hush, as though sonuthmu important hid ixen said at 
last Miili-'l sr.irtd .it M.'- |olb\ 1 In stout man’s 
round, liuht. r.ither prominent eve was extraordinarily 
rcflcetiM ' I roat must look like tii.it,’ thouttht Michacif 
‘whenthev su amaUk. ‘ .Mr Tolb\ suddeiiK sKxxi up. 

“ All ri;'ht,” )k s.iid, “ ’a\c ’em in ' " 

" Yes,” s. lid the dead share hohier d herc w as no dissent. 
Miihael s.us sdiiK OIK rise and intend the platform* 

“ Let the Hrei.6 knejw ! ” bale! Mr Tolby. 



CIIAPTFR XIII 

SO\MI'^ A I H\V 

Whrn the door had clo'cd In lund the dcpartinj^ ilircctors, 
Soames sou^^dit .i umdou js *.ir from tlic lunch 

eaten before the niectim; 

“Funeral baked rntats, < h, I-<.rs\re ^ ” said a \oicc in 
his car “ Our nuinberhs up, I think Poor (dd Motht rpill's 
looking very blue I think he ought to ask for a second 

shirt ! “ 

Soames' tenacity began unggling v\ithin him. 

“The thing v\<ints tackling,” he grumbled ; ” the Chair- 
man’s not the man for the joh ' ” Shades of old Uncle 
Jolyon I He would ha\e made short work of this I It 
wanted a masterful hand. 

“Warning to us all, l'ors\te, again‘'r 1o\altv! It’s not 
in the period Ah ! Fonteno)' ’ ” 

^ Soames became conscious nt features ratiier above the 

level of his ou n 

“Well, Mr. For^ue, hope you’re satisfied ? A pretty 
tUunned mess! If Fd been the Chaimi.m, I'd never have 
^thdxviwn. Ahvj) s keep hounds under your eye, Mont. 
Tldct it off, and tluv'll go fttr you' Wish I could get 
mnoisg with a winp ; I\1 give It those two heavy pug- 
hetd ohftps — thc)' mean business ! Unless you’ve got 
tomothiog np your sleeve, Mr. Forsyte, we’re dished.” 

" ^What should I have up my sleeve ? said Soames 
coldlyt 

. itt tir» you put the chestnuu in the ffre; it’s 



THE WHITE MONKEY 


313 


up to you to pull ’em out. 1 can’t afford to lose these 

fees ! 

So.tmts ]i( jrd Sir l.aurcncc murmur ; “ Crude, my dear 
Fontono) ! ” and said with m.dicc : 

“ ’^'ou m iv more than )(mr fees ! ” 

“Can’t' The) m.iv have h.avlf stourt to-morrow, and 
take a lo-"- off my harui-> ’’ A rh mi of fcc-lmi^ burned up 
suddenlv in the old c)(.s- “’Die iountr\ drues you to 
tfic \\,dl, s' in. )ou lo tlv' Inun, and c\{'»i'ts \ou to give 
km public SI rMtc gratis Can’t he done, Mont --can’t be 

dune ! ” 

Soanuh turned auay; Ik had an utter disinclination for 
talk, like i>ni '• iiKlim' 1st' ri .m -.pen i:ra\(, watching a 
eotffn skiul) luvMred 11-!- \\a. ins inlallihihty going — 
y-.iiip! Ik had no iHiisiims It u.'uld all D in the papers, 
arid hi^ r- ; ut.ilion lor sound jud^micnt pone for ever I 
Ihtitr ! No niurc would tl . J uis\ti . say . “ Soumca says 

” No niurc woiild old (jr.idrnan follow him with eye* 

like an old du^'N, ^rudeme smiutirm but ever submitting 
to iniallibilit) It would be a na.t\ j ir for the old fellow. 
His husintss acquaintances — after all, they were not many, 
now ! — would n<i longer stare with envious respect. He 
wondered if the revcrbcrati-ms would reach Dumetrius, and 
the picture market ! The sole comfort was : Fleur needn’t 
know, Fleur ! Ah ! It only her hu-iness were safely over ! 
For a moment his mind iKcamc empty of all else. Then 
wuih a rush the present filled it up apain. Why were they 
all talking as if there were a corpse in the room ? Wclll 
There was — the corpse of his infallibility ! As for monetary 
loss— that seemed secondary, remote, incredible— Hke' # 
future life. Mont had said something about loyalty. He' 
didn’t know what loyalty had to do with it I But if they 
thought he was going to show any while feather, tbeyivm 
extremely mistaken. Acid courage welled up into lei Wttltt, 
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Shareholders, directors -they mi^^ht howl and shake their 
fists ; he was not dictated to Ho lieard a 

voice s.iy • 

“ Will vou come in, please, gentlemen ? ” 

Taking Ins scat again before his unused cjuill, he noticed 
the silence — shareholders waiting tor direaors, director', 
for shareh(»lders. “\\is)i I muld get among ’em with a 
whip!” Kxtra\agaiu word^ •>[ that ‘old guinea gig'',’ 
but expressivi, sonuliou ' 

At hist the Lhairmiii, who^' \ ou aiwa\s rviniiidcd 
Soames of a raw salad w ith oil gi nirevl i)\ i r it, said ironu alb* 
“Well, gentlemen, wc await \our pleasure ” 

That stout, red fie^d bllow, iK\t to Mnhail, stood up, 
opening his pug\ mouth 

“To put it shoriK, Mr Chairman, we're not at al! 
satisfied; but infon we taki an\ riM.luiion, we want to 
’car w'hat you\e got lo sa , ” 

Just below Soaiiu sonic one lumped up and added 
“We’d like to jjiou, sir, what assuranc'' ) ou can otCr 
us against an\ thing of this sort in tfie iuti.re ” 

Soames saw the Cliairnian smile -no real backbone in 
that fellow ' 

“ In the n.iture of things, sir,” lie said, “ none whate\ cr ! 
You can liardl) suppose that it we had known our manager 
was not worih\ ot our eemfiden^e, we should ha\e continued 
him in the post tor a moment ! ” 

Soames thought; ‘ 'I’hat won't do- he's gone back on 
himself ! * Y e‘S, and that other pug-faeed chap had seen it 1 
“That’s just the point, sir,” lie w.is saMng : “Two of 
you did know', and \et, there the fellow was for months 
iiflcnvards, playin’ ’is own 'and, cheatin’ the Societ\ fur 
all he was worth, I shouldn’t wonder.” 

One after another, they were )clping now ; 

** What about your own weirds ? ** 
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“ You admitted eoIlea5\c rc spop.Miulity.*’ 

“ You said \ou uiro prrk'ctK ^.^tI^tKd uith thr attitude 
of \('ur eo-dlrt.aor^ iii tlu inttt(r” Rcji^ul ir pick' 

^au iht Ch iirih.m iiu liru )ii> in id a- il he wanttvi 
to '■h ike it , <»]d 1 onteJio\ imitti r'lip, old Motlurj^ill blowinj^ 

110 nose. Ml MK la diruL'i'in^ ho ^}| irp -houKlcrs Suddenly 

he \\as cut otf tO'm m' v\ oj thini '^ir E.iunficc was 
staiulinu u[^ 1" iwei n 

“Allou’ii! 1 v\urd ' ^pi ikiru' tor iii\ < ll. I find it impon- 
sild- to .KKpf ifj< ''ciurou iti'inp' oi ih< i h urinan to 
shoulder a r* p 'liUt'ilitN uimh eharls ri .ts lUi nu If I 

111 idt a HIM iM "t judeiii' nt in i.ot di lo^inp our Mispn lojis, 
Imustpovtti' i n i!t\ , and 1 think It will 1 1< ar the • -cr - 
situation it 1 It ndi r Mi\ n ^len .tion to the nm tin),'." 

>o tines MW liini lm\c i litilt hou. 1 1 h t in - monocle in 
his i \t , .trill ^1’ down 

A niurni ir erect'd tlie witrd- -ipprtt\.d, surprise, 
eic pre e .itioti, .tdiiiir itioii ^ It li id lutii ealhifitlv done. 
^oaIlles disirtiited e.dlantr) there was alvs.i\s a dash cd 
tJic pt.ieoek .d)(»ui It He felt c urioiislv sa\ai,'c- 

“ I, appareiitU,” he said, ri-iny, “ am the other incrimi- 
nated direetor \'er> t^ood ’ I am not conscious of having 
done atuthint: hut m\ duty fr.im lx ginning to end of this 
atl.iir I amcttnhelom that I in.idc* no nustakc of judgment. 
.And 1 Consider it cntirelv unjust that I should l>c penalised. 
I have had worrv .md anxicts enough, without l>cing made 
a seapegoat h\ sh.ircholde'rs ulut accepted thit jxjlic)' with- 
out a murmur, before e\er I e.ime the Board, and arc 
now angn bceausc thc\ haee h'sl b\ it. You owe it tome 
that the polies h.is been dropped . You owe it to me that 
\ou have no longer a fraudulent person for a manager. 
And vou owe it to me that )ou were called together to-day 
to pass judgment on the matter I have no intention what- 
ever of singing small. But there is another aspect to this 
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He lurncJ into the Poulirv l''cf'>r(‘ he knew uhv he had 
come there. Well, he mi.etu v\ill tell (Bradman at once 
that he mu^i exert i^c lii^ own jndanunt in the future At 
the mouth of the hackwatv.r he jxiUMd for a second, as if 
to print its liutfn* nn hi- hr.un He would rtsien his 
trusts, pruale and .ill ' Ih h.id no in iion o! bcin'j -neered 
at in the f.tniiK Hut i ^udd( n a . < of raikini’rancc 
almost u.i-li-d his hi ort into Ins hina-. What .i talc ot 
trust deeds executed, h .ot s nncwij, li<>us<> sn]d, iiutst- 
ments deuded tm in th.ii hack r-’-'ni up ihtfc . whit a 
mint of (puet s.itist.u ti-.n in t state ^ c\cll iii iiiaecd ! Ah ' 
well! He would continue to rn.in it'i ]iis own \' tnr the 
Others, the) must look out tor tin inscKcs, nioc And a 
precitms time t hex'd ha\e ut it, in tacc ol the spirit there 
■was about ' 

He mounted tlu stone steps sloulv 

In the r(positor\ of Forsete aff.iirs, he was fae<d In the 
unusual- not (ir-idman, but, on tin larpi rijx table, a larpx' 
ripe melon alongside a str.iw bag boanus sriitfed Tiie 
thing smelled delicious He held it to the light Its 
greeny yellow tinge, us network of tlireads — quite Chinese ' 
Was old (ir.idman going to throw its rmd about, like tliat 
white monkcv ’ 

He was still holding it when a xoiee said 
Aoli ! I wasn't expecting \'ou to-d.iv, Mr Soames I 
was going cariv ; nu wife’s got a little parix ” 

** So I bcc ! " said buames, restoring the melon to the 
table. There’s nothing for sou to do at the moment, but 
I cuxnc in to tell \ou Ii> draw in\ resignations from the 
Forsyte trusts.” 

TThc old chap’s face was such a study that he could not 

help a smile. 

** You can keep me m Timotln’s ; but the rest must go. 
Young Roger can attend to them. He’s got nothing to do,'* 
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A pruff and dcprccaimir “ Dear me I TIu \ wtm’t like 
it ! " jrntatctl 

“ Then thc\ must lump it ' I want a r^-^t " 

He did not nu m in enter intn the reason -(iradman 
could read it t^r him-^t It in tin. . Acaj, or v\)iatcvcr 

he took in 

“Then I sh I’l't he S'.(int: ’-''’i < t*. n, Mr Soamc.s ; 

tlu re’s ne\er ari\ thiiii.' in Mr 'liniotlA'% D' ar me ' I’m 
quite uf\s!.t Won’t \i*.i k. r p \o>ir ms' t\ 

hi'unu s 1' "k(.d at th '•! i tt’a-A, ind '•iiip’im non 

stirred Uiih.n him .. t\'i, it an\ sum 'hit lie w.is, 
apprtL late d 

" Well,” le' s .'d, " ! ' t p me in he rs . I oi ,11 he m almut 
m\ own allairs <-f > ourst <i' ■' 'o m 'on, flradman. 
'1 hat's a hm tm hm ” 

He uaitfvi t.>r no more \\Mrds Th -1! chap! lit 
couldn’t last mill longer, an\u <) , sterd' he looked! 
Well, thi\ Voajvl litid It hard loinaldi 1. :ii ' 

On rcachim; tlic l‘oultr\ , Im i' ' ided t<> to < Irccn Street 
and Si ( W iMtr< 1 -cjuci rK it.vi iu.iin su k for the 

pro\imit\ ot Park Lane, lur the ol ; ''cun iiays, the 

efflorescent } a \ of his \ouf(i un : r rht w.i-,'. of James 
and hmiil) W mired alone r- r- . nti I tor him now, the 

past; her solid r. itan: n ver ’ ' i, hovo ver much she 

kept lip \Mth the failii ms 

He lound iur, a hith •-uthtul in --tumo, drinkinp 
China tea, which she d’ 1 not lik< hut what could one d(t, 
otiicr teas were ‘ eomn:.)n ' ’ v''he had ’aken to a parroi. 
Parrots were ccjmmi,' m ip.iin Th« hird made a dreadful 
noi^c Whether und* r its intluene. or tl.at nf the China 
tea— whieh, made m the Enpiuh w.iv, <■! a brand the Chinese 
grew’ for letrem-n stomachs, .dwa\s ups, t him — he was soon 
telling her tlu whole story 
When he had finished, Winifred said comfortably: 
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** Well, Soamcs, I think you did splendidly ; it serves 

them rij^ht ' ” 

Conscious that his narrative must ha\'e presented the 
truth as it would not a[)pear to the public, Soames 

muttered ; 

“ Th.uV .ill very well , you’ll find a very different veroon 
in the finam i.il papers ” 

“ Oh ! hut nobody reads them I -^liouldn’t worrv Do 
you do Cone ? Siuh a » onif' *rt able littl- nnn, '^n,,niLS ; I 
went TO bear him Ji\ rather a bore soineniiKs, but it’s 
quite the latest ihiiiy ” 

Soames becani'Mii ludiblc — In m \( rcont*. .sod a weakness 

“And how,” .i-.ked Winifred, is Fkur's little attair ? ” 

“ ‘ Little affair ! ’ ’’ echoed a \ on c ab-u'o Ins In ad That 
bird! It was clinging to the brm. id' (uriains, mo\ing its 
neck up and down 

“ Polly ! ” said Wiaifred . “ don't bo naughty ! ” 

“ Soames ' ” said tin. bird 

“I’ve taught him that. Isn't h-- ratlnr sweet ? ” 

“No,” said Soames “I should shut him up; he'll 
•poll vour curtains ” 

The vexation of the afternoon had revived within him 
suddenly. What was life, but parmtrs ? What did people 
we of the real truth ? They just repeated each other, like 
a lot of shareholders, or got their precious sentiments out 
of fht Daily Liar. For one pers<m v\lio look a line, a 
hundred followed on, like sheep ! 

“ You’ll stay and dine, dear boy ! ” said Winifred. 

Yt$ ! he would dine Had she a melon, b\ any chance } 
He’d no inclination to go and sit opposite his w'ife at South 
Ten to one Fleur would not l>c down. And as to 
young Michael— the fellow had been there that afternoon 
and witneawd the whole thing ; he’d no wish to go over it 
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He was Ins Inmds for (finntr, when a m,uJ, 

<-Ut'^ldr, J 

“ V('u'r( uani( J 'III :ht‘ lioru. "ir ’* 

Mu hat I'v \ (.ICC taru < a tr tilt wir; , strained and Itiisky : 
" I li It \ I ui, -ir 

“ s W h It u It ' ” 

“lltur It herm t'lS aft'rn.'.Ti at three r\c been 
!r\ inc’’ t(. rt ith \"( 

“ \\ hat k rii d lint . “Hi..'. (Jiiiii'” 

1 h. V >• (\ It's .ih I'.'rtp i! Hut It's s(> autul They say 

tjUltt '.M.n, I'i.W " lilt tnUt brnki (iff 

‘ M\ ( r " s lid (tiu ' “ M\ hat ! ” 

H\ tlu tr.'O’ 1 c 'h( I’l lid 1 “ Shall you W 

} .( h !" dlllll r. T 

' hinrur ’ nniittri.l >oam(s, ind uas pun'. 

Hi hurritd ih'i'.t:, .Inu' t ruiinirn:. his ' \ i s m irihin^fora 
t ,! \.,ni I., in had. Ill murst ' Ni.ric til be h.id ! Opptv 

Ate the *Isi . uin ' Club h- unc, open in the hne weather 
.liter hi'-t uichi's Sturm 'rh.it Sturm ' Ht miirhl have 
known 1 1 1, d (Ss bi t-.rc hirtinic. \Vh\ un t.irih hadn't 
he pone srr nchi b a k. - r n I- i.t ttkphoncd where he would 
b( ' All th. It hi h..d I'll II thruui:^h tliat afo rruHin was li^jnc 
lik> snii'ke I’lM.r (.hild ' Hour litth tiling' ’ And what 
jbiKit twiliehl sleep' Whs h idn’t he l>c< n there? He 
miplit hiu nature! j>.imnit' Nature- as if it couldn’t 

lea\ i i \ i n her alum ‘ 

“ (let on ' " hi s.iid, le.inini^ out • “ Double fare ! ” 

}*.,st the lonnii".i ur>, and the P.d.ui, and Whitehall; 
past .ill pr('<r\(s wmnte nature was exduded, deep in the 
W'atir^ o! }'rimiti\e iniuiiun Soarius sat, prev, breathless. 
Past Bip Ben— eight o’chuk I Five hours! Five hours 
of It ' 

“ Ix't it be over]’' ht muttered aloud: “Let it be 
over, God ! ” 
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0‘, nil r \' K 

WnrN h U fatli-'r-iii ] lU houcd t" (lio Chnirnian nnd with- 
drew, MilIi.ilI li ul U'triiTud .1 stri-ng dtsirc to ‘>hout * 

Bravo ! ” WhoM h.ivv thouL’I.t tin ‘<'IJ man’ u'uM 
let fly like tliat ? He li id ‘got timr r<>.u’ \Mih a 
vengeance. Quite an iiiicrval nf tnu mn-d vocifi. rarinri 
followed, before liis neighbour. Mr. ^awdrv, nude liimseli 
heard at l.i^t 

Now tfi.it tlie dim tor implu.ited h.is repugned, I shall 
’avc pleasure in proj^onnir i \>)tc of tonfidciKc in the rest 
of the Bn.ird ” 

Michael saw his father rise, a little finicky and smiling, 
and bow to the Ch.urm.m "I t.ike ni\ n 'ignation as 
accepted also ; if \ou p..rmit me, I will join Mr. b'ors^tc in 
, rcti^ieiiicnt.” 

'' 'Some one was s i\ mg : 

^ 1 shall be glad to second th.al vote of confidence.” 

And brushing past the knees of Mr. Sawdrv, Michael 
fought liic door. From tlicrc he could sec th.it nearly 
eveiy hand was raised in favour of the vote ol confidence ; 
jmd with the thought : ‘ Thrown to the shareliolders ! ’ 
he made his way out of the hotel. Delicacy prevented him 
from aeefclng out those tw'O. They had saved their dignity ; 
Wt the had had the rest. 

' Hurrying west, he reflected on the rough ways of justice. 
The ahiitholders had a grievance, of course ; and some one 
had to gielfit in the neck to satisfy their aex^ of equity. 
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Tlicy hnd pitehcJ (/ti C>Id Forsuc, who^ of all, was ic.ust to 
blame ; tor it Bart had only luU Ins lonj^c, they would 
ctrtainK Imvc lumped him into the vote of confidence. All 
viry n.irural and ilh>eictl , and tour o'clock already! 

‘ Counterk'itB ! ’ Tlu fdd t(ulin)» tor \\ iltrid was strong 
in him tills dav ot publkatutn One must vlo everything 
OIK- coulvl I'T his b'.ok — poor old son ! There simply must 
not Iv a tr< >: 

Mttr c illine in at two hii^ bookselh rs, he made for his 
Jiib, and v]o>(t(vl hir'wdt in th< telt phone booth. In old 
da\s th<\ 'took » 'bs and uent abojt ’ Htn^nn^'-up was 
quicker u s It ' With endhss ctxations, he tracked 
d(/wn biblic, Na/itii^, I p hire, .M.{si('r, and half-a-dozen 
(•thers ol ih* tlcu He strikk a considered note likely to 
move them d'he b n.k - he s.nd uas bound to * get the 
poll ot th' "I i euarvi md the viud- ^".ncrally’; it would 
want a bit »it dniii' Iwaimirtrum tiie ( oeirnsv t nti. To each 
ot them he ajiptakd as ttr onlv om wliosr praise really 
mattered “ It \ou h i\cnT rc\iewtd tin b(«»k, old chap, 
willvoij ’ It's \ ou wh" ^ , uni, e>t course ” Andioeachhe 
added ; I don’t care two <;fraws whether it mtIIb, but I do 
w.int old Wiltnd to ect lii’ due ” And he* mc.int it. The 
publisher in Michael was dead durini^ tliat hour in the 
telephone booth, the friend .ili\e and kicking hard. He 
c.imc out with sweat running ehnen his forehead, quite 
exhausted ; and it w.ts halt-p.sst tue 

‘Cupot tea— and home!’ he themttht He reached his 
docir at ^ix Ting-a linj?, .ibsoIutcK unimportant, wa* 
cowering in the far comer of the hail. 

“ WlnatV the matter, old man ' ” 

A sound from abt->ve, which made his blood lUB Co14» 
answered — .1 long, low maming. 

** Oh, Gcki 1 ” he gasped, and r.in upstairs. 

Annette met him at the door. He was coasetost ^ her 
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speaking in Ercndi, of hcing calltJ mon cht-f'' of the 
words “ vers trot f heures . . Tlic doctor sa\ s one must not 
worry — all goes for the best ” Again that moan, and the 
door shut in Ids fate , she was gone Michael remained 
standing on the rug with perfcLiK - old --Acat (^o/ing limn 
him, and his nails dug deep into li'> p.dno 

‘ Tills is hf)\v one Ix'comes a faliic r ' ' lie tiiought * Thu 
is how I beeame a s<)n ' ’ d'hat nio dung ! lb* could not 
bear to sta)’ th< rt , and he eould ivt bear t(' g<» away It 
might be hours, \et ' He kept rt pt itine to himself • “ One 
must not \\orr\ must not uorr\ Jldw e uil\ ^aid ! 
How meaningless ' ilu brain, lus ie irt, ranging for lief, 
lighted on the siraiigtst rebel whieh eould }'os>ibK have 
come to him Suj'post' thu t hiKl bung born, h >d not been 
his— had been bt < n WdtiidN, hov\ uduld h* have been 
feeling, liere, ttutsidc thu door ' h might it might » . 
easily have been - si nee nothing was ' ler- d, no\\ ' Nothing 
except — NTs, just thu uliieh \as dearer than < 'iieselt — jiut 
that which vvas m there, mtuning He eould not bear it 
on the rug, and went dov\nst urv Aerosv, dj \ .idro>s the 
copper floor, a cigu in hu mouth, he strode in vague, 
rebellious agonv W’hv should birth In like thu ' And ilie 
answer was- It un't -not in China! 'I'o have the creed 
that nothing mattered -and then run into it like thu I 
Something born at smb a eiui, must matter, should matter 
One must sec to thu! bpe'cul.uion ceased in Michael’s 
brain ; he stoinl. listening terribly N\>ilnng ! He could 
not bear it dt'wn there, and went up again. No ^ound at 
first, and then another moan ' This time he fled into his 
Study, and ranged round the room, looking ni the cart.^)ns 
of Aubrey Greene He did not sec a single one, and sud- 
denly bethought him (»t ‘Old Fors\ led He ought to be 
told ! 

He rang up the ' Connoisseur^,' the * Remove,’ and his 
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(n\n fatlurN vliil-'s, m th<‘v nii^ht h.ive gone tlicrc 
i^igether .it[t r ih' nuctinv: lU dr< u M.tnk cvcrvwhcrc. It 
was half past sc\cn I^^w nua h r was this going on J 
He went huK to till }Hdio..n, donr , tould hear nothing. 
Tie n do\Mi .jeMin to tlu h ill. Tine'- i htn: v\as Iving In the 
Iron! dotir, i.-.w ‘ I cJ up ' ‘ tho'iiTi MnhacI, stroking his 
!\u k. an 1 nnOiinu dl. > h trine tia htter-hox Just one 
letttr- \\ htri.lT wntine ' 11- 'k it ( • the fotii of the 
'tairs and r* id 0 with halt his hr on, tin lotu r half W'ondcr- 
ing — want!' roie up tin re 

‘‘ IT \k Most. — I St irt t'>n -rrow to tr\ and cross 
\rihta I tie ’ cl.f Noil no ’l.t iw- .i litu in ease Arabia 

aossC'^ nv I i i’. r-f.' r. I inv ‘‘U. s 'I’iie air here 

n too (.kar for ^-imiiiuiu on kind, and passion in 

t\ili s, -ri !'■ . iin ^ ovkl\ i .on SMfry 1 made you 80 

much disinr’. Oac It w n i no tai t )or me to go back 
to Knglmd a'lrr tie war, uid liaiie ah-mt writing drivel 
ioF smart \ouiic wmooii in 1 ink\ lo!k to rt ul Poor old 
l'm:lind- sin k m l-a a h.m ' i/o (om Inrnnlovc; the 
same to \..ur ncs 

“ Yoirs ewr, 

‘‘ \\ II I KID I)l sERT, 

“ P,S, — If yuuNc puhlulicd the thirm’> 1 left Ixihind, send 
an\ ro\ alto s 111 nu tare ot np\ governor. - W D” 

Half Muli.j Ik hr on thoughi : ‘ Wdl, that’s that ! And 
the book coming out to-day!’ Queer! Wa5 Wilfrid 
ngfit—was It all a blooming ir iff— the mfy stream ? W'as 
one just helping on 1 ngland’s sickness ’ Ought they all to 
get on camels and ride the sun down ? And yet, in book* 
were ctmifort and diversion; and they were wanted! 
England had to go on iro on ! ‘ No retreat, no retrett^ 
they must coiic^uer or die who haw no retreat I * . * , God I 
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There it was again ! Back lie flew upstairs, with his cars 
covered and his c)cs wild The sounds ceased , Annette 
came out to him. 

Her father, mon chr ; tr\ to find htr father I " 

** I have — I can’t ! ” gasped Mieh.Kl 
‘*Trv Grcx*n Srrett — Mrs l)artie. Couru// ' All is 
normal — it will be quite Mum. now 

When he liad rung up (irLtn Street and hetn answered at 
last, he sat with tlic do<;r ot his studv open, vs ait me for ‘ Old 
Forsyte ’ to tome Halt l^l^ nL'lit remarked a round hf)le 
burnt in his trouser h g he tiadn’t even iiutKed the smell , 
hadn’t even reah'ed that he h ul Ineii smokiiiL' He must 
pull himself tc'gether !<•: the ‘ old man ' He heard the hell 
ring, and ran down to open 
** Well ? ’* said Soaincs 

** Not yet, sir Ouiie up te> m\ studs It’^ nearer” 
They went up Melc h\ sjde 'I'hal trim gre\ head, with 
the deep furrow between the e)es, and those eves surmg as 
if at pain behind them, steadied Michael. Poor old chap ! 

. He was* f(»r it,' too ! Thes were both on ‘ their uppers I ’ 

“ Have a peg, Mr ? I'se got brandy here ” 

** Yes/’ said SeMines ** Ain thing ” 

With the brandies in ihcir bands, half raised, they listened 
.•^jerked their hands up, drank The\ were automatic, like 
jtWO doll figures worked by tlie same string. 

'■ ^Ogarettc, sir ? ” said Michael. 

Soames nodded 

With the lighted cigarettes just not in their mouths, they 
liftttnitdlf put them in, took them out, puffed smoke. Michael 
had hit right arm tight acre>ss his chest. Soames his left. 
Thny fonned a pattern, thus, side by side. 

Bad to etick, sir. Stmiw ! ” 

SoalXM^ nodded. His teeth were clenched. Suddenly 

IkhiOldl^ed. 
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“ Lisicij ' ” he ' iki —con fill'd ! 

h mJ J M>iiu irrippcJ it liarJ ; itwa^ 
cold, thin --iL. }) iiid "t •, They Mt thus, hnnd in 

hand, St .rinc >t th*. Ti';r’A.i\, f«.r lu-is hiru: lu iihcr knew, 
^ud 1< 'fK :h r d' .rv\ c. ; irt>( ried , .1 figure in grey itood 
tli'-Tt - Ik 

*' It k .v!i r right ! A >oii 1 '* 



CHAPTER XV 

C AI M 

On waking from Jeep ‘•lotp iK\t mornine, MkIi.uT*? first 
thought \^Av ‘ i'’lc ur is h.iv k ! ’ He then renu-mberui 

To his : '‘OK ' " ulii'pcr^il .it lur door, he rcitutd ,tn 
emphatic novi Irom the nurM 

In the midst f)f excited < \pt <. t.nion he rct.iinid tiiougli 
modcrnit) to tlunk ‘No neTt blurb’ (io and e.it \oi’r 
breakfast quietly ' ’ 

In the dining-room b(nmes w.is d(spMnc the broken egg 
before him He looked up as Mich lel entered, and buried 
his face in his cup Mkh lel understood perfect!) ; thev 
had sat hand in hand ! He saw, ti.,). ili.u tlie j<.iurna] 
opened by Ins plate was of a financ lal naturt 

“Anything about the niteting, sir ? Your speech must 
read like one o'clock ! ” 

With a queer little sound Soamcs held nut the paper. 
The headlines ran : “ Siorm\ mcctmg--resign.ition ('t two 
directors — a \oic of confidence " Mkhacl skimmed down 

till he came to . 

“ Mr. Forsyte, the dircetor invoKcd, in a speech ot some 
length, said he had no intention of ringing small. He 
deprecated the bch-aMour of the sh.ircholdcrs , he had not 
been accastomed to meet with suspicK*ns He tendered his 
resignation,” 

Michael dropped the sheet. 

“ By Jove ! ” he said — “ ‘ Involved — suspicions’ 

They’ve given it a turn, as though ! ” 

328 
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“ The papers ' " s.'ki Stvnus. .ind rcMimcd his 
MiOku‘ 1 Jnv\n, and ^:rlJ^'<d tht "kin off .» banana, 

' “ Xi'lhii'i tHc.imi him lik(. his dcalli,’’ ’ he thiiupdit : 

■ PlM ir nld bti\ ' ’ 

“ WVll, Mr," lu - od, “ 1 « u tlu re, .ind all I can say k : 
^’nu and rin t ith- r w. re tin .■nl\ tv.o pe».ph vOioiXcitcd 
nn r(.N['' v t " 

“ That ' " - lid >-'.imes, puttim; down his sjHHin 
Mieliat‘1 p. ruivid til It li' wished to b- alone, and 
sw lilowini; tin banana, went to his s'uvlv W aitinj^; for hiA 
Mimnions. ]a r .nu' n; ha 1 iM" r 
*’ None till w>>rsi lor sebtad.t' . sir ' ” 

>ir Lawp Hu N \oiLt lamc clear oixi tiiin, r ither high. 

■ I’lMior iiK!wis(.r Whai'^tle bull', tin ^ " 

■■ 

•'Our he,( to both Your nioihir vants to know it he 
h I . an\ 1, ■ r ’ " 

“Hiv-n’' til him Mf I’m just point,' ” 

\nni tt( , -nd 1. .bit! '•lanp him from the doorway, 

“ ''lu w in’> \ou t ' lirine thi little dot:, , />er.” 

With dint ;- 1 Imp iindir hi-, irrn, .md tri-idinp on tiptoe, 
Mwh. tl t ni ft d d’lu iliMiitii hart.mt' He did not 
M cm to aino mr t" r'’ij< h. b- n '"h her head Ikh: over him. 
,\nd surcb la r h nr e. a d.irl- r ' Hi w ilktd up to llic bed, 
.,nJ tou.hid 11 rcMTi nrli 

j lejr raisi d her ht.*d, <n.l rescaled tin Kiby suckinp 
\M:oroush .it her little nnu< r *' EnT he a monkey?” 
s nd he"- t on: \-ao- 

Mkhae! nodded \ monke) dearly but whether white 
— that was the ipie'tion ! 

“ And \ou, swieilu irr ’ ” 

“ .All nu’ht n-w, but it was ” She drew her breath 

and her c\e> darkened “ I inp, Icwik ’ ” 

The Chinese dog, with nostril* delicately moving, drew 
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backward under Michael’s arm. His whole demeanour 
displayed a'knowing criticism. “ Puppies,” he seemed to 
say, “ we do it in China Judgment reserved ! ” 

** What eyes ! ” said Michael : “ We needn’t tell /'im that 
this was brought from Clielsca b\ the doetor,” 

Fleur gave the tinit^t laueh. 

“Put liim down, Michael ” 

Michael put him down, and he went to ! 1-5 corn- r 
“ 1 mustn’t talk,” s.ud Fleur, “ but I want to, frightfullv ; 
as if I’d been dumb for m<jnths ” 

* Just as I hit,’ thought Mich.i<.h ‘ she’s been awav, awav 
somewhere, uuerl\ awa\ ’ 

“ It was like being lield down, Mkhacl Months of nut 
being yourst If ” 

Michael s.ud sotih : “ V<.:>1 the process ts hchinvi iIk 
O mci ! -Has lie got any hair.' .Mv mother wants to 

know,” 

Fleur revealed the head ot the ckweiuh baronet, ciwered 

with dark down. 

“Like my grandmother's; but u’ll get lighter. His 
eyes are going to bo gro\ Oh ! and, Michael, about god- 
parents ? Alison, of course — but men i* ” 

Michael dwelled a little before answ ring : 

“ 1 had a letter from Wilfrid \ esti rd.iv. Would you like 
him'^ -He’s still out there, but I could hold the sponge for 
him In church.” 

“iahe aU right ag.iin ? ” 

^ “He tays so.” 

.Ueemki not read the expression of her eyes, but her lips 

vsf^Yft|l*^’^said : “ and I think one’s enough, don't you ? 
|paeiwi?et^ye me anything.” 

“ One ^mine gave me a biblc, and the other gave me a 
then.” And he bent over her. 
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Her eyes seemed to make him a link ironic apology. He 
ki'"<cd ht*r li.iir, .mJ moved U irriedU .iw.tv' 

liv the door Soanic, was mJinir. auaiting his rurn. 
“ Just a minute onlv, Mr,” ’i t nurse* u.is s.iving. 

Soamvs V\ dktd up to the h'ddde, ind stood looking at 
his d.iuyhtt r 

“ I) id, d it ' ” Mm h u 1 h ‘ ltd her s o, 

S>Mnu> )' si i...; h- ! h' r ]; in i. n-'idsd, as if implying 

npjM'oa! > t rh. hi' ,, ..nd i i-.w- \\ likuig h.i^k, hut, in a 

mirror, M' i i *■ ev *u iij j,i. ■ r-f'e 

(In li; li h ‘'■otui noi- , in } id the most intense 
dii.ire t( ... It r. -id. ! i.or 1-, md, < niering the 
CliinebC :< h stood ’ r -..r into tlic sunlit 
s.pKirc (i ■ ’ It \\i. i to he dive! Say 
vvliii \oi. ' '1 M.ilh'i't h- It It’ 'They might 

turn til-, T r,. i i.i , .oi i 1---!. do.vn tliMu .at U ; they 

nii'j.ni buisur up the tuturt ..ud tin | ot, hut -give him the 
pn -.erit ' 

‘I'll h.iw that v.i.itc m-.nk up av on ' ’ he thought. 
* ril M-o th' hrut^ furth- r hi f-.re he sh.dl d- pre ss me ! * 

He went I'ui to .n ih-ot Midi r tin st.iirs, and, from 
beneath four p.iirs of curt tin done up in moth-preserver 
and brown ]’ iptr, t-> -a .mt il- I'.iiuri, He held it away 
from him in the dim light 'In ire.iiureN eves! It was 
all in tliobc eyes ' 
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In Ffbru.irv 1(^24 [on Tors) u-, conv.iK'^uiii* from the 
’flu, w.ib in ihc Iminer (.f .in Imicl .it Camdciii 

South I'.irolin.i, v.itIi his brn-ht h.iir sk»v\l\ rMinjj on his 
sc.ilp. Ht u as re uhni,' .ibout .1 l\iiciiiiu' 
vok( bthinJhini Ovl 

" W’ll! \ "u |(.iii our pu'i’h o'.tr ii riiMse i.K! n me mounds 

tO'da\ ' ” 

JaHikini: uf . 'a -au a \ounj auju oni iiuc called Francis 
Wilrnot, uii'' I inie iF'im tuith' r o.uth 
\ i.r\ k'l.ivi t" W lio’s poior ' 

“W’liN, ;u'' Mr aii-l Mr- Hiirrison, and that 

Fn^'libh (lurJon Miuho, and ihc lilair Girls and 

iht-ir friend-, md ni\ -.-ler \nin. and I y<<u could ride 
o\cr horsi bae k. il \ i>u \Nant < \t n i>c ” 

“ All ric'ht , iiit.\Ae r<.t -oiiK mu lcor-(\s in this morning 
from Columbia ” 

“Why, that’s hn- ' .M\ 'Oicr and I'll ride horseback 
too, and borne ol the iflair mrK Tin Hiirri.<(ms can ukc 
the otlu r- ” 

“ I sa^ ■'aid Jon, “ this i- .t pre tiv I ad case of lynching.” 

The voum: man to uhom lie sp<>k( leaned m the window, 
Jon admired his face, a- '.f u<<r\, uitli dark hair and Cycs, 
and narrow no.-e and bps, and his hsboin free altitude^ 

“ All \ou Bntiblu rs go off the dccp*cnd uhen yonitiuied 
a Ivnching. You h.i\en’i got the negro problem op wheie 
you are at Southern Pines. They don’t have k aiBy tO 
speak of m North Carolina.” ' 

“ No, and I don’t profess to understand it. But I CBfl*t 
•ee why negroes shouldn’t be tned the same as i^ilte 
There may be rases where you’ve got to shoot at ; bttt 
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had a sort of restrained eagerness — the brow broad and 
dear, the nose straight and slightly sudden, the mouth 
unreddened, r.iihcr wide and pretty But what struck Jon 
were licr ecc-^, which were exactly his idea of a water 
nymph's Thev slanted a litth , and were steady and 
brown and enticing ; whether there was ever such a slight 
squint in tlieni lu cajlvl not tell, bin if theie were it was an 
improce-meni Ih fdt shy Ntuher of them spoke 
Francis Wilnun remarked, “ 1 reCKon I'm hungry,” and 
they walked side I'*) sieh tiAvards the eat.il'les 
Jon said saddi n]\ tr> the r 
“ynu\e jijsl ^''nie then, Mi ^ Wilinot ' 

“Yes, Mr Inr Me” 

“ W'Id re from ' 

From Nasc In It’s wav d<>\cubetwi n Clu. lies ton and 

•Savannah ” 

**0h, Chariest. -n ! I hk^d CliarleM.-i ” 

“Anne likes havaiin di be-^t,” s.ud braiKis Wilmot. 

Anne ne»dded She was not t dkative, it seemed, though 
her voice had sounded pleasant in sin dl tp' nuilies. 

'^It’skindof lonesome wlu re we live,” s an! Francis “Mostly 
riarkies. Anne's never seen an Knulishman to speak to.” 

Anne smiled Jon ako smiled. Neither pursued the 
subject. They .irnved at the catabk.s, spread in a manner 
calculated to give the maximum of muscular and digestive 
€XJsrtion. Mr'. Pulmorc Hurrison, a lady of forty or so, 
defined features, was seated with her feet turned up ; 
her, Gurdon Minho, the Knglisli novelist, had his 
W a more reserved |x)sition ; and then came quantities 
all with pretty unreserved legs ; Mr. Pul- 
'Hurrison, somewhat apart, was pursing a small 
<i*vcr the cork of a large bottle. Jon and the 
also sat down. The picnic had begun, 
realised that c wybody was expcaing Gurdon 
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Minho til '^ny sonu'thini^ hryond “ Vcs,”“ Really Ahf”, 
“Quite'" 1 ills did not t>cLur The celebrated novclUt 
was at first .tlri’o^t pnntulK atientue lu uh.it cverybexiv 
else said, and then >eenu'd In intn a mnu Jnn felt a 
pairinth' di 'a[ij'ninMi' nt. tor he hirii’ieh was, ii anything, 
e\en mnn mI'-p* Ih voidd sf’e that, iinoni^ the three 
Hlair L,’irl^ .invl 'h'lr tun triorJ^, a sort oj ennspmey 
was bre u me, t- • ()t, ’ ' l., ihmt 1 in'li di m the ] ri\ i. \ of the 

future 1 I .! 1 1 \\ !': ■ a’s spe» I Ij!'- s a r t v. k iminfort 

to him, ir 1' !t t. It \l,' u«ail.; iuit)i'.r he entojed MOf 
irulmui t.' j^m (t < i pri's 1 L ti-T r< tuk'i m handin^^ 
\iLttnh a” i w ' ei '>1 uJun tin p-r* td nt eatirr.; on con- 

Atru'tiM si 'll, cn- V. is i\(.r I’unub u -re like C’lsrLstmas 

l).i\, hi Tt' r lu ' t i,r and tin }• .bt tiian in ih." }'rc5cnt. 
.\ft<r tie le rn, il j r • i nl s. [ .r.'inji mtn pf luicrs, ihc 
haski!'' r- ; akoi, and all f' air’cd In tluir \chtclcs, 
'The tun 1. tr i t'>r .inothir nm'.n.l siid to be two 
miles nil I r u' W iln-'t in<l th, tun Ifi ar judged 
ihcv wnuld i,'! ’ h.ii I. .ttid uati li ih' j''n]o Jot) tbktd Alttie 
Wilniot uhicn she unshed to do >hc elected to see the 
other mound 

They mounitd .«nd pursued a trask tiixougb the woods ta , 
silence, till J-m said ; 

Do \ ou like picnics f ” 

“ I certain!) dn not ’’ 

“Nor do I Rut riding ? ” 

“ I just adore it more than anything in the world.” 

“ Mure than dancing ? ” 

“ Surely Riding .yud swimming ' ” 

“ Ah ! I thought ” /Vnd he was silent. 

** What did you think r " 

** Well, I thought somehow you were a good swimmet*"^,^ 
“Why?” 

Jon said with embarrassment : 
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“ By your eyes *’ 

“ What ! Arc they fishy ? ” 

Jon laughed. 

“ Not exactly. They're like a water nymph’s.'^ 

“ I don’t just know if that’s a eomplinunt.” 

“ Of course It Is ” 

“ I thou.t,dit nunphs weren't respectable." 

** Oh ' /Tiiter nymphs -\ery' bh\ , <tf umrsc.’’ 

** Do )ou have mans' in England ' " 

No As a m.iiit r of tau I've ncser sesm one be lore.” 

“ Then how do you km w ? ” 

** Just a general sense e>t what’s timng ” 

“ 1 suppose you had a elassiealedination Don’t you all 
have that in England ? ” 

“ Far from it ” 

“And how dt) sou like America, Mr Forsyte f ” 

“ Very much I gel homesick sometimes.” 

“ I’d love to travel ’’ 

“ You neser have ^ ” 

She shook her head. “ I just stas at home and look after 
things. But I reckon we’ll have to sell the old home — 
cotton doesn’t pay any more." 

“I grow pcaehe.s near Southern Pines, you know, up in 
North Carolina ; that’s p.i> mg at present.” 

“ Do you live there alone i ” 

** No ; with m) mother.” 

“ Is she English ? ” 

**Ycs,” 

“ Have you a father ? ” 

** He died four \cars ago.” 

•* Francis and 1 have been orphans ten years.** 

“ 1 wish you’d both come and stay with us some day ; 
my mother would be awfully glad,” 

** Is she like you ? ” 
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Jon laughed 

“ No bhe's htautiLil ” 

The eyes regarded liim i:r.i\el\. tlie lipe snnled faintlv, 
rd jU't lo\(‘ to e'ome, bur I r.inu' .md 1 can't ever be 
aua\ togt tiler " 

“ But," "iaid |(!n, “ \ou ri beth here 

“We u’o b (' k to nu'rr’ w , I uant<d to see Camden.** 
'I'ht e}es rt^unuvl their "ti ..d\ i on^idt ration of |on’- face, 
“ Won’t \ ou eoim b.iek unh u^ insit id. and see our home — 
it'hi'ld braliiis \N"uld like loli.tet \oUeome” 

“ Do \ou ab\..\ s know wli.it \our brother would like ? ** 

“ SurcK 

“ Th.it inu t b' jollv But do you really mean you want 
me 

“ I certainly do ” 

“I’d enjoy It awfully; I hate liotels. I mean — well, 

\uu know " But as ht didn't he was not so sure that 

she did. 

She touched her horse, .md ilic single looting animal 
broke into a c mur 

.Along the .illc\s of the eternal pine wood the sun was in 
their eyes , a warmed se'cnt rose from pme needles, gum 
und herbs ; the going was sandy and soft ; the horsef in 
good mood Jon felt happy. This girl had strange cycf, 
enticing ; and she rode better even than the Blair girli. 

“ I suppose all the English ndc well ? ” she said. 

“ Must do, when they ride at all ; but we don’t ride mucii 
nowadays.’’ 

“ rd love to see England ; our folk came from England 
ID 1700 — Worcestershire. Where is that ? ” 

“It’s our middle west,” said Jon. “ But as unlike a$ ever 
you can imagine. It’s a fruit-growing county — very pretty; 
white timbered houses, pastures, orchards, woodi, green hills, 
I went there walking one holidav with a school friend,** 
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It Rounds just lovely. Our ancestors were Roman 
Catholics, Thc\ had a place called Naschv ; that's \shy we 
call ours Naschy. Hut m\ j^randmothcr was Erench 
Creole, from Louisiana. Is it true that m England thev 
think Creoles ha\(. negro blood iii liicm ' ’’ 

“We’re V( ry lunoratit,*’ s.ud foil “/know theCrcoh> 
arc the old I raulj and bpanisii laniilici You both look 
as if you had hnneh blood ” 

“ hrancis dot's Do \oii tlnnk '\i p-i^^cd tiiat mound r 
Wc 've Come .ill ol Jour inile-', and I thouglit it wa-% only 
two.” 

“Docs It matter: 'I'iu uilur nmand u.u rather over- 

' rated.” 

. The lips smilid , s]ie didn't t\cr tpim 1 lu-'h, it -.tnud 
“What Indians lurcabout. " .eded jon 
“I’m not to.) >urt , btniiriules, ii .in\, I think But 
Francis says these mounds would be iroiu way back before 
the present inks What ni.idr \.)u tome to \.in..rica, 
Mr. Forsyte : ” 

Jon bit his iip To guc the rta«.on— lamil) feud — 
broken love aflair— wa^ not ex.ictly possible 

“ 1 went first to British Columbia ; but 1 didn't get on too 
well. Then I heard «»1 peaches in North C'.irolin.i '* 

“ But wliv did \ou leave England ' " 

: V** I suppose I just wanie-d to sec the world " 

slic said It was a quiet but comprehending 
marni Jon was the more gratified, because she had not 
ITOprdbended. The image of his first love did not often 
hixiknow — had not tor .t year or more. He had been 

i(|f btisy with his peaches. Besides, Holly had written that 
IPenir nid* boy. He said suddenly : 1 iliink wc ought to 

tatitliv XiOok at the tun 1 " The sun, indeed, was well down 
bn^tM the trees. 
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Jon turned liis sttcil “Let’s ifll be down in 

half an hour ; and tlicrt \ no moon till late.'* 

They galloped l\u k alf-nr i},c ir.u k. Tlic sun went down 
even faster tlian he h.'d them -kt, the .nr en w the light 
grey J{)n reined up 'uddenl_\ 

“ I’m aufulH s< rr\ , I don’t bilievc v\c’rc on the track 
we came' by Iimiu thi junic I !> el we’ve gtjnc otl to the 
right. Tlie tr :< ill .ilil < .'ii.Ml-n hia (^onlycamc 
in from Columbia \( it ru.p\ , ijie} don't knen\ the euuntry 
any nnme th.m i do " 

The girl ItUL'l .1 
“We’ll be lo.t 

“ M'in ’ di ril 1 < m- ioLt in these woods Don’t they 
c\cr end ? ” 

“ I reckon n^t, in these p.irts It’s an adventure.” 

“ Ycb , I 111 \ ' n’ll cat' h ct»ld It's Ih < old at night.” 

“ ;\nd you’\ e had 'llii 

“Oh' 'I'hal's all right litre's a track to the* left. 
Shall we go on, or sliall we t.ikc it ” 

“ Taken.” 

They cantered <'n It was too dark now for galloping 
and soon too d.erk t"r cantering And the track wound on 
and on 

“Tins is a pretty business,” saui Jon “ I am sorry,” 
He peered towards her riding beside him, and could jn»t 
see her smile. 

“ Whv ! It’s lots of fun.” 

He vs as glad she thought so, but he could not sec it. ^ 
“ I rax^ been an ass Your brother’ll be pretty sick with 
me. 

“ He’ll know I'm with you ” 

“ If we only had a compass We may be out all night at 
this rate. Here's another fork ! ( osh, it u going to b« 
dark.” 
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And, almcjsl as he the last of the light failed ; he 

could barely see her tue \ard'> away He came up Hose 
alongside, and she touched his sleeve 

“ Don’t v\orr\,” she said , “ bet auic th.it spuil- it ” 

Slid ting Ills runs, he ga\e h' r hand a squ< e/e 
“ You’re sjdendid, Ml^^ \Vilni<<t 

“ Oh ! do eall me Anne burnaine^ set m kind ot clulK 
when }ou’re hot ” 

“ Tliank \ou \er\ mue'h M\ name ks Jon Without an 
h, you knu\N- short for jol\t,n ” 

“jol\on — Jon; I like it ’’ 

“Anne’s always bien niv fnourite n.une bhall we 
stop till the moon ri^e'-, or ri !.• on - " 

. “ When \m 11 tlu moon risi 

About ten, I thud , judeine from 1 isi night And it'll 
be nearly full But it’. harc'K .r \m " 

“ Let's ride on and K i\c it to tlu iiorscs ” 

“Right! OnU il they make for ansuherc I’m prett\ 
sure it’ll be toward. Columbia, which must be mih. and 
miles.” 

They pursued the narrow track .t a li^otH pace h was 
really dark now. Jon said. “ .\re s.u, ^oJ; - '^’fiu’d be 
warmer walking I’ll go ahead , .^tmk H- e enough t(» see 
me.” 

He went ahcid, and soon di.smounted, feehng cold 
himselt ; tliere was utter silence among the unending trees, 

and no light. 

“Pm cold now,” said the \uiec of Anne “ I'll gc.t off 

too,” 

They had traded on perhaps half an iiuur like this, leading 
their horses, and almost tr<hng their w.i\, wb.cn Jon .aid 
Look ! There’s some sort of a clearing here I And 
what*s that blackness on the left ? ” 

“ it’* a mound.” 
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‘‘Which mounJ, I w.'tulcr ? The one we sn\N, or the 
ether, ur neither : 

“ I reck()n vve’J Iv-titr stop lure nil the nnn)n ri'.es, then 
nui\'be we’ll see uliuh it is, and know <uir ua\ ” 

“You’re rit^ht. Tlurt’il be sw mips, [ evpret I’ll 
Tether the hor:>es to leeward, anil we'll tr\ to (ind a nook. 
It n- cold” 

He ti thered the hordes out ot the wind, .ind, turning b.ick, 
lound her bt ->1 i(' him 

“ It’s crcep\ here,’’ sh< -aid 
“ We’ll find a snu': place, and ^it down ” 

He put his han i throuL’h her arm, and they moved round 
tlie foot of the 111 lund 

“Here,” ‘=aid Jon, suddenly; “ ihcv'ye betn dti:i»)ni^. 
This'll be sheltered'’ He teh the L;round drv enou^di. 
“ Let’-' squat here .ind talk ” 

Side by side, with their backs to the w.ill of the excavated 
hollow', they liL^hte'd cicareite^, and sat hsieninij to the 
silence But for a snullle or soft stamp now and then from 
the horses, there wasn’t a sound Trees and wind, both, 
were too sparse for melody, .ind nothinj^' but their two selves 
and their horses seemed diee A'j'nnkh ot stars in a very 
dark sky and the deeper blackness of the pine stems was all 
they could sec. Ah ! and the glowing tips of their cigar- 
ettes, and each other’s faces vaguely illumined, now and 
then, thereby. 

“ I don’t expect )ou’ll ever forgive me for this,” said Jon 
gloeimily. 

“ Why ! I'm just loving it.” 

‘‘ Very sweet of you to sav so ; but you must be awfully 
cold. Look here— have my coat ! ” 

He had begun to take it off when she said : “ If you do 
that rU run out into the woods and get really lost,” 

Jon resumed his coat. 
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“ It might have been one of those Blair girls,” he said. 

** Would you rather ? ” 

” For your sake, of course. Not for my own — no, 
indeed 1 ” 

They were looking round at eacii other so that the tips of 
their cigarettes were almost touching. Ju'^t able to see her 
eyes, lie had a \tr> di nnet impuKe to put his arm round 
her. It Bccmcd the natural and proper ilung to do, hut of 
course it was not ‘ done ' ' 

*‘HavCMinu ( hocolau d’ slu ■'aid 

Jon ate a vcr\ little The ih'u-dl.itc sliould be reserved 
for her ! 

“This IS a real adventure It r black I’d have been 
jcarcd alone-- seems kind of sp'>«ik\ here ” 

“Spirits of the oKl liidi m-," nuttcred j'in ” Onl) I 
don’t believe in spirits " 

“ You Would if you’d had a coloured nanny." 

“ Did you liavc one : ” 

** Surely, w’ith a voice as suit as mush melon W’c liave 
jnc old darkle still, w'ho was a slave as a bo) . He’s the 
best of all tlic negroes round—nearly eighty, with quite 
white hair.” 

“ Your father couldn’t have Uvn m the Civil War, could 

be?” 

«No; mv two graudlaihcr> ” 

**Alld how old .ire you, Anne : ” 

**KiBclccn.” 

** I*m twenty-three.” 

•*Tcll me about )our home in Englind.” 

haven’t one now.’’ He began an expurgated edition 
qI hia youth, and it seemed to ium iliat she iisteued bcauti- 
He asked for hex story in return ; and, while she 
tdHfig it, wondered whether he liked her voice or not. 
It tbreUed and slurred, but was soft and had great flavour. 
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When she had finished her simple tale, for she had hardly 
been away from home, there was silence, till Jon said ; 

“ It’s half-past seven onlv I’ll go and see that the 
horses are all right ; then pxTli.tps you could get a snooze.*’ 

He moved round the foot of the mound till he came to the 
horses and stayed a little talkmg to them and stroking their 
noses. A fcehni:, uarm and protectue. stirred uithin him. 
This w .IS a nice child, .and a br.n o one A f.icc to remember, 
with luts heliind it buddenh lie ht.ird her voice, low and 
as if protending not to call : “ j(3n, oh, jon ! ” He felt his 
way back through the darkius^ Her li.inds were stretched 
out 

“It ts 80 spooky' Th.it funny rustling! I've got 
creeps down my hack ' " 

“ The wind’s gut up a bit Lct’.s sit luck to hack — it*U 
keep you warm Or, look here. I'll bit against the wall; 
if you lean up .ig.unst me you could go to sleep It’s only 
two hours now — we can nde on by moonlight,” 

They took up the suggested posture.^, htr back against hif 
side, and her head m the hollow of his arm and shoulder. 

“ Comfy i ” 

“ Surelv. It stops the creeps Am I too heavy f ” 

“ Nor a bit,” said Jon. 

They smoked and talked a little more. The star§ were 
brighter now, and their eyes more accustomed to die 
darkness. And they were grateful for c.ach other's waimtiu 
Jon enjoyed the scent, as ol hay, that rose from her half not 
far below his nose. Then came a long silence, ^whik tko ' 
warm protective feeling grew and grew within him. He ' 
would have liked to skp his arms round and hold her cloien '' 
But of course he did not. It was, liowcvcr, as much M 
could do to remain a piece of warmth impt*rsonal enOB^ 
for her to recline against. This was the very finrt 
since he left England that he had felt an inclmatioii^ 
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your sister’s a laJy, and that one doesn’t behave like a cad 
with a lady f ” 

Francis Wilmot did nni answer ; he went to a window and 
Stood looking out^ Jon felt very angry. He sat down on 
the arm of a long ch.air, suddenly extremely tired. He sat 
there looking at tlic ground, .md frowning hc.uily Damn 

the fellow ! Had he been bullying Anne ? It he liad ! 

A voice behind him said * “ I reckon I didn’t mean it. I 
certainly am sorry It was just the scare Miake hands ! ” 

Jon strctHied out his own impu]u\(.lv, and they shook 
hands, looking str^iulit lut > each other’s eyes. 

“You must be about thrwuci’," said I'r.iiuis Wilmot 
“Come on to mv ro^mi , l'\c gotitn a tlask I've given 
Anne a dr.im .ilrc.id) 

They went up Jon ‘.a m the onlv chair, Francis W ilinoi 
on the lied 

“Anne tclF me she’s askvd )oii to tome home with us 
to-xnorrow I surely hope )ou will " 

** I should simpl) love to ” 

“ That’" tine ! " 

They drank, talked a little, smoked. 

“ Good night,’’ said Jun suddenl), “ or 1 shall go to sleep 
litre.” 

Hxcy shook hands again, and Jon staggered to h;s room. 
He fcU asleep at once 

' Thf7 traccllcd next d.ny, all three, througli Columbia and 
Charleston, to the \\ dmot's place. It stood in the bend of 
tTYcr, wuh cotton fields around, and swampy ground 
Hve oaks grew, mclanchoh, festooned with Florida 
' The old shivc quarter^, disused except as kennels, 
idE standing ; the twevstoried house had flights of 
steps running up on each side, cm to the wide 
Jin^iill^vered porch, and needed a coat of paint ; and, 
, Jlkhirit looms ran one into the other, hung with old portraits 
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of dead Wilmot*? and dc Frevillcs ; and darkies wandered 
around and talked their soft drawled speech. 

Jon was happier than he had been sintc he landed in the 
New World three and a half \ ear> apo In the mornings he 
sauntered with the does in the siinliel.t or tried to write 
p<H:tr\ — for the tuo \ounp W ilniots were bus'. After the 
midda\ incal)i( rude w iili tin in or with Anne alone lathe 
evening he h Tiad trum fier !*> 1 1 iv the ukulele before a 
wood fire llJht^d .\t sundown, or heard .ih<'Ut cotton culture 
from Francis, with whom, sukl ih.ai moment of animosity, 
he was on the be st of t* rms 

Between Anim .md lomsi If there was little t.ilk ; theyhad, 
as it were, ri.'''imevl the ''ih nee wi;i\.h h id fallen when they 
sat in tlu d.<rl. und( r the old Indian mound But he 
watehtd her, mJ. id, he w.is always trying to catch the 
grave cntuing h ob in her duk e\cs re and more $hc 
seemed tolnm urdila aiiv p-.rl he h id ever I novsn ; quicker, 
more .silent, and with more ‘ s md ’ Tlie da\5 went on, in 
warm sun, and the nightl) scent of wood smoke ; and iu$ 
holidav drew tn an end. He could play tlic ukulele now, 
and thev sang to it — negro spirituals, songs from comic' 
operas, and other immortal works The last day came, and 
dismay descended on Jon. lo mornm, early, he was going 
back to his pe.itlit> at Southern Bines! That afternoon, 
riding wuli her for the last time, the silence was almost 
unnatural, and she did not even look at him. Jon went np 
to change, with panic in his heart. He knew now thjt he 
wanted to take her back with him, and he thought he knew 
that she did not want to come. How he would miss watdl*‘ ' > 
ing for those eyes to be fixed on him. He was thirsty with 
the wish to kiss her. He v\cni down moodily, and «at 
long chair before the wood hre, palling a spaniel’s eats 
watching the room darken. Perhaps she wouldn*l CWCtfc 
come for a last sing-s^mg. Perhaps there would 
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more but dinner and an evening a trois ; not even n clinncc 
to say he loved her and he told that she didn't love him. 
And he thought mlscraWy ; ‘ It’s my fault — I'm a silent 
fool ; I've missed all mv eliancc ’ The roum darkened till 
there was nothing hut fireliglit, and llie spaniel went to 
sleep. Jon, to(j, closed liiM Vis It w as as if he could wait 
better, thus- -for the worst Winn he <'pened them she 
was standing in front of him with tin ukuleh s in her hands. 

“ Do you want to j’lav, jon ' ” 

“ Yes,” said Jon, “ let’s plav It’s the kist time ; ” and 
he took Ills ukulele 

She sat down on the rug before tlie fire, and beg. in to tune 
hers. J<)n sli| ped d<'wn bisuli the spaniil and iHg.m to 
tunc his. The spaniil got u} .itul went .iw.iv 

“ What sliall we sing ? ” 

“I don't w.ini to smg, \iin( V,,u '■ini: ; I’ll ]ii^t 

accompany ” 

She didn’t h>ok at liim ' Mie would not louk at him ! 
It was all up ! W hat a tool lu’d been ! 

.Anne sang. She sang a crooning phrase— a call over the 
mountains of Spam Jon plucked his ‘Strings, and the tune 
plucked his heart. She sang it thrmigh She sang it again, 
and her eyes slid round. (lod ? She :ias looking at him. 
She mustn’t see that he knew she was ! It was too good— 
that long dark look o\ er the ukulele Between him and her 
were her ukulele and his own. He dropped tlic beastlv 
thing. And, suddenly shitting along the floor, he put his 
am round her. Without a word she drooped her head 
agaioit his shoulder, as when thc\ sat under the Indian 
inoa&d. He bent his cheek down to her h.iir. It smelled, 
as it had then, of hay. And, just as she had screwed her 
face round in the moonlight, she turned it to him now 
But this time Jon kissed her lips. 
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U mUr's Tali, 



TO 

JOHN' 1'okrij.cuE 



PART I 

aiM'TKR I 

A ■'FRAM.I R 

The youn£» man, ulm, at the end of SeptemSer, 1924, 
dismounted fr.-m a laxkah in South Square, \\ tstmiugtcr, 
was 80 unnhiriisnt]) AnuTKan that )iis driver had some 
hesitation in .i>king for douhlo }i>i» fare. The young man 
had no lie^itation in refusing it. 

‘‘Are \ou unable to read ? ” he said, solily, “Hcre’i 
four shillings " 

With that he turned his back and Iwkcd at the hottic 
before which he had descended. This, the first privite 
English house he had ever proposed to enter inspired 
with a certain uneasiness, as of a man who expect# 
with a family ghost. Comparing a letter with the nttnibiev 
chased in pale brass on the door, he murmured : , ^ It 
lurely is,” and rang the bell. ; 

While wailing for the door to be opened, he Wm 001 l« 
scious of extreme quietude, broken by a clock chiming lotu 
as if with the voice of Time itself. When the last booptl it&di 
the door yawned inwards, and a man, almost 
said : 

“Yes, sir?” 

The young man removed a soft hat from a 

** This is Mrs. Michael Mont's house 1 ” 

• Cofiicct* sir.” 
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“ Will you pivc her my card, and this letter ’ ” 

‘ Mr. Francis Wilmor, SC’ \\ ill \<>u w ilt in 

here, sir ? ” 

Ushered ihrou.^h tlie dfM»rveay of .1 nit»m on the ritrht, 
Francis W'llmot u.is lonsuou^ of .1 cornmotmn vlosc to the 
ground, ami some teciii irr.i/inir the calf ot Ills Icir 

“Dandle!” s.nd th< \oim ot the hairh man, “\oii 
little devil ! Th it do^' isa proper little hrutc with -traiipt r>, 
sir. Stand still' I'm. hnown him Imp dt hi throULth a 
lady’s sto^kine . ” 

Franci.s Wilmot >au with intirtst a -lU^r-vrie dop’ nnu 
inches high and nearly as hro,,,l. Io..i uj' .it Imn with 
lustrous e_\ es aho\ t ie< ih o' < \i rum h' iu!\ 

“It’s the hd'\, sir,” .ud t’i«. li.tiri •> mm, p online: 
a sort of nest on the tloiir hetore tie- In irt!, , “ he 

mil ^ ioT people velun lids with the haln But one tie 
gels to snidling \our irons- rs, lie’s dl nrht. ICticr i or 
touch the bab), tlnuiuh Mrs M-mt w ts here a mmale 
ago ; ril take your e ifil up to Ikt ' ' 

Francis Wilmot s.it down on 1 ''<'»tee in tie midd!- 0} the 
room ; and die dog la\ I'uwcen him .ind the hab\ . 

And while the \oung man sat h< vipd around him. 
The rocjm \\a<i painted in paruK ot a suh-it-dden hue, 
with a silver-eolourcd ceiling A clackhord, little golden 
ghost of a piam>, stood at one end Glass lustres, pictures 
of flowers and ot a sil\er\ necked lad\ swinging a skirt 
imd her golden slipptrs, adorned the walk The curtains 
were of gold and siKer The uKer-c-d. Hired carjxrt felt 
wonderfully soft beneath Ins fe'et, the furniture was ot a 
golden wood. 

The young man felt suddenh quite homesick. He was 
back in the living-room of an old ' Colonial ’ house in the 
bend of 1 lonely South Carolina river, reddish m hue. 
He wn# «taring at the cfhg)' of his high-collared, red- 
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coated ^eat-grandfathcr, Francis VVilniof, Rovalist major 
in the War of Independence, iliey alv\ays said it was 
like the effipy he saw uhen ^ha^ in|^' c\er\' morning; the 
smiHith dark liair dr«n.pinj/ ai ro^s !iis rnjht temple, the 
narrow nust and llp^, tin n irrou dirk hand on tlic swurd- 
hilt or the ra /or, thi- sllt^ <4 viark e\<.s i,M/inj^' steadily out. 
Yeuni; Friiui^wi-. ^c'lni: the d irki s working in the 
u)tton fit id-, urivi' r a sun ih it lu did not stem to have 
seen sirut he caiiu o\tr ht ri , hi was walking with his 
seltir dong tin sw inij'id-gt, wf.ire 1 loruii rno-s festenmed 
the t dl d'tltiroi'^ tri'., he was thinking <4 the Wilmot 
jnh ritantc, ruut d in the t'\il War, still dn ayed vet 
preti'iii',, an 1 e la tier to straeelt on witii it, or to sell it 
to thi Vaitk who wanted a wtik<nvl run to from hi-i 
Cliarkstt n vi-'k j>d\ and would iiiijTo've it out of rccog- 
niti'.n it \'o;ld he 1 oik1\ tiari. n.tw that Anne had 
marriitl tii ti \oung HrItl^h(^, J<in i’orsv te, and gone 
awa\ nortli, to ><mthern Pine-. An.i he thought of hia 
snt( r, thus lost to him, dark, [mIi , ‘full of sand.^ 

Yes! this ro' m maJt him ji(»m(sn.k, with its perfection, 
such as he had never beheld, where the only object OUt 
(4 keeping was that dog, King on its side* now, and so 
thus through that all its little h gs were in the air. Softly 
he said : 

“ It’s the prettiest room I ever was in.’* 

“ W hat a p< rtcetl) tharming thing te* overhear ! ” 

A young woman, with crinkly chestnut hair above a 
cream e face, with smiling lips, a short straight noie, and 
very white elark*lashcd ewlids active over dark hazeil 
eyes, stfxid near the door, bhc came towards him, and 
held out her h.and. 

Francis Wilmot bowed over it, and said, gravely j 
“ Mrs. Michael Mont r ” 

** So Jon’s married your sister. Is she pretty I ^ 
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« She is.** 

♦* Very ? » 

"Yes, indeed.** 

" I hope baby l»as been entertaining you.** 
<‘Hc*8ju5tKreat.” 

" He is, rather I hear Dandic hit \()U ? 

** I reckon he didn’t break the cuticle.” 

"Haven’t you looked? Hut he's quite healthy. Sit 
doMTi, and tell me .all about your bisttr and Jon. Is it a 
marriage of true mind^ ? ” 

Francis Wilmot sat down 

** It ccriatnl) is. Young Jon is a prett) uhitc man, and 

Aimc'*'""”' ' ' 

He heard a sigh. 

, "Fm very glad. He s-ays in his letter th.at he’s awfully 
.Jmppy. You must come and stay )rtc. You can be as 
ts you like L>ok <,>n us as an hotel.” 

*I1ie young man’s dark eyes smiled 
"ti»i*s too good of you I I’ve nc\er been on this side 
jb0W* They got thn^ugh the war xoo soon.” 

I^kortook the baby out of iie nest. 


creature doesn’t bite. Dw)k~two teeth, but they 
'Aw^lft^gonise — isn’t that bow you put it i ” 
its name?” 

Christopher, agreed about its name 
^S|^(H|^,lCchacl — my husband — ^will be in directly. He’s 
you know. They’re not sitting till Monday 
M course. We only came back for it from July 
Italy’s so wonderful — you must tee it.” 
me, but is that the Parluiment dock that 

^ — )'es. He marks time for them. Michael 
|ml^0pi|jacnt is the best drag on Progress ever invented. 

labour Government, it’s been specially in* 
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tercsting this \car. Don’t you think it's rather touching 
the way this dog watches my baby ? He’s got the most 
terrific jaw ! ” 

“ What kind of dog is ht- ’ " 

“ A Dandle Dmmoni We did have a Poke. It was A 
terrible tragedy He ‘uIJ alter cats , md one day he 
struck a lighting Tom, and got clawed o\cr both eyes— 
quite blinded— and so-— 

The young man saw her eves suddenK too bright. He 
made n solt n<j^e, and said gcntlv . “ Ihat was too bad/’ 

“ I had to ciiangi this room compktdy. It used to be 
Chimsc It ri miiuKd me too much " 

“ Tins htth idlow windd diaw aiu cat.” 

“ LuckiK he w.*s brought up wiili kittens W^c got him 
for his kgs iheyTt so bovsed in Iroiit that he can hardly 
run, so he JIM sails the pram Dan, show \our legs I ” 

The Dandle locked up witli a neg.iiivc -.ound 
” He’s .1 terrible little ‘ diaraaer.’ Do tell mc» what’l 
jon like now ' Is he still Englnh ' ” 

The )<;ung man was conscious that she had uttered at 
last something really in her mind 
“ He is ; but he’s a dandv fellow ” 

“ And his mother ? bhe used to be beautiful.” 

“ And is to this day.” 

“ She would be. Grey, I .suppose, b\ now ? ” 

“ Yes. You don’t like her ? ” 

“ Well, I hope she won’t be jealous of your abtiTL"! , 

“ I think, perhaps, you’re unjust.” 


“ 1 think, perhaps I am.” 

She sat very still, her face hard above the 
the young man, aware of thoughts beyond 


**Whcn you write to Jon,” she said, 
him that I’m awfully glad, and that I 
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1 shan’t write to him myself, Mav I cal! you Francis^” 
Francis Wilmot bowed “ I shall be proud, ma'am." 

“ Ye<; ; bur you must call me Meur We're sort of 
related, you knf)w ” 

The young man smiled, and touchtd the name with his 
lips. 

“ Fleur ! It’s a beautiful name ' " 

" Your room will be reavK when \v»u umte back. You’ll 
have a batliroom to vourstli, (»t tourst 
He put Ins lips to the hand In Id out 
" It’s wondt rlul," In "aid “ I w.ts ftelini: kind of home- 
sick ; I miss tlie sun over lu re ’’ 

In going out, lie locked b.u k 1 h ur had put her baby 
back in its rust, and vs as staring 'iraighi be lure her. 



CHAPTER II 


t H \\( I 

Bit m^r. 'li in ihr »tli .«t a iui; haJ cnn^rd the re- 
g.uniijhin)^^ (it I k‘iir\ Cfiin<->' r.mm Oti tfic evening of her 

luentv -sei cihi I’lr"; t ' Mi( K a !/■ i<l i urn' li-'inc >awng : 

"Well, m\ 1 'iiki, 1 eliLiik(.i [’uhli'^tiini; With olj 

I) inl’V alv\ t\ > ill tilt njhi it i^n't i(.ar((.r” 

" ( ))i ! Muh K K lx. Ix.re J t-i ath ” 

“I'll LM) 111'" I’arlianunt vjuitt iini il. md about 

the ^anK s; n a 

He Ihu) s[ 'laii in jtst ^lv li.ivs liter it Incame appa- 
rent that ^lu I I'i li-tui'. J in < arm -i 

“ V;iu \v(rt abMildteh right, Michael h‘s the very 
thing t'lr \ "u 't “iiT t g"! i h 
“ Otiu r p( tiph.'s ” 

“AnJ tlu aiti ot tlu gall We're fnghtfull) handy for 
the HdU-'C , h' re 
“ It III' me) , Fleur 

“ Vi H, I’\f sp'oan to father Ir was rather funny— 
there never been a lor^vtc, vou know, anywhere near 
Parlianieiu, But he thinls it’ll be goixl for me ; and that 
it’s all barnm :s arc fit h.r.” 

“ One h.i'i to have a be af, unfortunate]} 

“Well, Tve siund'.J vour father, t(;*j. He’ll speak to 
people. They want voung men.” 

“ Ah ! And what arc mv politics ' ” 

“ Mv dear bo\, you mu‘.>i know -at thirty.*^ 

I’m not a Ltbe'ral. But am I Labour or Tory f ** 

“ You can think it out before the next election 1 ^ 
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Next day, while he wa*? shaving, and she was in her bath, 
be cut himself slight!) and said : 

“ The land and this unemployment is what I really care 
jtbout. I’m a Foggartist.” 

« What ? ” 

Old Sir James Foggart’s book. You read it/* 

No.” 


Well, you said so.’* 
** So did others.” 


** Never mind -liis e^•cs arc fixul on 1044. and his 
|>olicy’8 according .Safet\ m tin Air, the l.and, and 
Child EmigraiK )n ; adjusinuni ot .^uppK .ind Demand 
within the Empire ; cut our losses in Europe , and endure 
I worse Present for the sake ot .1 better 1 uture Fvcr\- 
rKtng , iji fact, that's unp(»piil.ir, and s.nd to be impos.siblc ” 

' “Well, you could keep all tli n to \oursclt till \’0U get 
bL You’ll have to St and as a I'or) 

. ^ How lovcl) )ou lo(»k ! ” 

If you get in, you can disagree with everybody. That'll 
[pr^yotia position from the start.” 

' ** scheme ! ” murmured Michael. 

You can initiate this — this Foggartism. He isn’t mad, 

liMr” 

only too sane, which is much the same thing, 
bC COI4IIC. You sec wc’vc got a higher wage-scale than 


Hiy Otbet country except America and tlic Dewninions ; 

coming down again ; wc really group m with 
He's for growing as much of our 
^ can, and pumping British town children, before 
into the Colonics, till Cokmial demand 
our supply. It's no earthly, of course, 
||^h^!^liiholediearted co-opciation between the Govern* 
the Empire.” 
ytn tensible.** 
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“We published him, you know, hut at his own expense* 
It’s a ‘faith and the mountain’ stunt. He’s got 
I he faith all right, hut the mountain shows no signs of 
moving.” 

Fleur stood up. “Well,” she s.ud, “that’s settled. 
Your father says he can t'et \ou a nomination .is a Tory, 
and >ou can keep your own runs to \ourstlf, You’D get 
in on the human touch, Michael ” 

“ 'I'hank vou, du( ky. Can I help Jr\ you . 

Before reJecor.ifing her Chine.se room, however, Fleur 
liad waited til! after Michael w.is Cdmturi.ibly seated (dr 
a division wlihh professed to i'c intcrcsied in agriculture, 
bhe chose a hknd between .'Vdam and Louis Qulnze, 
Michael calKtl it the ‘ bimetallie parlour;’ and carried 
off ‘The White Monkey’ to his study The creature’s 
pessimism ve.is not. he felt, suifeil to political life. 

Fkur had initi.ited le-r ‘ salon ’ with a gathering in 
February. The soul society had passed away atnoe 
the Liberal dfKide and Lady .Mison’s pi'litico-legaJ coterie 
no longer counted. Plainer people were in the aaccndontt 
Her Wednesday evenings were youthful, with age re- 
presented by her fathcr-in-lnvv, two minor ambaaaadotly 
and Pevensey Hluhc, editor of ‘The Outpont/ So 
unlike Ills literary st\le that he was usually miatiloett for 
a Colonial Prime Minister, Blythe was a tall roan with i 
beard, and grey bloodshot eyes, who expressed Icaowkdgt 
in paragraphs that few could really understand. **Wbsrt 
Blythe thinks tiwlay, the Conservative Party wffl 
not think to-morrow,” was said of him. Hc 
in a small voice, and constantly used the tlQpenCMUd 
pronoun. 

** One is walking in one’s sleep,” he would ffiy ^ 
political situation, “ and will wake up without l^jjAei 
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A warm supporter of Sir James Foggart’s hook, charac- 
terising it as the masterpiece of a blind archangel," he 
had a passion for listening to the clavichord, and was 
invaluable in Fleur’s ‘ s.ilon ’ 

Freed from poetry and modern music, from Sibley Sw-an, 
Walter Na/ing and Hugo Sol.siis, Fleur was finding time 
for her son -the eleventli baronet He represented for her 
the reality of things Michael might have posthumous 
theories, and Labour predator) hopes, but for lier the year 
1944 would see the eleventh bar<tnei come of age. That 
Kit should inherit an England worth living in was of more 
intrinsic importance than anv thing the) proposed in the 
Commons and were unable to perform All those houses 
they were going to build, for instance \<r\ proper, but 
a little unncccssar) if Kit still liad Lippinghall Manor 
and South Square, Westminster, to dwell m Not that 
Fleur voiced such cvnical convictions, or admitted them 
even to herself She did orthodox hp-scrvice to the great 
god Progress 

The Peace of the World, Hygiene, Tr.ide, and the End 
of Unemployment, preoccupied all, irrespective of Party, 
and Fleur was in tiic fashion ; but instinct, rather than 
Michael and Sir James Foggart, told her that the time- 
honoured motto : ‘ Eat your cake and have it,’ which 
underlay the plaih^rms of all Ihirtics, was not * too fright- 
fully* sound. So lung as Kit had cake, it was no gtH>d 
botKering too deepK about the rest ; tliough, of course, 
oae matt seem to. Fluttering about her ‘ salon '—this to 
that person, and that to the other, and to all so pretty, 
the charmed by her grace, her common sense, her pliancy. 
Not iuhrequently she attended at the House, and sat, not 
Bitfifung too much to the speeches, yet picking up, as it 
wete^ by a tort of seventh sense (if women in Society all 
bid tut. turtiy Fleur had seven) what was necessary to 
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the coniiiict of thni ‘ s.ilon ’ — the rise and fal] of the 
(iovcrnmciual barometer, the cateJusords and cliches of 
policy ; and, more valuable, impressions of personality, 
of the residuary man within the Member She watched 
Muliael’s career, witli the fostering eye of a godmother 
v\hn has given her i:i>dehiKI a [»lue morocco prayer-book, 
in tlie hope that M-mt da\ he may remember its existence. 
Although a sedul'Uis attendant at the House all through 
the spring and summer, Michael had not \cl oj>e*ncd his 
mouth, and Su tar she had .ipproved of his silence, while 
nurturing his desire to km)\s his own mind by listening 
to Ills wand ni.cs m 1 oggartisin U it \sere indeed the 
eml) permanent cure fur Urumi'lnv merit, as he said, she 
too was a 1 "C’gartLst , common-sense assuring her that 
tla onl\ T' al danger to Kit's luturc la\ in that national 
malady. I liminatc I'ncmplov ineni, and nobody would 
have time to make a fuss Put her criticisms were often 
pertinent 

“ M) dear bo), does a eountr) ever s.unficc the present 
for the sake of the future ? *' or: “ Do )ou really think 
countrv life is better tlian town life.’” or: “Can you 
imagine sending Kii out of Fngl.md at fourteen to some 
(Jodlorsaken end of tlic World : " or; “ Do you suppose 
the towns will )ia\c it?” And the) rou.scd Michael to 
such persistence and fluency that she felt he would really 
catch on in time— like old bir (iilcs Snorcham, whom they 
would soon be making a peer, because he had always 
worn low-crowned hat.s and advocated a return to 
h.insom cabs. Hats, huitonhedcs, an eyeglass— she turned 
over in her mind all such little realities as help a political 
career. 

“ Plain glass doesn’t harm the sight ; and it really has 
a focussing value, Michael.” 

My ciild, it’s never done my Dad a bit of good ; I 
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doubt if it*B sold three copies of any of his books. No ! 

If I get on, it’ll be by talking.” 

But still she encouraged him to keep his mouth shut. 

** It’s no good starting wrong, Michael. These Labour 
people aren’t going to l.ibt out the year,” 

“ Why not I ” 

Their heads are swelling, and their tempers going. 
They’re only on sufferance ; people on sufferance have got 
to be pleasant or they won’t be suff'-red. When they go 
out, the Tories will get in again and probably last. You’ll 
,havc several years to be tcccntric in, and by the time 
they’re out again, you’ll have your licence Just go on 
working the human touch in your ct>nsriiucncy ; I’m sure 
it’s a mistake to forget you’ve got constituents.” 

Michael spent most week-ends that summer working 
the human touch m mid-Bucks ; and Fleur spent most 
week-ends with the eleventh baronet at her father’s house 
near Maplcdurh.im. 

Since wiping the dust of the city off his feet, after that ' 
>a£fair of Eldcrson and the P.P R.S., Soames had become 
almost too countrified for a Forsyte. He liad bought the 
maadows on the far side of the river and several Jersey 
I'-nowa. Not that he was going in for farming or nonsense 
\vi 'diat sort, but it gave him an interest to punt himself 
.;OV«r and see them milked. He had put up a good deal 
too* and was laying down melons. The English 
was superior to any other, and every )'ear’8 con- 
||H«titoa,with a French wife made him more and more 
to tat what he grew himself. After Michael was 
W Parliament, Fleur had sent him Sir James 
‘The Parlous State of England.* When 
|^jttim|t^Waaid to Annette : 

what she thinks I want with this ^reat 
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“ To read it, Soames, I suppose.” 

Soamcs sniffed, turning the pages. 

“ I can’t tell wliat it’s all .dx)ut.” 

“ I will Sell It at my ha7aar, Sf^ames It will do for 
some good man who can read English ” 

From that moment Soamcs ht^an almost unconsciously 
to read the booh He f.>und it a peculiar affair, which 
gave most people sonu good h.ird knock.s He began to 
enjoy them, evptuallv the diapter deprecating the work- 
man’s dislike of parting with liis children at a reasonable 
age. HaMng nc\(r Intn outride huropt, he iiad a some- 
what sketchy idea of places like South .\frica, Australia, 
Canada, and New Zeal md ; but this old fellow Foggart, 
it appeared, had been there, and knew- w'hat he wms talking 
about. What he .said about their development teemed 
quite 8en^lhle Children who went out there put on 
wciglit at once, and became owners of property at an 
age when in Fnghind they were still delivering parcels, 
popping in and out of jobs, hanging about street comers, 
and qualifvmg for unemployment and Otmmunism. Get 
them out of England ! There was a startling attraction 
in the idea for one who was English to a degree. He wia 
in favour, too, of what was said about grow’ing foofi and 
making England safe in the air. And then, slowly, be 
turned against it. The fellow was too much of a Jetemial] 
altogether. He complained to Fleur that the book dealt 
with nothing but birds in the bush ; it was unpractical 
What did ‘ Old Mont ’ say ? 

“ He won’t read it ; he says he knowi oil’; 
gan.” 

said Soamcs, **1 shouldn't be ituplllid J| 
there were something it it, then.” Thai 
baronet was old-fashioned! “Anyway it 
Ifichael’s given up those La boor fellows.” 



368 


A MODERN COMEDY 


Michael says Foggartism will be Labour’s policy when 
they understand all it means ” 

** How’s tiiat ? ” 

“ He thinks it’s going to do them much more good than 
anybody else. He sj)s nne or two of their leaders are 
beginning to smell it (>ut. and that the re%t of the leader^ 
arc bound to follow in time ” 

“ In that case,” vaid Soanies, “ it’ll never go dow'n with 
their rank and file " And for two niinutu> lie sat in a 
sort of tr.iiut Had he said something profound, or had 
he not ? 

Fleur’s presence at week-ends with the eleventh baronet 
was extremely agreeable to him Though at first he had 
felt a sort of disappointment that his grandchild was noi 
a girl — an eleventh baronet belonged too dHinitAv to 
the Monts— he began, as the months wore on, fnd him 
‘an engaging little th.^p,’ and, in aiu ease, to hui him 
down at Maplcdurham kept him awa\ trom lappingh.dl 
It tried him at times, of eamrse, to see how the women 
hung about the bab\ --there was something \er\ e\ce^M^e 
about motherhood He had noticed it with Annette, he 
noticed it now with Fleur. Frencii - perhaps' He had 
not remembered his own mother making such a fuss ; 
indeed, he could not rcmcmlnr an\ thing that happened 
when he was one A week-end, wlwn Madame Lamoite, 
Annette and Fleur were all hanging over his grandson, 
three generations ut maternity concentrated on that pudgv 
morsel, reduced him to a punt, fishing tor what he felt sure 
nobody would eat. 

By the dme he had finished Sir James Foggart's book, 
the disagreeable summer of 1924 was over, and a more 
disagreeable Septemk-r had set in. The mellow golden 
days that glow up out of a haze which stars with dew- 
drops every cobweb on a gate, simpK did not come. It 
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rained, and the rucr was so unnaturally full, that the 
newspapers were at hrst unnaiurall) empty — there was 
literally no news of dmui^ht . they filled up ai^Min slowlv 
with reports of the wiWiA summer ‘fur thirty years.’ 
Calm, greenish with weed and tree sliadow, the river 
flowed unendintriv hiiwun J^uanns’ damp lawn and his 
dampmeaJuvs^ ’I'lu rt we ri. nu mushrooms Blackberries 
tasted of rain Sieimts ma(!e .1 point ut (ating one every 
Near, and, by the tl.iNuur, i"uld tell what sort of year it 
liad bc(.n d’here was a gund deal of ‘ old-man's-hcardd 
In spilt u! all this, iiuwe\er, he was mure cheerful than he 
had been lur airr-, Labour hid been ‘in,' if nut in real 
power, for months, and tie’ lieutris had only lowered. 
Forced b\ Ltbuur in-ulhuc t<* take some notice of politics, 
he would iittir prophecies at the breakt.ist-labic. They 
\aricd soimwhir, according to the news, and, since he 
alwa\s for.,'ot thosf which did not come true, he was 
constantlv abb- to tell Vnneitc that he liad told her so. 
Slic lof>k no interest, however, occupied, ‘ like a W’oman, 
with her ba/.aars and jarn-makinc, running about in the 
car, shopping in l/ondon, attending garden-parties’; and, 
in spite of her tcndencN to put on flc^h, still remarkably 
handsome. Jack Cardig.in, hi> niece Imogen’s husband, 
had made him a sixt\ ninth-birtlida\ prcs»'iu of a set 
of goU- clubs This was more [’U//ding to S>ames than 
an vt lung that had ever happened to !iim VV'hai on earth 
was he to do with them Annette, witli that French 
quickness whuh so often innuvcd fiim, suggested that he 

should use them She was uncomfortable ! At his age ! 

And ilien, one week-end in M iv lire fellow liimsdf had 
come down with Imogen, and, teeing a ball up on half a 
molehill, had driven it across the river. 

“ ril bet you a box of cigars, Uncle Soaincf, that yuHl 
don’t do that before we k.ivc on Monday.” 
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I never bet,” said Soames, ” and I don’t smoke.” 

”Tinie you began both. I/jok here, we'll spend to- 
morrow learning to knock the ball ! ” 

** Absurd ! ” said Soames. 

But in his room that night he had stood in his pyjamas 
swinging his arms in imitation of Jack Cardigan. The 
next day he sent the women out in the car with their 
lunch; he was not going to have tliein grinning at him. 
He had seldom spent more annoying hours than tiiose 
which followed. They culminated in a monmu when at 
last he hit the ball, and it lall into the nvtr three y.irds 
from the near l\mk. He was so stiff next morning in arms 
aad ribs, lliat .'\nnctte had to rub him till he said ; 

“Look out I you’re taking the skin off ! ” 

. He had, how'cver, become infected After destroying 
aome furtJicr pontons of his lawn, he joined the nearest 
■Golf Club, and began to go round by himself during the 
lanchcon-hour, accompanied by a little boy He kept at 
it with charactcri.stic tenacity, till b\ Julv he had attained 
« certain proficiency ; and he beg.m to say to Annette 
that it would do her all the good in the world to take it 
and keep her W'cight down 

James,” she would reply ; “ I have no wish to 
the figure of your English Misses, fiat as a board before 
mid behind.” She was reactionary, * like her nation ’ ; 

Soames, who at hcan had a certain sympathy with 
did not seriously press the point. He found that 
jogged both his liver and his temper. He 
mmJlO have colour in his checks. Tlic day after his 
|m|wKdb<>lc round with Jack Cardigan, who had given 
strokes a hole and beaten him by nine holes, 
ft P^^kage which, to his dismay, contained a 
What the fellow was about, he could not 
only discovered when, one evening a few 
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days later, sitting .at the window of his picture gallery, 
he found that he had one in his mouth. Curiously enough, 
it did not make him sick. It produced rather something 
of the feeling he used to cnjo\ after ‘ diung Cou<f * — now 
comparatuelv out of fashion, since an American, so hit 
sister Winifred said, had found a shorter cut. A suspicion, 
however, that the f.itniK liaJ set J.uk Cardigan on, pre- 
vented fiiin from indulging hi' nev\ scn'atKtn an^'whcrc 
but in his puturc gallery, S" that cigars gathered the 
halo of a secret Mce IL r^rK\^ed h^ store stealthily. 
Onh when lu tounvl tfiat Annctie, Fleur, and others had 
known for wuks, did he relax his rule, and s.iy openly 
that tlie vice ot the prt'^ent da\ was cigarettes 

“ Ms deir h e, said Winifred, when she next saw him, - 
“eversbods’s 'ising xou'rc a different man!” 

Soarnt-^ raised his esebrows He was not consciooi of 
any changt. 

“ That chap Cardigan,” he saul, “ is a funns fellow ! . . , 
I’m going to dine and '•letp at Fleur's ; they’re just bick 
from Itals The H uuse Sits on Mondax ” 

Yes,” said Winifred , '* very fussy of them — sitting iQ 
the Ix»ng \'acation ” 

“ Ireland ! ” said Soamcb, deeply “ A pretty pair of 
•hoes again I ” Alwaj'S had been ; always would be I 
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Micmai I had returned from It.dv uuh the to 

‘get on uith It,’ v^hK,h rtsulis Iroin South* rn hohda\". 
Countryman by upbringing, ''till vltcpK absorbed b\ the 
unemployment problem .md v.ommitied to i oggariism, as 
its remedy, Ik had taken up no other hobln in the House, 
and was eating tlie country's bre ul, it somewhat un- 
bultered, and doing imtlung h»r it He desired, therefore, 
to know where he stood, and how long he was going to 
Stand iliere. 

Bent on ‘taking this lunar' as ‘Old Forsv^tc ’ would 
call it- at his own positnin, he walked away' from the 
House that same dj\, after dealing with an accumulated 
correspondence He walked towards Pevensey Blythe, in 
the office of tliat self-'^ufficing weekly ‘The Outpo'^t ' 
Sunburnt frtim his It dian holiday and thinned by Italian 
cookery, he moved briskly, and thought of many things. 
Passing down on to the Embankment, where a number of 
unemployed birds on a numlxr of trees were also w'ondcnng, 
it seemed, where they stood and how long they were gt>ing 
to Stand there, he took a letter from his pocket to read a 
second time. 

“ 1 2 Sapper's Row, 

** HoNOURABi.t Sir, “ Camden Town. 

” Being young in ‘ Who's Who,' you will not be hard, 
1 dunk, to those in suffering. I am an Austrian woman 
who inaxried a German eleven years ago. He was an 

37 * 
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actor on the English st.ii»e, Idf his father and mother, who 
are no more luini:, brought him to England quite young. 
Interned lie .oul his health broken up He has the 
neurasthenic \er\ bad so he i oinot be trusted for any 
work. Before the. v\ar Ik w.is .ih\.i\s in a part, and vve 
had some good monev , bui this went p.irtK when I wa.s 
lelt with m\ child alone, and the ri-^i v\as t.iken by the 
B T, and wt got ver\ littli back, neither (it us being 
Englidi W’iiat w( did gtt his all b< ( n to the doctor, and 
for our debt-. ..lul tor bur\ing our litik child, whuh died 
happiK, tor tls 'ueh I Io\td it niiKh this litc whuh we 
have not fu lor a child to lixt Wc live on inv needle, 
and that is rn t ' (rnim: much, a pound a week and some- 
times nothine 1 he m inagi.rswill ni>t look ^it mvliusband 
all these \cars, bi cause he shakes suddenly, so they think 
he drinks, but. ^ir, he has not the mone) to hu\ it. We 
do not know where to turn, or what to do bo I thought, 
dear Sir, whether \ou could do an\ thing for us with the 
P T ; thc\ have been quilt s\mpatical, but they Bay 
thev administrate an order and eannoi do more. Or if 
\ou Could get m\ husband sitme work where he will be in 
open air — the ehjctor sa\ that is what he want Wc have 
nowhere to go in (krmany or m .\ustna, our well-loved 
families heme no more alive I think we arc like many, 
but I cannot help asking vou, bir, because wc want to 
keep living if we can, and now we arc hardly having any 
food. Please to forgive me my writing, and to believe 
your very anxious and humble 

“Anna Br rgfeld.’* 

‘ God help them ! ’ thought Michael, under a plane-tfce 
close to Cleopatra’s Needle, but without conviction. For 
in his view God was not so much intcrcBtcd in the fate ci 
individual aliens as the Governor of the Bank of EagJand 
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in the fate of a pound of sugar bought with the fraction 
of a Bradbury ; He would not arbitrarily interfere with 
a ripple of the tides set loose by His arrangement of the 
Spheres. God, to Michael, was a monarch strictly limited 
by His own Constitution. He restored the letter to his 
pocket. Poor creatures! Put re.illy, with 1,200,000 and 
more English unemplo)cd, mosilv due to that confounded 

Kaiser and his Nav\ stunt ' If that felhm and his 

gang had not started thtir Naval rivalry in England 
would have been out of the whole mess, or, perluaps, there 
never would h.ave been a mess ! 

He turned up from the Temple station towards the 
offices of * The Outpost ’ He liad ‘ taken ’ that weekl\ for 
gome years now It knew everythme, and managed to 
convey a dight impression that nolrndy else knew any- 
thing; BO that It seemed more weighty llian any other 
weekly. Hating no particul.ir Partv to patronise, it could 
patronise the lot. V\dthoul Impen.d bias, it professed a 
Special knowledge of the Empire \('t literary, it made 
a point of reducing the heads of Iitorarv men — MicK.ael, 
in hift publishing days, had enjovtd evert opportunity of 
notsdng that. Professing respect h^r Church and the Law, 
''it wa> an adept at giving them ‘ what-for.’ It fancied 
on Drama, striking a somewh.it Irish attitude towards 


Bttt, perhaps above all, it excelled in neat detraction 
political reputations, keeping them in their place, 
place a little lower than ‘ The Outpost’s.’ More- 
its editorials emanated that ‘holy ghost’ of 
knowledge in pcriod:> just a little beyond average 
without which no such periodical had real 

up the stairs two at a time^ and entered 
room, where Mr. Blythe, back to the door, 
with a ruler to a circk drawn on a map. 
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‘ This is a bcc map,* said Mr. BJ) the to himself. 

‘ Quite the bcc-eat map I ever saw.* 

Michael could not contain a purj>lc, and the eyes of Mr. 
Blythe came round, prominent, epileptic, richly encircled 
by pouches. 

“ Hallo ! ” he said defiantly : “ Ynu ; Tlic G>lonhil 
Office prepared this map specially to show the best spots 
for Settlement Rchcmes. And they’ve left out Buggers- 
fontein — the \erv hub.” 

Michael Scale vi hinisJt <>n the table 
“ r\e come m to asL uli.it )tiu tliink of the situation ? 
My wife sa\s Labour will be out in no time ” 

“ Our channniL' little Indy ! ” said Mr Bl)thc ; “ Labour 
will survive IrcLmd , tliey will surcive Russia; they will 
linger on in their precarious way. One hcsit.ircs to pre» 
diet ilieir decc.ise. Fear of their Budget may bring 
them clown in i ebruar}’. Alter the smell of Russian fat , 
has died away—say in November, Mont — one may make 
a start.” 

“This fir;>i speech,” said .Michael, “ m a nightmare U 
me. How, exactly, am I to start Fogjjartism ? ** 

“One will have achieved the impression of a body ol 
opinion before then.** 

“ But will there be one ? ” 

“ No,” said Mr Blythe. 

“ Oh ! *’ said Michael. “ .And, by the way, what aboiSt; 
Free Trade ? ’* ^ 

“ One will profess Free Trade, and put on datk*»? ■ 

** God and Mammon.** . ; 

** Necessary in England, before any new 
tore, Mont. Witness Liber a]< Unionism, 
and ” 

•* Other ramps,” said Michael, gently. 

One will glide, deprecate Protection till 
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Protection than Free Trade, then deprecate Free Trade. 
Foj^gartlsm h an end, not a means ; Free Trade and Protec- 
tion arc means, not the ends politicians have made them.” 

Roused by the word politician, Michael i^ot off the 
tabic; he was coining: to have a certain svmp.ithv with 
those poor devils They were supposed to have no feeling 
for the country, and to he wise onlv .itter the event But, 
really, who could tell what was ijood for tlu’ cimnirv, 
among the mists ol talk ’ Not even old I oecart, Michael 
sometimes thouithi 

“You know, Hlvthc,” lu said, “that v\e pi'llClcians 
don’t think ahead, snnplv b<iausc we know \[\ no earthlv 
Every elector think- his own imimdiatt uwud is die good 
of the countrv On!) (heir own sho. - piruhine will change 
electors’ views It Foggartisin mums adding to the price 
of living now, and taking wage-e,irning children awav 
from workmen’s families for the sake ot Innctu — ten or 
twenty vears iicncc — wlio's gomg to st.md lor ii ' 

** My dear young man,” s nd .Mr Hl\ the, “ coin c rsion 
is our job .\t present our trade unionisii de.spisc the 
outside world. Thev've never seen i: 'riieir philosophy 
is bounded by their .smokv little streets But five million 
pounds spent on the organised travel ot a hundred thou- 
sand working men would Jo the trick in five vcar» It 
would infect the working class with a feverish desire for 
a place in the sun. The world is their children's for the 
taking. But who can blame them, when thev know 
nothing of it ? ” 

” Some thought I ” s.aid Michael ; Onlv — what Govern- 
ment will, think it ? Can I take those maps ? . . By 
the way,’*^jc said at the door, “ there arc Sucieiics, vou 
know, for sending out children.” 

Mr. Blythe grunted. ‘‘ Yes. Excellent little affairs ! 
A few hundred children doing well — concrete example of 
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what might be Multiply it a hundredfold, and you’ve 
got a heginmng You van’t hll p.uls with & teaspoon. 
Good-bye ! ” 

Out un tlic 1 in’h.tnknum Mu K .i 1 wondered if (»nc could 
love one’s uuintrs with a pi-Mou t<>r getting ^voplc to 
leave It Hut this oterbloitid town condition, with its 
blight and smoks uglint.ss , the chiidnn without a chance 
fr(>m birth, tin se swarms 'd poor deeds without work, 
wlio dr'.v'd .d'-eat and hadn't an eariliK, .md never 
would, 'in pri'-i.nt liiv s , this unb.il, nued, li.ind to mouth, 
dependent smi' ot tilings — surOv that w.isn’t to be for 
e\cr tlie si. He the countre <*n( lo\td ' He ‘•rated at 
the towus \\ ' 'tminstcr, with tlie setting Min behind 
them. And ih'Ti ^laritd up before him the thousand 
familiars of iii- p.ist- trees, fit Ids .ind streams, towers, 
churHub, bridges, the hncdish brtcd.s of be.ists, the 
singing birds, the owb, the ja\b .md rooks at Lippinghall, 
the little diittrenecs from foreign sorts in slirub, flower, 
lichen, and winged life , the Knglish scents, the English 
ha/e, the Lnglish grass, the (ggs and b.ieon ; the slow 
good humour, the moderation and the pluck ; the imcU 
of rain , the apple-blossom, the he.ithcr, and the sea. HU 
country, and his breed — unspoilahJc at heart ! He passed 
the Clock Tower The House looked hucy and imposing, 
more beautiful than fashion granted Did they spin the 
web of Engl.ind’s future in that Hou.se ' Or were they 
painting caraoufl.igc~a screen, over old England ? 

A familiar voiu s.od ; “ 7'his is a monstrous great 
thing ! ” 

And Michael saw his lathcr-in-law staring up at the 
Lincoln statue. ’* V\ hat did thc\ want to put it here for f 
said Soames. “It’s not English.” He walked aloQg at 
Afichael’s side. “ Fleur well ! ” 

“ Splendid. Italy suited her like cvcrylhing* 
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Soames sniffed. “They’re a theatrical lot,” he aaid. 
“ Did you sec Milan cathedral ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. It’s about the only thing we didn’t take to.” 
“ H’m ! Their cooking gave me the collywobbles in ’82. 
I dare say it’s better now. Howl’s the boy ? ” 

“ Ai, sir ” 

Soames made sftund of gratihc.ition, and they turned 
the comer into South Square. 

“ What’s this ? ” said Soames. 

Outside the front door were two battered-looking trunks, 
a young man, grasping a bag, and ringing the bell, and a 
taxicab turning away. 

“ I can’t tell you, sir,” murmured Michael “ Unless 
it’* the angel (iabnel.” 

He’s got the wrong house,” said Soames, moving 

forward. 

But just then the voung m.m dis.ippcared within. 
Soames walked up to the trunks “ Francis Wilmot,” 
l«tcadoui, “ ‘ S S. .\mphibian.’ There's some mistake ! ” 
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When rhcy cam*' in, I jcur \^as rcturnine d<nvn<5t.iirs from 
showing tin vuiint: rn.in to Ins room \lr(..n.i\ fully 
dressed for rlu (\ening, she had hut little on, and her 
hair was s}nni:]i d 

M) dear Miehael had s lui, wlien shingling came 
in, to pitas- nit, don’t ’ Your nwjtu will l>< t(M’) bristly 
for kisses 


“ Mv dear h<w , ’ she had answered, “ as if one could help 
It ! Vtafre alwavs the same with an\ new fashion ! 

She had I'e- II one of the first twelve to shingle, and was 
just feeling that vsithoul care she wtjiild miss l>cing onc 
of the first twelve to grow some hair again. Marjorie 
Ferrar, ‘ the Pet of the Panjoys.’ .is Michael called bef, 
already had more than .jn inch Somehow, onc hated 
being distanced by Marjorie IVrr.ir . . . 

Advancing to her father, she said ; 

Tve asked i )oung .American to stay, Dad; jfoO 


Forsyte has married his sister, out there. YooVe 
brown, darling. How's mother ? ^ 

Soames only ga red at her 
And Fleur passed through onc of those shamed 
when the dumb quality of his h^ve for her seemed 
the glib quality of her love for him It was not 
she felt — that he should look at her like that ; 9$ 
had not suffered in that old business with Joft 
ht; if she could take it lightly now, 


379 



380 


A MODERN COMEDY 


As for Michael— not a word !— not even n joke ! She hit 
her lips, shof)k lu-r shimmied head, and p.i'.sed into the 
‘ bimetallic parlour ’ 

Dinner hei^an \Mth soup and ^oames dcprecatine: his 
own eove-A for not Ixin^ ilert.t<>rds He 'Supposed that in 
Amerua tht\ had plenr\ of 1 left thirds - 

Erancis W'llniot IvJieerd that tla \ were in for 

H<ilstcins now 

“ Holst- ins ' ” r- peat<'d bo.nn- ^ “d'hcc're new since 
my younj: di\s \\hat\ their udnir ' 

“ Rnrti-M)lourt d," siui Ir.iii.:. U ilniot “ 'I’hc I'lii^lish 
grass is jii''t word. 1 tu] " 

“Too d imp, with Us,” said yi-ana . “Wi'ri on the 

river ” 

“ Tlie ri\( r '! liana • ' Whits-', v ill > h «r h- , ii- re it 
hasn’t a tide ; " 

“Just there m-t im-n th m a huiulr. vl n >r U " 

“ W'lll It h.iu fi-h ' ” 

“Plentv." 

“And udl run (.kar'-not red , <nir Soutlarn r;M.rs ho.e 
a red colour And \uur trees will he will-iw-, and pt-plars, 
and elms “ 

Se>ames was a e"od deal pu//kd lie had ne\(.r been 
in Amcriea Tin inhahitant' were human, -d ciairse, but 
peculiar and all alike, w th imire late than leature, heads 
failCIMid upri'jht on thtir leaks, and sh-uiiders too square 
,4^bexeak Their MUee.s ilanged m their mouths, they 
'(UtntOunced the words ‘\eTy’ and ‘America' in a way 
' ,.sl3wt he had tried to inmate without suteesS ; their dollar 
' livaa too high, and the\ all had motor cars ; they despised 
Europe, came ovef in great quaniutes, and took back all 
they could ; they talked all the time, and were not allowed 
to drink. This voung man cut across all these prccon- 
cepuon$. He drank sherry and only spoke when he wa* 
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spoken to. His shouKltrs lf)okt\} n. itur.il ; he had more 
teaturc than Lkc , .iiui Ins \uut. was soft Pcrluips, at 
least, lie (Jespiv'd Europe 

“ I supp ‘^e,” he s nd. “ \oa nnd Eiiitl >nd \er\ small 
‘‘ No, sir I find London \< r\ 1 iri:' . ind \(»u certainly 
have tilt ]o\tlifst k’" i of i ioti:itr\ sivlt 

Soanub iot'k d d"\n on- i(. <i{ iiu honc “Pretty 

enouL:h ' " la -..nd 

'I'licn < aiiK turhoi Old i o! l-rokim, has down, 

luh'iid 1 is Oliir 

“ Ihil doj ' “ ^ .1 1 '' M-'i' j'i!i dine a nior-tl of fish 
he Inul t ai It IS an* iiat>K 

"No, no, Old ' II |u i u Oil to know vou’ve seen 
him ' " 

Si I lines ^trt'Oi'd down a tuu’i r. and the iHndu fell on 

his sidi. 

1 h m M r ' it ^ o ! 1 !' nr , * hut In ii is to In noticed.” 
\ ,rii dl ^o.r oj { iririd-( . ^ mu in, .ook^d 
“Is tiier* .1)^ rarticnlir in.n^ \o(i w mt to sec over 
ii-re, .Mr Wilm-e. - “ mkI .Mn 1. <• 1 “ I lu r N nothing very 

un- \iiKrKan h ti You're pi': too ] ite ! .r Repant Street.” 

“ I w.inl to see the Bed' it- r. . and Irnlt's Dog Show; 
and \('ur M "*d horsi s , itul ilr D.ri < 

“ Darb\ Soames uTr- mt d “ \ oa c.m’c stay for 
that — itN not til! ne\t Jum 

“ M\ cousin \ il nill d ow \ou rue Imr es,” said Flcur. 
“ He married joii's si^tir, mm k^ov^ 

A ‘ bomhe ' .ippeartd “ \'o'a iiave more of this io 
America, I beiic\e,” said N Mines 

“We don't lia\e* muvh ice-tream in the South, »ir, but 
wc have speei.il ei*oking ver\ tasty. 

“ I’ve heard of terrapin.” 

“Well, I dordt get Inlls like that. I live away back> 
and have to work prett\ hard. M\ place i? kind of homey ; 
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but Fve got some mighty nice darkies that can cook fine 
•—old folk that knew my grannies. The old-time darky 
is getting scarce, hut he’s the real thing.” 

A Southerner ! 

Soames had been told that the S{nitherner was a gentle- 
man. He remembered the ^ Al.ibam.i,’ too ; and his father, 
James, saying: “ I told \<m so” when the Government 
ate humble pie over th.it bu^inevs 

In the savoury silence that accompanied soft rocs on 
toast, the patter of the Dandie’s tcet on the parquet floor 
could be plainlv heard 

“This is the only thing lie likes,” said hlcur “Dan ! 
go to your master. Give him a little bit, Muhael.” And 
ibc stole a look at Michael, but lie did not an^kver it. 

On their Italian holiday, null h’Dur in the throes of 
novelty, sun and wine w.irrned, disposed to junketing, 
amenable to his caresses, he had been having Ins real 
honeymoon, cnjovmg, for the first time since his marriage, 
a sense of being the chosen companion of his adored And 
now had come this stranger, bringing reminder that one 
{klayed but second fiddle to that young second cousin and 
first lover ; and he couldn’t help feeling the cup withdrawn 
ngatn from his hps She h.»d invited this >oung man 
liecatise be came from that past of hers whose tunc one 
’I^Ot play And, without looking up, he fed the 
!|[to<£ewith tid-bit>' of his favourite edible. 


broke the Mlencc. 
si>mc nutmeg, .Mr, 


Melon without 




rose, Soames followed her to the drawing- 
Michael led the young American to his study. 
" Jon ? “ s.aid Francis W’ilmot. 
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“ He’s a great little fellow ; and some poet. Hc\ 
growing dand)' peaches.” 

‘‘ Is he gt)ing on with tli.it, now he's married ? ** 

“ Surely.” 

“ Not coming to I'lnql.ind ' ” 

“Not \iMr 'Iluy h,i\< .1 nice home — horses and 
dogs 'J lu \ h.i\t huruirir thert, tou Pc rh.ips he’ll 
bring m) <>\t.T li»r .1 trip, n- \r f.M ” 

“Oh*” Slid Muhul “ \r.d .ire \<iu ^t.i\ing long, 
your.stlf ? ” 

“\\h\ • ni t'd h.uk t(»r t'hristrr I'. Pd like to see 
Rome .ind ^l^lll( , .u'd. I w mt to vl^H the old home of 
in\ pu'pli., d'-wn in \\ (.r. i -ii I'.li.ri 

“Whin did rhc-> e-. om r = " 

“ \\ ilii.im .iiid \1 r\ C .itlnd.i s- -lliey were. Is it a 
nice p.iri, \\ creestcr^^hiri. ' ” 

“ \ er\ ; t'.pcci.iil) jn the bpnng. It grows a lot of 
fruit ” 

“Oh ! You Mill grow things m thi-i eountry 

“ Not m.m\ 

“I thought that vv.is so, loming on the cars, frofll 
Liverpool I saw a lot ot gr.os .md one or two sheep, 
but I didn’t MT anvbods working Tlie people all live hi 
the triwns, then ’ ” 

“ E.xcept a few uncunsidcrcd trifles You mii$t COlQt 
dovsn to mv father’s ; they still grow a turnip OX tWH 
thercalx)ut8 ” 

“ It’s sad,” s.iid Francks Wilmot. 

“ It is We began to grow wheat again in the 
they’ve let it all slip back — and worse.’’ 

“ Why was that ? ” 

Michael shrugged his shoulders : No 
statesmanship. It lets the Land go to blazes ^ 
office ; and beats the drum of it when in 
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the end of the war we had the best air force in the world, 
and agriculture was well on its w<iv to recover\ And 
what did they do ^ I)n)pped them both like hot potat('c'' 
It was tragic. What do y(}U grow in Carolina ? ” 

“ ]uNt cotton, on m\ place But it's mlght\ hard to 
make cottcin pay nowadays ]..iboiir's high.” 

“ Higli with vou, too r ” 

“Yes, sir. Do they kt Strangers in to \our Parlia- 
ment ? ” 

“ Rather Would \ou like tolu.ir the Irish debate ^ I 
can get \uu a seat in tlie Di llnglJl^lKd ^lrang^r^' galkrv ” 
“ I thought the hnglish were stitl , but it’s uoiidcrful 
the w'ay vui make me led .it home Is liiat v>ur father- 
in-law— the old gentleman r ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ He seems kind of rarefud Is lie a banker ' ” 

“No But now \ou mention it lu ought to be ” 
Francis Wilmot’s e\e^ ro\cd round tlie room .md came 
to rest on ‘ The White Monke\ 

“Well, now,” he s.ud, sofil\, “ th.it, surds, is a wonder- 
ful picture. Could I gel a picture painted by that man, 
for Jon and ms sister ? ” 

“Pm afraid not,” said Michael “You sec, he was a 
Chink — not quite ot the bist period , but he must have 
gone West fuc hundred scars ago at least ” 

“ Ah 1 Well, he had a great sense of animals.” 

“ Wc think he had a great sense of human beings ” 
Franda Whlmot stared 

There was something, Michael decided, in this >oung 
man unresponsive to satire 

“So you w'ant to sec Cruft’s Dog Show?” he said. 
“You’re keen on dogs, then ? ” 

“ PU be taking a bkxxl-hound back for Jon, and two for 
myself. 1 want to raise blood-hounds.” 
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Micli.R'l Ic.incd inck, .inJ Mtu fuit smoke To Francis 
Wilmot, he lelt, iIr World w >s u)un,i:, and life runniri); 
on good lifts to oiine dt’^irihlt disiindion In Eng- 
land ' 

''What IS It \ou \m(rK iii- w.int out ol lile ' he said 
ahrupi]\ 

“Well, I supp<'St \ou niiL'liI s i\ uv. want mu t esi> -dn 
the North ,0 ,dl < \ t hin “ 

“//<-• wantt di ih It in 1 .id Mr h u 1 
“ Oh ’ Air! la -w id o, s 

“We'\t hauMK'i^s. ,:r 1 Ih u v\(’rt wta’dt nm: hclhcr 
If liasn’t t (Miia d "ur 1 : 0 . -s- 

“W e!!," s ud 1 r oKis Wilnva, “w-Tt sort ot thinly 

p<'pul it< d, i onij tr» d Aiih ' .a: “ 

“ d'halN It, ' IM Ml' I'.a 1 “ 1 et r\ at heft is hiKikcd 
in ad\aint . oi,: 1 eood ni me so ,,n th<ir ov\n knees. 
V\’il] ^ull h.iVe ..liolher eigar, or sliaii We JulU ihc lady / ** 



CHAPTFR V 
sini -M ii's 

Ir iProvidcncc w.is compklcK satisfied Sapper’s Row, 
Camden Toun, Mkhael v\as not Wlial muld justify 
those twin dismal rows of tlirce-storied liou«>es, so Lx'i^rirned 
that they mipht lia\c been collars washed in Italv ^ W hat 
possible attention to inisiness eould make these little 
ground-floor shtip-^ do aiuthinit hut los< rnoni \ ' from 
the thronped and tram-hned thorouylilare preynantly 
scented witii fried fish, petrol, and old clothes, who wtuild 
turn into this small backwater tor sweetness or f(tr profit ' 
Even tlie children, in ide with heroic constam\ on its 
second and third floors, s(tu^dil the swicts of hie outside 
its precincts; for in Sapper's Row thev could neither be 
run over nt^r stare at the outside of Cinemas Hand carts, 
bicycles, liyht vans which had lost their nerve and taxicabs 
which had lost their way, pro\ided all tlic traffic ; potted 
geraniums and spotted cats supplied all the beauty. 
Sapper^s Row drooped and dithered 
Michael entered from its west end, and against his 
principles. Here w.»$ overcrowded England, .at its most 
dismid, and here was he, who advocated a reduction of 
its population, about to Msit some broken-down aliens 
Hvidl the view of keeping them ali\c He looked into 
thniC of the little shops Not a soul! Which was worst ! 
Sach little shops frequented, or~descrted ? He came to 
No* la, and looking up, saw a face lfK)king down. It was 
wait white, movingly listless, above a pair of hands sewing 
386 
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at a ^'jrmcnt ‘ That,’ he ih^uitht, ‘ is my '* obedient 
luimhle and her needh ' He entered the shop below, a 
}iair-drisser\>, containint: a dirts basin below a dusty 
inirmr, suspieiou'v tuwiK, bi'tiKs. ^nd two dingv chairs. 
In hi^ ^Inrt-dt es a-^iride one of thun, reading Jhi 
l)}ll\ U.///, St! a shadows tt'low with p ih i^dlow checks, 
twisted niou^t .1 ill , I ink haT, and tlie eves, .n oiKe knowing 
and Tr.iL’u , of 1 j hilo-'pher 
“ H itr t lit, r ' " 

Mu h lel >ii' i< M h< ad 

“Do Mr and Mr^ Ihr-oMd Ine hefc ? ’» 

“ I r-stairs, top {]o, ,r ” 

“ l(oW' do I •». t up ' ” 

“'riirouLth lii-r 

PasMtnt th"oi'’’i a ('irfiiivd 'p'ri’irc, Mich icl found 
a stairv.i), tr,*’ tt Us top, st(»od, l.'sUatniit HlS con- 
scicnec w IS cD' anu' I It ur\ coinnunt on Anna liergfcld’s 
letter. “ Ves, I dart say, but uiut’s the gt/od ? ” when 
tlic diKir was opv.neJ, and it secii' i to liim .dmttst as it 
a e'orpse wert staiulim: there, with a lace as though 
seme one had u'lne knotkinir on its grav , so eager and SO 
white 

“ Mrs Hergfeld ? Mv name's You wrote to 

me " 

The woman trembled so, that .M'ehacl thought she was 
going to laint 

“ Will \c>u excuse me, sir, th.it I sit down ’ ” And she 
dropped on to th ’ esnd o»' the bed The rexim was spotless, 
but, besides the bed, held only a small Jed waslistand, a 
pot of geranium, a tin trunk with a pair of in^uscrs folded 
on it, a wfjman's hat on a peg, and a chair in the window 
covered with her sewing. ' 

The woman srexad up again, blie seemed not mctfic 
thirty, thin but prettily formed ; and her oval face» whh* 
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out colour except in her dark eye^, suggested Raf.icl r it her 
than Sapper’s Row 

“ It IS like seeing an angel,” slie said “ K\eu>c me, 

sir.” 

“ Queer angel, Mrs Hergfeld ''I'our hush.ind not in ? ” 
“ No, sir. Frit/ has gf^nc to walk " 

“Tell me, Mrs BcrgUld It I pav vour pas^agt.> to 
Germany, will y»u go ? ” 

“ \\\' eanncjt get a passport now , Frit/ has been here 
twenty rears, .md never back, he his lost liis (Jerman 
nationaht), sir, the\ do not want pe(»ph like us, \ou 
know.” 

Michael Slivered up his h iir 
“ V\’Iu re are \(tu fntm ourself ? ’’ 

‘‘ From S. d/burg ” 

“What about going b.ick there ' ” 

“ I woukl like to, but what would we do ^ In \ustria 
ever)' one is poor now, and I have no relative ktt Here 
at least vve have my sewing ” 

“How much Is that a week ' ” 

“ Sometimes a pound , sometimes tiftceii shillings. It is 
bread 4ind the rent.” 

“ Don’t \ou get the dole ^ ” 

“ No, sir. \\c are not registered ” 

Michael took out a fuc-pound note and laid it with his 
card on the' w.ish-sland. ” Fve got to think this over, 
Mrs. Bcrgteld lYrhaps \our husband will come and see 
me.** He went out quiekh, t>>r the ghostly woman had 
flushed pink 

Repasslng through the curtained aperture, he caught the 
hair-dresser wiping out the basin. 

“ Find ’em in, sir I ” 

“The lady.” 

“ Ah 1 Seen belter days, I should say. The ’usband’s a 
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queer customer , ’alf f)tf his nut W anted to come in here 
with me, but r\e ct t<^ thw job up ” 

“ Oh ' I low\ that ' 

“ Ibe itot to ha\e trt>h tir oaI\ i:Mt one lung, and tliat’s 
nut \er\ uaudv I’ll ju\e to tb.vl something else " 

“ That’s b.tvl. in th“s<- d u % ” 

I he hair vlr- r -^hriu,’:;’ vl ho :’o';\ shoulders “Ah!” 
he said “ beui a hair dre ->er tn-tn .i 1 h)\ , except for 
the w'ar I aniic pi ic- this, to I. l(,h up in itrer where I’ve 
bc(.n Th( w ir hno(,At i m- out” He tuistcil his little 
thin nioLisT ii' 

“ No [v 11' loll ' ” s (id Mu h I. ! 

“Not I ho! \\ ii It I VNant to keep me alive ii some- 
thing in th< 0} ( n ” 

MkhaO tool, him in irom head to loot Sliadow'V, 
narrow -1.1 1 1, with on< lurie 

“ Hut do \ '1 know nr, thine d*out ( )i.ntrv lilc ^ ” 

“ No! a I !( ^s' d thing .^tiih I’ve got to tind something, 
or peg out 

His tragi' and knowing evcs searched Micliael’s face. 

“I'm awlullv sorrv,” said MkhaH “(h>od'byc!” 

The hair-drtsser ma»l' a (juc'r jerkv little movement. 

Kincrgmg from Nappe r\ Row into the crowded, roaring 
thoroughtare, Michael ihouglit of a speech in a play he 
had seen a year or two betore ‘'('he crjndilion of the 
people leaves much to be dt sired I shall make a point 

of taking up the cudgeK in the House. I shall move ! ’ 

The condition of the people ' W hat a remote thing I The 
sfHjriive nightmare <T a few dreaming nights, the skeleton 
in a wclldocked cupboard, the discomforting rare howl 
of a hungrv' dog ! And probably no folk in England lets 
disturbed bv it than the gallant six hundred odd who 
sat with iiim in ‘ that House.' Tor to improve the con- 
dition of the people was their j<jb, and that relieved them 
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of a ftcnsc of nij^htm.ire. Since Oliver Cromwell some six- 
teen thous.ind, perhaps, had sat there before them, to the 
same end. And was the trick done — not precisely ' Still 
they were r(..ilK workin^Lr for it, and other pet'plc were only 
looking on and tellim^ tin m hou to do u ! 

Thus was he thinking when a tout siid . 

“ Not got a job about \ou, sir ' ” 

Michael quickeiud las steps, then ^tood still fie s.iw 
that the man wlio li.id spokui. sa>t Ins <.\'‘s do\^n 

again, had missed this sign ot utal.ins^ , and he uent back 
to him. The) were bla^ k ■ \<.s in i fuc roimd and past) 
like a mincc-pic Demit and shabl'V, quiet and torlorn, 
he wore an ex-ber\ ice-nian's badge 
You spoke to nu ’ ” sj,d -Mnli itl 
“I’m sure I d(tn't know uh\, sir, it jusi heq'ped out 
of me.” 

“ No work ^ " 

“ No ; and prett) low 
“ Married ? " 

“ Widower, sir ; two children.” 

“ Dole ? ” 

“ Yc» ; and fair su k (*t it.” 

“ In the war, I sem ” 

“ Yea, Mospot 

“What sort of a job do \ou want ” 

“ Any mortal thing " 

“ Give me your n.imc and address.” 

“Henry Boddick, ^ Waltham Buildings, Gunners- 

bury.” 

^chael took It down. 

** Can’t promise anything,” he said. 

“No, air.” 

“ Good hick, an)*vva y. Have cigar ? ” 

“ Thank you, and good luck to youy sir.” 
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MIcIkicI and risumcd Ins progress ; once out of 

sight of tkr.r) Ijudun k, ho t‘)'>k a ia\i A little more of 
this, and ho would tlio swc( i ft .M»n.iMcncss without 
whicli one (ould rii'i ^:r in ‘ i!i a IliUi'.c ’ ! 

‘ For Silt or to L, I ' re..' -A d r.^ arr( ntly in Portland 
Place, soiiKwhat riHOtrt i hi> mTiv. i)t hal.incc 

Tliat s nil' .ittirnoM'i \< [. Irarut^ W ilmot with him 

to the Ilouv, ,iiid l> ttiiic lain a t)u loot of the Distin- 
guished Str.nic'.rs’ si.iii.s i\, mad< In’, u u on to the fl(X>r. 

Hi lu.Ji ri\'r hen ,n Ir. I.ud, si rh.*t the debate had 
for hull hull rilitioii to ro dir It , tintd to illustrate, 
howL\or, th( o!''tnK> in tiit w.,\ of agrctmont on any 
mortal Mni’iAt ivtr\ sputh emphasized the 

par iiiioiiut 0 id tor a ^itthimnt, hut dttlarcJ the im- 
po^^lhlla'. o| .ing hat L 'oil tha, that, or tin. other factor 
whith jrtkiw* a su; h Mithiii'ni Stiil, for a debate on 
Irtlarul it ' i im d good-tt nipor> d , . nd pre>cntly they 
\sould all g 1 out and ruord tht \ol^^ tla \ bad determined 
on botoro it all becan Ho ronvnilurtd the thrill with 
wliit h ht had list'. iKtl to thi tifst lit bait after his election ; 
the lmf'rl^slon catli sp'.^ Ii had given him that 80 in<^ 
bod) must teri.tinl) be totuerted to s*,mething ; and 
tilt rtluctarue with wlm.h he iiad dist'Acrtd that nobody 
ever was >ome forte was at work far stronger than any 
eloquente, however striking or sinctre The clothes were 
vvashed cLsewlterc; in hurt. the\ were but aired before 
being put on Still, until ptopH put thoughts into WOfda, 
thev didn't know whit thtv ifjought, and somcttiM they 
didn’t krmw .ifierward> And for the hundredth time 
Michael was sti/ed b) a weak feeling m his legs. Is a fcw 
weeks he hiniscll niu.st rise on them. Would the Hotfse 
accord him its ‘ customary indulgence ’ ; or would it lay: 
‘Young fellow— teaching )our grandmother to iock 
—shut up ! * 
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He looked around him. 

Hi'i fcll(A\ memlnrs \\crc sitting' in all sliapt.^ Clmscn 
of the people, tliev confirmed the doctrine that human 
nature did not ch.mpe, (tr so slr)uh tlmi one could not 
see the process- lie liad seen ihcir prototypes m Roman 
statues, in mrdi.e\al jnetures ‘ Plain hut pleasant,' 

he thouplit, uncoiisi loiisK rf producing (Icor^m Eors\rc\ 
description of lumsclt in hl^ | .dm\ da\s Hut did tine 
take tlumseKts seriousI\, as under Burke, as uiui* r 
(jladstone e\en ^ 

The words ‘cu'^ioinarc indulge nc c ’ roust d him Iroin 
reverie , fitr tlu \ im ant a m tiden -pt 1 1 h 1 la ’ \ < s ' I’fie 
member lor Ct'rnmarkct lb tomp(.si.d Inm^Ot to listen 
Delivcrmp" himself witli restraint and OaniN, the spe.ikcr 
seemed sut^'pesting that the doctnm ‘Do unto othcr> as 
you would lhe\ should do unto \<.u ' need not he entire K 
nc^jlcctcd, even in Ireland, but it w is long ton Innu - 
Michael W'atched the House grow rtsti\e ‘.Mas’ poor 
brother!’ lie thought, as the speaker somewh.it liastih- 
sat down A very hands<»me man rose in his place He 
congratulated his honourable friend on his able and well- 
delivcrcd effort, he onlv regretted that it had nothing to 
do with the business in hand hxaciK ' Michael slipped 
out, Recovtrinir his ‘ distinguished stranger,’ he walked 
away with him k* South Square 

Ernneis Wdmot was in a siau of some* entliusiasm 
That was fine,” he said “ Wiiei was the gentleman 
under the curtains ? 

‘*The Speaker ’ ” 

No ; I mean the one wht^ didn't speak " 

Exactly ; he’s the dignity of the House.” 

They ought to feed him oxygen ; it must be slcepv 
under there. I liked the delegate who spoke last. He 
would * go * in America ; he had big ideas.” 
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The r 1(' ili^m uluih keeps \iui cit i>f tlic Lc.ij»ik“ of 

X irh>n^, eh ' ' ^ ud MkIku'] uirli a 

I'rancis Wilni^t turneJ }■!> Ih iJ nrh. r sharply. 

“Util, h' Slid, “w.'re hk< an\ oiiur people wiien U 
convs doun to [w , p 

“ (juiti ^o/' ..lid Ml, h r h ” id; ili-ni 0 )iisf 1 In -pniJiia 

of pc oL:r.i[di'v ir\ til- hi'' thii hr s in ri t middle 
disiatki ’j h' nrthcr \.)U ir- tr"ni h'^r'-k, the less 
quick \ oil ii< , i hr t" s 1' \\ 1 'f t\\' !it\ St i miles moF' 
idealisih .d'i'at thr I 'ii", ‘ m 'tutt'<,n ih.in tin I'reneh 
arc And \oi,’rc ihru ‘i 'H i v i miKs nvr- uh-alMic 

than \s' Tr P> 0 e'en .'X i t'l I't' r "t nn'/' rs, we're 

thrre- th'ok tn 1 s- i n ih in 'T - 1 ! 'u th.m \uu , isn't 

that so ' ' 

I raiir Is \\ ih'iot n.irro \ d ins d irk - s 

"It is,” h< slid 111 - liTtii-r North u-' l;o jn tin 
St iir s the tii'T' i>i( ih-ti- e,- t .ii’"in th' IK ero Anne 
and I've hvtd til o jr htc vcith d-irkn s. iiid mver had 

trouble, nc 1"\( them, .nid tlu\ hkt I’s , but 1 wouldn't 

trust nn si h riot to jom ni Ivtuhiny one thit laid his 

h.inds on her I’k talk'd thit owr nuio. times with 
Jon He doc -n't SIC IT thit v\ IV , h' si\s I dirk) .should 

he tried likt 1 uhit' ii, ni , but he do« ni't know' the 

rc.il >oiith fl's mini is ml threo thou md wra-milcft 
aw n 

M: Ji id w.i' 'ihnt .'^on.c thirii; within him a 1 w.i \ s closed 
up .it mention oi a p iriu whieli he still spelt mentally 
with an h 

Fr intis U ilm ot .ddfd ruminitivelv “ Tie re arc a few 
saints in e\er\ ccuntr\ proof .iCMinst )cjur theory; but 
the rest ot Us, I reckon, aren’t above liuman nature.*’ 

“Talking I't human nature,’' said Midiacl, “here’s my 
father-in-law ! ” 



CHAPTFR Vr 

SO\MIS Kill's in^ 1 YI S OFM'V 

SoAMi'S, h.uinL; pr('](»n,i:(.d 1 .s wis) tnd \isir. h.ul been 
spending the .iturnoon .it the. (j irdcn-, re moving 

his grcat-ncphcws, th«‘ litili. t'.irdie in^, trom tlv too dose 
proximity ot nionK- \ s o.d ^ 't-. \tur standing them one.c 
more in Imogen’s h.ill, he i- ul r- o^ < d ..t his Clni' till, uiK 
turning his e \( mm: }' ipe r, he )i id K-mi on this p ir,igraj-'h, 
in the ‘ Cliitl e'h.itl ' eolumn 

** A surprise lor the eoniing >'e''Mon o being e'onl< e tione d 
at the Wednt'sd.iv gMiherings ol .i \ounj host'ss m-t a 
hundred miles from \\ e^tn'lnsrl r Her husband, .1 pro- 
spective baronet l.ite]\ copree'ted with literature, m to be 
entrusted with the liunehing in Ihirhanieni ol .1 poliev 
which enjo) s the peeuliar label ol 1 oggartism, derived 
from Sir James Fogg irt's I'ook called “The P.irlous State 
of England.’ This .muising .d.irum is .ittributid to tlie 
somewhat fantastic brain which guides a welbkno\\n 
weekly* Wc sh.ill sec what lomes ed it. In the me.mtiinc 
the enterprising little lad\ m question is losing no cliancc 
of building up he‘r ‘ salon ’ on the curmsitv which ever 
tufrounds any buccaneering in polities " 

Soames rubbed his e\cs; then read it again with rising 
lUQger. * Enterprising hitlc lady is k>sing no chance of 
building up her “ salon." ^ Who had written that ? He 
put the paper in his pocket— almost the first theft he had 
ever eominittcd — and all the way across St. James’s Park 
in the gtfthering twilight he brooded on that anonymous 
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paragraph The allusi-m ^ocmt^l to lum unmistakable, 
and malicioii- into tlit har^-iin ' I.ion-iiiinicr ’ would not 
have been pliirur rntortut. iiiU, in a primary sense 
‘ lujn-hunter ' ua^ a loinplina in, .iV.A SKimos doubted 
whether It-. v<ondtr\ vdis i 'd fvor been ‘laid down’ 
as libellous lit w .isll hr" ■ oiu’ It q i\ . w lu n the young 
men r m y d ■!■ r '^'dl 

“Wtlh^ir ’ 

“ Ah ^ ni. •' I u I'lt ’ ' ^p^ dv to e-Mi You’ve 
got a irtit''r in the t .inj' ” \nd, \'ithoiit meaning to at 
all. he IomI. i >n tiIv * I r .m is U ili i-t 

r . tid Mn tt K 1 , \\1 ' ii th. \ -Av 111 his study. 

.^(.anHs i.. hi out t‘ t told' d p j- 1 

Mu h I' 1 I td tiu p .r .er q h md m k1< i / . e 

ti' t. . > r roK thit <.'sn s to V'Uir t.\ tilings/’ said 

tMiaim s , ' tint's ti' ar \\ iio i- lu : ” 

*■ Ver\ 111- < 1 - a siji 

•*I)boum' ititos.i', tJi' \ f nnt suth tl.in-Lis l>v women?” 

Mnhael tiid not answer Oi^l l.»rs^ti was behind the 
tinus 

“ Will ihtv tell me wim It i>. It 1 go down lu them ? ** 
asked boallas 

“ No, twrtunatch 

*• How d’\ou nif .n ' f-iriun.ittU ’ ? ” 

“Well, sir, the Prt>s is a s.nsiiuc pi mt I’m afraid 
\ou migtii make it turl up li sides, it’s always saying 
niec things that aren't deserved ” 

** But this ” began ^oames , he stopped in lime, and 

substituted . “ Do \UU mean tiiat weAc got to sit doWB 
under It 

“ Ti> he down, I'm alraid.” 

“ Fleur has an evening lo-morrow.” 

** Yes.” 

“ I shall stay up fur it, and keep my eyes ojpetL** 
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Michael had a vision of his father-in-law, like a plain- 
clothes man m the neighbourhood of wedding-presents. 

But in spile of assumed kvilv, Michael had been hit. 
The knowledge that his adored one had the collector's 
habit, and flitted, alluring, among the profitable, had, so 
far, caused him onK mdulicent wonder But nov\ it seemed 
more than an amusing foible d'hc svM-ftness with which 
she turned her smile off and (»n .i> though controlled In a 
switch under her shingled hair, the quu k turns of her 
neck, so charming and ex^-tosed , tiie clever roving, dis- 
guised 80 well but not quite well enough, of the pretty 
eyes; the droop and flutter of tluir white lids, the ex- 
pressive liands grasping, if one could so call sudi shm and 
dainty appreliensi..ns, !ier c ireer-all this suddenU caused 
Michael pain bull site was doing it for him and Kit ! 
French women, tlicy said, C()-operaicd with ilieir husbands 
in the family career It was the 1 renth blood in her. 
Or perhaps just rdealism, tlie desire to have and be the 
beat of whatever bunch there was about ' Thus Michael, 
loyally. But his uneasy eves roved from hicc to face 
of the Wednesday gathering, trving to detect signs of 
quizzicality. 

Soames followed another method. His mind, indeed, 
was uncomplicated by the currents awash in that of one 
who goes to bed with the object of Ins criticism. For him 
there was no reason why Fleur should not know as many 
aristocrats, Labour members, painters, ambassadors, young 
fools, and even writing fellows, as might flutter her fancy. 
"Hie hi^er up they were, the less likely, he thought with 
a certain nalvet^, tlicy would be to borrow money or get 
her into a mess. His daughter was as go<xl or better than 
any of them, and his deep pride was stung to the quick 
by the notion that people should think she had to claw 
and scrape to get them round her. It was not she who 
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uas after tliein, hut tliey who were after her! Standing’ 
under ifie hr.j^'onard wlueli In- had L'i\i.n lier, ^ri/zlcd, 
neat]\ nrujustaLhed, clo'-t -t.iu-d, (.hinn\, with a pa/c con- 
(.entrated on nothinu in partK ul ir, is oiu who ha^ looked 
(ALT mueh and found Inrh in it, lu iiiiuiit ha\e been one 
ot her .imha^s id- irs 

\ \ounL: ^'<'111 Ul. with rt d U'-M i. ur, about in inch lon^ 
on her de-shinuhd n'.t.k, i.iiiu ukI stuod with her back to 
liim, besidi a Suit in Ul, who i.i { t w ishiniL,' his liands. 
."^oanics Could \\L ar t \ er\ word of tl ' ir t dk 

“Isn't tlu lutlr Mont unusiiu’ Look .o her now, with 
' Don hern, iiido ’ \ou'd thud la was hi r <>nK jo\ Ah! 
d'here's \ounL’ Hish]\ ' ( bf shi c’ot , She's a born little 

snob Hu t t ha' vlot Ml t ni d ( this t ' s don,’ is she t liink'i. 
To found a 'oil'll' \ou w uit p' fsoii ilit> , and wit, and 
the ‘don't 1. iFi a dinin' -prit She hasn’t got a scrap, 
Hesides, who i- -h( ' " 

“ Mone\ : ” " lid the soft man 

“Not so \er\ much Muhad's such dead nuts on her 
tliat he’s pcttini,’ dull, tliouL'li it's {uirtly Parliament, of 
course Ha\e \ou he.ird them talk this Fop'gartUm ? 
All h>od, children, and the future -the very dreg* of 
dullness “ 

“Novell),'’ purred ilic soft man, “is the vice of our 
age ” 

“ One resents a riobod) like her climbing in on piffle 
like this Fogganism Did \ou read the biMik ? ” 

“ Hardl) Did \ou ' ” 

“ No jolly fear ' I'm sorrv for Michael He’s being 
exploited by that little snob.” 

Penned without an eiutlcc, Soames had begun breathing 
hard. Feeling a draught, perhaps, the young woman 
turned to encounter a pair of c)e 3 so grey, so cold, in a 
face so concentrated, that she moved away. “Who was 
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that old buffer ? ” she asked of the S(jft man ; “he {>a\ c me 
^ the jlm jams ’ ” 

The soft man thought it might be a poor relation — he 
didn’t seem to know anybody. 

But Snames had already gone across to Michael 
“ Who's th.it young v\oman with the red iiair ? ” 

“ Marjorie Ferrar “ 

“ She's the traitress — turn her out ! ” 

Michael stared 

“ But we know her quite well- stie's a d iiighttr of Lord 

Charles Ferrar. and ” 

“ Turn her out ' " s.ud So imes ag.iin 
“ How do \ ou know that she’s the traitrv '■s, .Mr ? ” 

I’ve just heard her use thever\ wordsot that paragraph, 
and worse " 

But she's our guest ’’ 

Pretty guest ' " growled Soanus tlirough has Ueth 
*^Onc can't turn a guest out Besides, she's the grand- 
daughter of a marquess and tlic pel of the Panjoys— it 
would make the deutc of a sc.indal " 

“ Make it, then ! ” 

“We won't ask her .ig.iin ; but really, iliatL all one 

can do.” 

“ Is it ? ” said boames ; and walking past hl^ son-in-law, 
he went tow.irds the object of Ills denunciation Michael 
followed, much perturbed He had never \et seen his 
father-in-law with his teeth bared He arrived in time 
'to heat him sny in a low but quite audible voice : 

“ You were good enough, madam, to call my daughter a 
snob in her own house." 

Michael saw the dc-shinglcd neck turn and rear, the hard 
^hlue ejre* stare with a sort of outraged impudence ; he 
heard her laugh, then Soames saying : 

“ You are a traitress ; be so kind os to withdraw.” 
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Of tlic Iialf-dozen pot -pic round, not n soul wns missing it ! 
Oh, hell! And he the of the lu'usc ! Slcppini^ 

forward, he put hl^ arm ihroUk,'h that of honncs : 

“ 1 hat’ll do, sir,” ho said, qua i\\ , “ thi.s is not a Peace 

Conference ” 

1 iiere \\as a luirrid hush , and in all tlie cr'Hip only the 
if l man 'a !,if !i tnd'', w a-^hina c ul K ' >t la r, m o ed 
Marjoru !'( rr ir t* .■ .k a ^tt p tow .^d^ ihr d-M-r 
“ I don't kn-'A ui.o tills ptrsi-n i^,” -ir ' ud , “ hut he’s 
a Imr 

” I Li >n I' a " 

At tin. cvh:' I ‘ I'l littlt < i d irl: \<»ijni: man. 

I its e\ I s wt ft li d'lnMtrj.ii I ( i r r'^, u (i.ml i \ ^ in turn 

were li\^d lilt ^ 

And Slid,. n id , M Jii.l >i',\ 1 |. ur. \>r pile, st mdinp; 
just Ih hind iijoi ^iic mil t h i\i ht ltd It ill ’ Mie t.inilcd, 
^\a\ed la r It i" 1, il.vl s.iid 

“ M.idanv I art Ill’s l'oui^ t<. 1 1 o. ” 

Marjorie 1 < rrar w.iUa 1 on fM\irds the d'->r, and the 
Mif: m tn lollowivl Irf, still w ^Cnn ' tiin-,. h md", .is it trying 
to rid tlum ot the iruidi nt inns, like .i slow dog 
m ikinc; sure, wilkcJ afti r tlum. Mi fi i< 1 walked after 
him Tiic words “Ilow oiniisine ' " llo.ittd back, and a 
sot r tch' lint; -iniCL'cr bhim ' iii-tii outer door and incident 
v\erc closed 

Michael wipe ! his furOiead One half of the brain be- 
hind admired his t ither m 1 iw , tlie oilier t bought : ‘Well, 
the old man ha^ L:<ine .ind done it ' ’ He went back into the 
dr.min^"-ri^>m Fleur was .si.indmt; near tlie clavichord, at 
if nuthim; had happened. But Michael could 8CC hCT 
fingers crisping at her dress ; and his heart fell wrc. He 
Waited, qu^cTing, for the l.ist chord. 

Soaraes had gone up-siairs. B furc ‘ The White Monkey^ 
in Michael’s study, he reviewed his own conduct. He X$* 
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grcttcd nothing Rt d-hcadcJ cat ! ‘ Born snob ! ’ ‘ Money ^ 
Not very much’ Ha! ‘A nohoJv like her!’ Grind- 
daughter of a marquess, was slie ’ Well, lie had shown tlie 
insolent b.igg.ige the door All that was sturdy in liis fibre, 
all that w'.is acrid in his blood, all lliai resented patronage 
and pri\ liege, the inliLritcd spirit of his joret ithers, mo\ed 
within him Who were the aristiu ra<.\ , to gi\c iIk him K es 
airs ? jai-kanapis ' Hall ot Vin dLsctndanis of tli-we ulio 
had got whiit tlac h.id In robb* r\ or joblury ' 'bli it ont 
should cmII his daughter, /’;> diuchtcr, i snob' He 
wouldn’t lilt a linc< r, w uldn’l eross a road, to meet the 
Duke of bevtn Diils liinisell ' ll lleur liked to amuse 
herself In hayinu people round lu r, \\h\ sliouldn’l she 
His blood ran suddenly a htih edd Would shf s ly that 
he had spoil, d het ‘ sabm ' ' W<ll' He eouldn’t help it 
if she did , i^nter to lia\e h ul tin thing out, ind got riel 
of that cat, and know where they ill were ‘ 1 -han't w,ot 
up for her,' he tliought ‘ Storm in i tcaeup ' 

The thin strunmung ot the elaekhord laini up to him 
out on the landing, waiting to Himb to Ins room He 
wondered it these ecemngs woke tba ledn A grulf sound 
at his feet made him jump 'I'liai dog lying outside the 
baby’s door ' He wished the little beegar had been doyyn- 
stairs just now-- he would lia\c known how to put his 
teeth thr<jugh that red-haired eat’s nude stoe kings He 
passed on up, loeiking at Er.mcis W ilniot's dour, \yhich 
was opposite his <H\n 

That young Ameriean ch-.p must ha\e overheard some- 
thing too; but lie shouldn't allude to the matter with 
him ; not dignified And, shutting 1 ik-> dtxir on tlie strum- 
ming of the clavichord, bournes cle>sed his cs again as best 

he couki 



CHMM'l R V[I 

sor M) 'IS I II I M( HT 

lui \ I 1 Tu ' t r In I r 1 I i> i r t »■ v . . r,,i f i » s/ f hf fluriQ 
dn\Nn .K d ' d, Nniotlu niu' htr m t)n quih, ^aw 
Inrii 1 Ii'li'i/ din i.- |>,n)> >li< st..pp<d .t lus tmjifi on 
In r [i.iir, did i . ' I'll 

"jiuik iij , i iriiP'* ' !'<. ^ lid v:< nth “ Ji you irm’t 

( nu', \\ h «i 1 II 111 it I r ' ” 

Slit Ti’indid uj, mvi s ,! ^r<•ss i, r tlu-ihcd f.KC 

MMbdi^t vl w ;!l. i> ir^, 1.' r !i iir dl'^' ‘rd* n d 
“Wh’iiiri uli.ii Mil. Is ' It’s uh It on. \ I du'Hcd " 
“Well, U(’\( l.il't il< <1 l.i r ■ Irinrcs^'" 

“ A^ I' il. it III ide It l'( tier' \\i .ill t ilL lx hind pcopli-'a 
h.icks W li" minds ili it ' R-it . ui I i,'o on vsiicn 
c“\L‘r\!x.i', 1 .niL:L:i rmi: -n 1 tlnnkirn: me a iiori-liunting 
snoh ' >li( ’ll i. r\ It ill o\ t r I-oiido.Min rL\ ( nut How c.in 
I L (\ t .inv m>.ri. tvcninu-. 

W .IS it ti.r her L.ircir, or lii', tli it sin vt.is sorrowing? 
Mkl'iel kint r-.'ind to tht otli. r side o} the hed und put 
ills jrnis nhout her ir. tii i . hind 

'‘.\c\cr mind wh.it ptoph tl-ink, my thi'd bouncr or 

Liter oiK s uot tot.uc ih.it .iiivw.iv 

“ I ids you wn.* .•rtn’t i.iting it It I’m not thought nice, 
I C.in’l /'/■ HKC ' 

“ Only the people v\ho rcalK kn<»w one mutter.’^ 

“ Nobody knows one/' said Fleur sullenly. “ The 
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fonder they are, the they know, and the less it matters 
what tlicy think ” 

Michael vMtlidrcw his arms. 

She sat silent ior so lone that he went hark to the other 
side of the bed to sec if he tould tJl an\ thing from lier 
face restine: mood)l\ on her hands The grace of her 
body thus (ramped was such ih it lii^ sens< s .uhed And 
since caresses would onlv worrv her, he ach'd tlic 
more. 

** I hate her,” sIk -'aid at I ot ; “and it I (.an hurt her, 
I will ” 

He would ha\L liked to hurt the ‘ p' ^ ^hc Panjo\s’ 
himself, hut it did not ».onsole him to le: ir 1 h. ur utter 
that sentiment , it meant mote from he r th m troin himself, 
who, W'hen it (anie to tin point, was a | o, ,r hand .o iiurting 
people. 

“ Well, darhn :,” he s nd, “ sh.dl we sleep on it ” 

** I said 1 Wouldn't li.ue .in\ more tveiiings, hut I 

shall.’^ 

“ Good I ” said Mieliael ; “ that's tht spirit ” 

She laughed. It was a tunn\ h ird little sound in 
the night. And with it Mkhael h.id to rernun dis- 
contented. 

All through the liouse it was a w.tkeful night Soames 
had the three o'clock tremors, which cigars and the fresh 
air wherein he was obliged to pkiv his golf had subdued 
for some time past. He was dMurbed, too, b\ that con- 
founded great clock from hour to hour, and by a stealthy 
noise between three and lour, as of some one at large in 
the house. 

This was, in fact, Francis Wilmot. Ever since his im- 
'puliuve denial that Soames was a liar, tlie young man had 
been in a peculiar state of mind. As boames surmised, he 
too had overheard Marione I'crrar slandering her hostess ; 
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but in the \cr\ moment of Jus rcfut.uion, like S.iul set- 
ting forth to Httack tlie Chrutians, he liavi Ikth smitten 
b\ hlindni Tliosc blue e\(^. pounne into his the light 
('f dehancL, h.ui tini-Jud \Mt|i a gh uii uluJi <iecmedi to 
say: ‘ VounL' in in. \ ou p] iM-rne’’ \tnl it h luntcd him. 
That li>v. HI i'\ niph—uir*; he uJutc Nkin and red-gold 
liair, her Min et.' till; of iriMihnM, he r^d lips full of 
joy, Jicr \\\,\\< ta^k fragnnt a- 1 piinuoovl in sunshine — 
the Msu n u . ibniie- lie li id l\ei \\atehing her all 
tJiriiUL’h tin (V one, l>.it it e..i. uiuaniu (he v\av8hchiid 
Kit her in. . o’l hi^ , T>„., Hj iJiit oK lone moment, .so 
th It now la I ’ no d I ‘ eh hi 1. id not futn intro- 
dmid, Ik ri le n r.. t- !k .Marji'tie 1 err.ir, and he 
thoueht II ' M'.n n lli it la wa^ and with 

littli. kinwkne' of womm da w..s unlike an) woman 
Ik had kii. an \n i 1< h .d gutn he tl.e he direct! 
This inadi inn -'O rc^ih ^ (Mil h< dr ink the contenti 
of his w.ite i <\\\ , I ut on his llo^li(^, and stole down* 
stairs Iho t'g (Ik I )..ndi •, u 1. - ^t.rrt d is though mutter- 
ing . ‘ rioiMi.ii ' jfut I thoM h ’ he reached 

the hall, whee a milkv ehnm.vr tame in through the 
fanlight l.ighting a i.e*rett, lit 'at dovsn on the 
in.irMe coat-sartopliagus It tooKd hi.s anatomy, to 
that he got off n, turned up the light, saw a telephone 
dirtttury rt sting beside him, .md met hanically sought 
tht letter ‘I ’ Tlur. she was! “ I'errar, Marjorie, 
3, Ruer Studios, Wren Street” Switching off the 
light, ht slipi'id h'uk the diKir-ch.im, and stole out. 
He knew his vsa\ to the ri\cr, and went towards it. 

It was the hour when sound, exhausted, has laid iti 
head on the pillow, and one can hear a moth pass* Lon- 
don, in clear air, with no smoke gmng up, slept beueatk 
the moon. Bridges, towers, v\atcr, all silvered, had a 
look as if withdrawn from man. Even the hooiea and 



A MODKRN COMEDY 


404 

the trees enjoyed their moony hour apart, and scorned 
to breathe cut with branLis VVilmot a stanza from ‘ Tlic 
Ancient Manner ’ : 

‘ ( ) Sleep, Jt IS a pentle thin)^% 

Ih loved from pole to poK ! 

'f'o Mary Queen tlie { raise 1 h trivcn, 

Mil sent the pentle sleep Iroin he. icon 
'J'hat slid into m\ s(tul !’ 

He turned at random to the ri^lit al<m£^ the ri\er \e\cr 
in his life had he walked ihroueh .1 preat cit\' at the deaj 
hour. Not a passnui alive, nor a thought <»t pain ; haste 
asleep, and terrors dre.iminp , here .ind there, no doubt, 
one lurninp on his bed, perhaps a soul p.issinp Down 
<m the water liphiers and barpes l.i\ shadowy and ah.m- 
doned, with red liphts burnmp , the lamps alonp the 
Embankment shone without purpose, as if thev had 
been freed. Man was aw.iv. In the whole town only 
himself up and doinp— what ? Natively shrewd and 
resourceful m all .wtivc situations, the younp Southerner 
had little power of diagnosis, and eertainlv did nut consider 
himself ridiculous wandering about like this at night, not 
even when he suddenly felt that if he could ' locate ’ her 
windows, he could go home and sleep. He passed the 
Tate Gallery and saw a human being with mcxmlit buttons. 

“Pardon me, officer," lie said, "but wlicre is Wren 
Street f 

“ Straight on and fifth to the right.” 

Francis Wilmot resumed his march. The ‘ moving * 
moon was heeling down, the stars were gaining light, 
the trees had begun to shiver. He found the fifth turning, 
walked down * the block,’ and was no wiser ; it was too 
dark to read names or numbers. He passed another 
buttoned human effigy and said : 
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“ Pardon me, officLr, hut where arc Rncr Studios ? ” 
“ Comm' aw a\ trom them , la^t house on the rif^ht 
Francis \\ ilmot rttraced his steps There tt vvas, then 
- h\ Itself, bavk from the street Ht stviod Ixfore it and 
pa/cd at d.irk windows Slu nnpht bt ['Oiind any one t»f 
them ' Will ' lie hid ‘ located. ' her. and, in the rising 
vMnd, he turn il and v\alktd h'-rm H< went up*stairs 
sle.iltlnh .IS he liad eonie d>-wn, } tst the Jhnidic, who 
<ip,un r.a^cd. hl^ hr.id, muttered ‘ Still more unusual, but 
anu If p^ elite red Ills roi'm, h) iiuwn, and IcU aulerp 



CHAPTER VTII 

ROr.M) AM) AHOCT 

General reticence at breakfj-ji cuiuernin^' the inel lent of 
the nij^ht licton, rii.idc little iniprcs^Kiii on Si»,irncs, btc.iuse 
the youn^" Ani<rK.in w.i'i pnsent, beture v\hnm, n.iiurally, 
one would not it , l)ut le. rintcJ that hkur was 

pale. In his {. ai h -in< »rninL; vil,'i1 hital nii>j^i\in[^ had 
assailed him Cnuld one call t\cn a rtd-haired bac^M^c 
* traitress in ilu heaiinp ot some halt do/cn persons with 
impunity? lie went off to his <istcr Winifred’s after 
breakfast, and told lier the whole store 

“ Quite riphr, in\ dear bo\," vs as he r eomnu-nt “ They 
tell me that \ounL,M\oman is as }. st as ihes're made. 
Her father, you know, owned the horse that didn't beat 
the Frcncli horse— I never c.in remember its name — in 
that race, the Something Stakes, at — dear me ! what was 
the meeting ' ” 

“I know nothing about racing," s.nd Soames 
But that afternoon at ‘The Connoisseurs Club’ a card 
wat brought to him : 

Lord Charles Eerrar 

^ High Marshes, 

Nr. NcwTuarkct. Burton’s Club. 

For fl moment his knees felt a little weak ; but the word 
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‘ snob ’ coming to his .is>.ist.tni c, lie s.iui dnl\ • “ Slum )nm 
into the stranents’ room." He was not L,*oing to hurry 
himself for this and hni^h'.d his ita before repairing 

to that forlorn i < 'rn* r 

A tallidi 1:1 tn w.is st.indiri'j m th' initidh <■[ the little 
room, thin and u| r,eht, wnii t n. -a-: wht brushtd arro- 
ganih olf his hp^-. aid .1 limit t.tji's whuh sctmcd to 
ha\e e:ro\Mi ('\<r tj r’elit ^ ■ un u h - 1 w is o ‘Pherc 

were torriie 'tion^ m hi^ ihm w< iMi t« v! 1 1 < i i.s, md in his 
thuk h 11: flotk .! .it th' -'i ? uii! ’!i\ [md no 

dirtiL uh\ 111 i ’ 1 ; h.m . t Meiit 

" .Mr 1 or-', 'i , { 1 li 

Si'ames HU liiu ' M' la ui 

'\’ou m,ui' I ■’i "t i" insultrvj U' r^i to m\ daughter 
last nm'ht in lii- ' r. ’> !'■ ot r ' j ■ j ! 

“ Vts , it w 1- ikhl\ di .r\tv: 

“ You were t -iriink, I’ltn ' 

“ Nha at a!!," ' lid ^o iii.ts 

His drv pni smn sttimd Ilf ai ."lutrt ila \isiior, who 
twisted Ills inoastathe, Jr-'wned I.s t\cghi"' closer to his 
c\c, and said 

“I ii.iu iht ii lines .4 thost w'lM -wcri'-ard it. You 
will be good enough to write to tub ot them separately 
wiihdr.iW ini: \our expris-.ion unrcser\edl\ 

*• I shall do nothing of the kind 

A mf'ment’s silence ensued 

“ You are an atturnt), I believe : *’ 

“ A solicitor.” 

“ Then v<m know the const quenecs of refusal ” 

If vour daughter likes to go into Court, I shall be happy 
to meet her there.” 

“ You refuse to withdraw ? ” 

“ Absolutely.” 

“ Good evening, tlicn ! ” 
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“ (jood evening: ! ” 

For lu(t pins iie would huve walked round the fellow, 
the bristles rising" on his back, but, in>tead, he stf)od a 
little to one sidr to let him out Insolent brute’ Ik 
could so casilv hear attain tin \oKe of old I nde [ol\oii, 
characterising' some person ot liie tiL'litR^ as ‘ a pettifo^L^ing 
little attorney' And he Ith that, somihow or other, he 
must reliece his mind M)ld Mont’ would know about 
this fellow — Ik Would ^'o across and ask him 

At ‘The Aeroplane’ he found not onK bir L.awren(.e 
Mont, lookmi; almost uraee, but Miehatl, who had e\i- 
dcntly bet n d( tailing' to his tailur last even!nL,'’s imident 
This was a rtlkl to boames, ho Itlt tin in^uhs t.j his 
dau/:;hter too bittirK to talk ot tin m I )esi. ribiiii: tin 
visit he had just rcu'i\('d, Ik end< d with the words 
“This fdlow Ferrar what’s lus standiiiL’' 

“Chailie Ferrar? 11c owes monc \ c\cr\whcre, has 
some useful horses, and is t \er\ i^oovl shot 

“ He didn’t strike me as a irtnikm m,'’ said boanies 
Sir Lawrence cocked his e\cbrow, as it dchatii^' whether 
he ought to answer this remark about one who had an- 
cestors, from <me who had none 

“ And his daui'hter,” said S(»ames, “ isn't a lade 
Sir Lawrence wagged his head 

“ Single-minded, Fors\ te, single-minded, but eou're 
right; there’s a queer streak in that blood. Old w'shrop- 
shirc’s a dear old man , it skipped his generation, but it's 
there — it’s there His aunt 

“He called me an att^riue,” said boarius with 1 gnrn 
smile, “and she called me a liar I don't know which is 

worse." 

Sir Lawrence got up and looked into St, James’s Street. 
Soaisfes had the feeling that the narrow head perched up 
da that straight ihm back counted for more than his 
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o\\n, in till-; .iff nr Oin .it, ilinir hrrc with pci'pic 
uh'i s.iid .ind dki uh.a tht‘\ lik<\l md d imncd tfic con- 
sequences; tills h.irorut ch.ip h.id Incn hroucht up in 
ih.il \v.i\ hinisdi, nu dou'nt, i i .'ii^dit t<- lvn<k\ how thtir 
minds w orki d 

]..iv\r( rue tiirm d 

" Sfie m.i\ lirniL' .in u ti< m, I .-r- \ , r uis\tr\ public. 

\\ fl.lt I \ idl Ike il t\( \ • U ' " 

“ M\ "wn ( .iFs " 

^ir I.iwreiuf I'Mikcd t < r, ■! o. u their 
k neth 

“ M in ' \!i\ I inn j e L< ' *’ 

“ Lh (! f .ir .er q ii 
SIk 'll tk t it I h' p q' r V ' ’’ 

'rik rii in -m'i' w is r ill ne i. 

Mk h.ti 1(1“ nl iti d " I*h:)i] (J uins('. pul not your 
trust in (j.iili ' 

“ \\ h.ii nuif' ' " 

“ Wkll," s lid S.i.imes, “ tlieri 's wh.it ih.it \ouni,' \incncan 
(kerlie.ird, wh itever it w.is ” 

“ Ah ’ ” s.nd Sir ( ‘ 1 'k( e.iri she Jim sn’t get 

M hm Is ih.ii ill ' ” 

Soames nodded It didii’t srtrn niuch. now he came to 
think of It ! 

“ Ak'U s.iy she called \ou a liar llow would it be to 
take the offensive ^ ” 

There was a silence, tiicn Soaincs said. “Women? 
No ! ” 

“ Quite npht, jOrsvtc ' rhi\ have their privileges still. 
There's nothin;,' for it I'ur to wait arnl sec how the cat 
jumps TraittLSs ' I suppose )ou know how much the 
word costs ' 

“ The cost,” s.iid Soames, “ is nothing ; it’s the 
publicity ! ” 
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His ima^nation uas pl.iyinij streets ahead of him. He 
saw himself already in ‘ the box/ retailing the spiteful 
purrings of that cat, casting forth to the public and the 
papers the word ‘snob/ of his (ami d.iughter ; for if he 
didn’t, he unuld have no deferue 'hot) painful ' 

“ What docs ]• leur s i\’ : ” la. a /.cd, ^uddcnK , of Mi(.h.icl. 

War to the knife ” ' 

Soames jumped in liis c h iir 

“Ah!” he said “That’s a wnm.in all over—no 
imagination ' ” 

“ Tliat’s uliat I thouelii at tif'-t, or. but I'm not so sure. 
She says if Marjorie 1 errar is not taken hv the short hairs, 
she’ll put it across evervbodv - md that the more public 
the thine the hss harm sin. (.an dw " 

“I think,” said Sir Eiwrciice, imnmg b.nk to hi-> chair, 
“J’ll go and see old Shropshirt. ,M\ father and his shot 
woodcock together in Vlbinia in ’ntt\-four ” 

Soames could not sec the conneaion, but did not snub 
the proposal. A marque-ss was .i s..rt of gone-off duke; 
even in tins deiiUHratic age, he wtmlJ have some influence, 
one supposed 

“ He’s tMghty,” went on bir Lawrence, “ and gets gout 
the stomacli, but he’s .is brisk as a bee ” 

'•^Soames I'ould not be sure whether it was a comfort. 

,** Tlic grass shall not grow, Forsvtc. Til go there 

now/’ 


They parted in the street, Sir L.mrcnce moving north 
Mayfair. 

Marquess of Shropshire was dictating to his secretary 
a J«i«er to his County Council, urging on them an item 
fhia lifelong programme fe^r the electrification of cvery- 
Onc of the very first to take up electricity, 
he hSid remained faithful to it all his brisk and optimistic 
days* A short, bird-like old man, in shaggy Lovat tweeds, 
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with a Muo tie of knitted silk p.^sed through a ring, bright 
cheeks and \SLll-trimmcd uhite lM.'ard and moustache, 
he vsaa staiuiing m his fa\ouritc .ittitude, with one 
foot on a cliair, his tlhow on his knee, and his cliin on his 
hand 

“ Ah ! \ounc Moiu ' " he said “ Sit down " 

Sir Lnwrenu to.,} a lIkit, ^ ros^'d his kn< cs, and threaded 
his hneer iij Ih !■ end it ^I'-aMiig to In *. ilKd ‘young 
Mont,’ at '•ixtN - i \ I r su 

\oii hroujht me anv.:lnr »i{ \our excellent 

books ' ” 

“ No, M ir*.]u< " . lAe n»nu t('r \ our ad\ n e ” 

“Ah ' (jo ' n, Mr Mersev ‘ In thn ua\, iv-ntlcmcn, 
you will sa\< at !■ a->t three tho•|^lnd a \( ir to \our ratc- 
paNers, conh r s'ti'/ on tin < ountrvskie bv abolishing 
the sinok(' oi ; , :i h]:li\ vti,inn'.\s, an.i nuke me your 
obliged su'. in’, 

‘ Shropshire,’ 

Tliank )ou, Mr Mersey Now, my dear young 
Mont ^ ” 

Having watihed the luck of ih( seirtlarv till it van- 
ished, and no-id the i»]d pur } uoti.ng his bright cyc«, 
with their expression ol <»nc wh‘> iiuans to see more 
cverv day, on liis visitfjr, Sir luwrcnce took his cycglaM 
between thumb and fingi r, and said . 

“ Your grandd.iuuhicr, sir, and my daughtcr-mdaw want 
to fight like billy-n “ 

“ Marjorie ’ ” said the old m.m, and his head fell to one 
side like a b:rd\ “ I dr.iw the line— a (harming young 
woman to look at, but I draw the line What has she doilC 
now r ” 

“ Called my daughter-in-law a snob and a lion-honttr ; 
and my daughtcr-m-lawT father has called yooT grand* 
daughter a traitress to her face.” 
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“ Rold m-in,” said the marqucbb ; “ bold man ! Who is 
he ? ” 

“ }lis name is Eorsyte.” 

“ Eors\ te ’ ” repeated the old peer; “ Eor^\ re ^ The 
name's familiar now v\here would that he ’ Ah ' I'or- 
syte and 'I'relTrv -the hiu' tea men M\ father hid his 
tea fron "hem direet -real tara\ in , no siuh li a mas Is 
that the — ^ ” 

“home relation, perli4ps This man is a soliutor - 
retired ; chiOl) rmiowiied tor his pi. tures A man ol sonn 
substance, and pml.iis 

“ Indeesl ' \nd j ‘ his daui^hier a i lion Inint' r ? ” 

Sir Lavsreiue smiKd 

“She’s a charnur lake-, to ha\t pcopK ai oiu her 
Veryprettv Excellent littk mother, some 1 relleh hhud " 

“Ah’’ ’ Saul the mare|iu ss " tlu‘ I reiieh ’ lie tur built 
round the muidle th.in our pc oph W hat do } ou want nu 
to do ? ” 

“ Speak to \ (>ur son Charles “ 

The old m.tn took his foot off the chair, and stood nearh 
upright. His head moVe'd sidcwavs with a sll^dlt eon- 
linuous motion 

“I never speak to Charlie, " he said, ura\el\ " V\ e 
haven’t spoken for six years ” 

“ I beg your parehm, sir Didn’t know Sorr\ to ha\e 
bothered you " 

“ No, no ; pleasure to see uiu If I run across Marjorie, 
I’ll SCO” I’ll see. But, m\ dear Mont, what shall we do 
with these vountj women— no sense of sctmcc ; no conti- 
nuity; no liair , no figures ? By the \\a\, do \ou know 
this Power Scheme on the Severn ? ” He held up a pam- 
phlet : “ I’ve been at tiiem ic» do it for years. Mv Collicrv 
among others could be made to pay with clcctnciiv ; but 
they won’t move. Wc want some Americans over here.” 
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Sir Lawrence had risen , the old man’s sense of service 
liad so clearlv taken the bit bctv\ecn it** teeth again. He 
held out his hand 

“ Good-hve, Marque.ss , dclitjlitcd to see you looking so 
well ” 

“ (lood-lne, ni\ dear \oung Mont , command me at any 
time, and K t nu li i\ i. another ot \ our ni* f books” 

The\ shook iiandN , and tn-m the Lo\at ilotlus was di'i* 
engaged a strong uh.ilf of peat Sir Laurciiu, hniking 
hack, saw t!a old man hav k in his buouritt attitude, foot 
on Hour and Onn on hand, alrcad\ reading tin pamphlet. 
'Some bo\ •’ h' thought, ‘ is MkIuk! would say But 
what ]la^ Chirh( I errar done mu to Ik* spoken to for six 
sear-) ' OKl lorsste -uiglit to know 

In the mt atitinu ‘ Olvl 1 orss te ’ and Mu had were walking 
homewards across St James’s P.irk 

“ 'I'liat \oung American,” said Soames , “ wJiat do you 
suppose made him put his oar in ^ ” 

“ I don’t know, sir , and 1 don’t like t() a A ” 

” Exact!),” said boames, glumlv Tlicrc was, indeed, 
something r(pulsivc to liim in treating with an American 
over a matter oi person.d dignitv 

“ Do they use the word ‘ snob * over there ? ” 

“ I’m not sure , hut, in the btates to hunt lions is a form 
of idealism. I’he) want to associate with what they think 
better than themselves It’s rather fine ” 

Soames did not agree , but found difficulty in explaining 
whv Not to recognise any one as better than himiJclf jor 
his daughter had Ix-en a sort of guiding principle, and 
guiding principles were not talked about. In fact, it was 
so deep in him that he hadn’t knovsn of it. 

‘‘ I shan’t mention it,” he said, ” unless he does. Whit 
more can this young woman do ? She’s in a jet, 1 
•upposef” 
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‘‘ The Panjnys ’* 

** Panjoys ! 

*' Yes, sir ; out h'r a pood time at any cost — they 
don’t really count, of course But M.irjnrie Ferrar is 
frightfully in the Imitlipht She paints a hit ; she’s pf^r 
some standinp vsnh the IVes^ , she dances, she hunts, 
»hc'B something of an actress , she ijo< s e\<. r\ w h>_re week- 
ending It’s (he week-ends th.it m.itter, wh-ii pcojdc 
have nothing to do hut talk W’eri \oii<.\<rat a week-end 
party, sir ? ” 

1 ? ” said Soames - “ (Jood Loril -no ' ” 

Michael smiled- irKa»npruii\ , ind(ivi, could po no 

farther. 

We must pet one up tor \ i ai at J. t pinphall ” 

“ No, thank \ cm ” 

You’re ripht, sir, nothinp more Ixtring.- But they’re 
the couiiss/s of politics Ideur thinks t)>e\'’r< cood fi r im. 
And Marjorie Ferrar knows .dl the p*.- j le wt know, and 
lot! more. It a awkward " 

“ I should go on as if nothing had h.appencd,” suid 
Soames: “But about that paper ^ 'Dun ought to be 
warned that tins woman is \enomous " 

Michael regarded liis father-in-law qui7/icall\. 

Chtt entering, they found the man-scrv int in the hall 
** There’s a man to sec \ou, sir, by the name of Bugfill “ 
«0h! Ah! Where h.u’e vuu put him, Gnkcr ^ ’’ 

« Well, I didn’t know what to make of him, sir, he shakes 
all over. I’ve stood fiim m the dining-room “ 

** Excuse me, sir," said Mr had 

Soames passed into the ‘parlour,’ where he found his 
ixo^ta and Francis U ilmoi. 

**Mr*Wilmot is leaving us, F'ather. You’re just in time 
to aay good'-byc." 

If thdft were ipoments when Soames felt cordial, they 
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were such as these He had nnthinij ait.iinst the young 
man , iiuktd, 1 r rather liked the lt»ok ot him ; but to see 
the last of almt)st nn\bod\ u is in a sense a relief ; besides, 
there nas this question of what he liad oterheard, and to 
ha\c him about the pi tee uithout knowing would be a 
Cfmtimial t( nq tatioii to tomj^rnmi ,c with one's dignity and 
ask him what it w a.s 

“ (;ood-ln*.. Mr W'ilmot," Ik said ; “ it vou’rc interested 
in pictures - " he p uisid, and, fioiding 'Ujt !ii-» liand, added, 
“ \ou should l""k in at the British Mu-cum ’’ 

Eraiui'. \\ 1 laot shook the hand dclerenii ilU . 

“ I \mI 1 it’s bt( n a pri\ il< t<i know you, ^lr ” 

S()aIne^ o woni<.ring wh\, v\hen the >oung man 
turned to 1 I* ur 

“ ril be v.iitinL: to Jon from Pans, and I’ll surely send 
\our lo\i. Vou'\e Inai pirbals wondtrlul to me. I’ll 
he u’l <d to halt \ou and MiMiael \i-.it me at any time 
you umti a< rM^s tc tie Mitts, and it )ou bring the 
littli. dug, wh’. • I'll ju>t Ik honoured to It t him bUc me 
again " 

He b.-wtd o\er 1 h ur’s hand, and w,qs gone, leaving 
Soames -.taring at the b a k ot hi> d luehti r'- ntt.k 

“That's rath'f siiddtn," lit slid, when the door was 
closed , “ an\ thing upset him ' ” 

Mie turned on him, and said coldlv • 

“ hy did \ou make that lus> last night, Bather ? ^ 

The injustice t>f her attack was st) palpable, that Soamcs 
bit his moustache in silence As if he could help himself, 
when ^he was insulted in his hearing ' 

“ What g>/od do )ou think )ou’vc d'me ? ” 

Soamcs, who had no notion, made no attempt to enlighten 
her. He only felt sore inside. 

You've made me feel as if I couldn’t look anybody m 
the face. But I’m going to, all the same. If I*in a lion- 
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liuntcr and a snob, I’ll do it ihorouj^hlv Only I do wi<h 
you wouldn’t go on llunkm^^ I’m a child and can’t defend 
myself.” 

And still Soamcsw.is silent, sore to the soles of his lioots 
Fleur fl. IS lu d .1 h>ok .it him, .md s.iid 
“ I’m Surry, hut I c.in't lulp it , e\ er\ t hinL''s queered , ” 
and she too went out of the room 

bo.imes m<wtd hlindl\ to the v\inJ.a\ ,ind ^tood Inokiiic 
out. He saw .1 cab with liieeacn drne .iw.i\ , s.iw some 
pi^^cons ali^s’lit, ptik at the painicnt, and t]\ off ai:ain , 
he saw a man kissmi,' .i worn. in in tlu dusk , .1 p'.lK(in,.n 
light his pipe .md po off dut\ He s.iw mai'\ hunwn <md 
imtcrcstinp tlnnps, ht heard Hip Hen (hinu \<'thir,L' in 
it all! He was sl.iririL: .il a .siUtr spouii. He hiiiisell li.id 
put It in hei mouth at birth. 



anPTFR \\ 

roi I IR'i \M> I ATS 


Hi \\lin hnd bc' n sto(Ki ri tin duMni: r'xmi. under ilie name 
of HuL'till, uf riudit K iihtT uidtr than Michael, 

\Mtii .tn iiKliiiiti'iii to ^ide whisker, d irkish hair, and a 
pdt ! lu sTiii’pfd With that look <4 seluKilcd quitkncss 
Li'iiininn t" '' in.iiu ait^rs hut unl.iniihar to Mu had, he 
\\,i' L’Ti'j!!,. tlu ed^'c lit tii( diiiinL' t.ihh with one hand, 
.ind i Wide i riiniiud hhok liat with tlie other The 
esprtssinn nt his lari^c, dark eireled eves was such that 
Mu iuiel smile d and s lul 

“ It’s .ill riL’ht, Mr He rdedd, Tm not a Manager. Do sit 
down, and sniokt 

The visitor sihntK letok the proffered ihair and cigarette 
with an It le nipt at a fixed smile Michael sat on the 
table 

’*1 gather from Mrs Herctild that you’re on the 

ru'. ks ” 

“ Kast,”saul the shaking lips 

“ Vi'ur luahh, and xour name, I suppose ? 

“ Ve-S '’ 

“ You want an open- ur job, I IkIicvc r I havenT been 
able to think of anything \cry gaudy, but an idea did 
strike me last night in the stilly watches. How about 
raising poultry— cverx body’s doing it,” 

“ If I had my s.n ings ” 

“ Yes, Mrs. Bergfcld told roc about them. I can inquirv 
but I’m afraid ” 


4*7 


0 



418 


A MODERN COMEDY 


** It’s robbery.” The ch.utcrcd sound let Michael at 
once into the cf>nfidcnce of tlic manv Mana^^ers who had 
refused to employ him win* uttered it 

“I know,” he said, ip^d\, “ robbinj^^ IVlcr to pav 
Paul. That cl.iusc in thi- 'I’reat^ wa- a bit of rank bar- 
barism, of course, canmull.ipe it .is t}K\ like bull, it's 
no good to let It prey on \oiir mind, is it ' " 

But his visitor liad risen “ To t iki Irom cu ilian to pas 
civilian ! Then why not take civilian liie lor civilian life ' 
What is the difference ^ And b nyltiul do( ^ it - the k adin^ 
nation to respect the individual It is aboniiiiabk ” 
Michael btijan to feel that he uas o\( rJoint: it 
You furgit,” he said, “ th.it the war m.ule us ,i]| into 
barbarians, lor the time bcim: . we haven’t quite irot en-er 
it yet. And vour eenintre dropped the spark into the 
powder m.n^a/ine, \ou kne>w Hut wh.it .iboui this 
poultf)' stunt ? ” 

Bcrgfeld seemed to make .i violent ctfort to control 
himself. 

“ For my wife’s sake,” he said, “ I will do .mythmer ; but 
unless I get ms s.isings back, how' can 1 start ' " 

I can’t promise ; but perhaps I could start M'u That 
hair-dresser below sou wants an open-.ur job, too What’s 
his name, by the way ? ” 

** Swain.” 

**How do you get on with him ? ” 

’**Hc is an eipmionaicd man, but wc .are eood friends 

efiottgh.” 

Michael got off the table “ Well, leas c it to me to think 
it out. W’c shall be able to do something, I hope ; ” and he 
hddi out his hand. 

Bei^cld tev>k It silently, and his eyes resumed the c.x- 
pres«iou with which tney had first looked at Michael 
‘That man,’ thought Michael, * wdll be committing 
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suicide Sdme day, if he doesn’t hujkout,’ And he showed 
him to the door He stood tiicre some minutes 
after the German actor’s \anishmg form, with a feeling 
as if the dusk weft }ormi.d out ot the dark stones of such 
as Ik- and the halr-dre^M r and the man who liad whi8[>cred 
to liim to stand and dcli\<“r a Well, Parr must lend 
liiin tliat hit ot land he\ond tlu v'J'jmic ..t lappinghall. 
He would hu\ a \\ ir hut it tie n wcri anv left and some 
poultr\ stoo. and St irt a i oiotv, thi. IhrL’ltids, the 
hair dre^si r. and H(nr\ llodd' k I'hes louhi cut the 
timber in tlu ("{pne, and put up the fowl houses for 
thernseKes it v.ould he itrouinir food--a practical 
cxpinnunt in I jearMMn ' 1 leur would laaith at him, 

Ihit w <s ihfTi i..\thinj -'ll'- (onld do nowadays that 
somtbod\ o'dJn't hiuith it ' IK turned Inuk into the 
house I'leur a. is m the hall 

“ ITaiuis \\ ilniot has poiic,” she said. 

“ W hv ■' 

“ Ht's off to Pans ” 

“ \\ hat w IS it he overheard last nittht f ” 

“ Do \ou suppose I asked ’ " 

“ Well, no,” said Muhael, humbly. *' l/ct’s go up and 
IcuT at Kit, it's about his bath time ” 

The eleventh barone*t, indeed, was alrc.idy in his bath. 

“ All right, nurse," said I leur, “ I’ll tinish him.” 

“ He’s been in three minutes, ma’am ’’ 

Lightlv boiled,” said Michael 
For ('ne aged oni) fourteen months this naked infant 
had incredsbie vigour — from lips tf* feet he was all sound 
and motion He- seemed to lend a meaning to life. Hit 
vitality was absolute, not relative. His kicks and crowt 
and splashings had the joy of a gnat’s dance, or a jack-^ 
daw’s gambob in the air. He gave thanks not lot wlut 
be was about to receive, but for what he was itcdvta^ 
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White as a turtle-dove, with pink toes, darker in c\es and 
hair than he would he present!), he j^rabhed at the sn.jp, 
at his mother, at the hath-lowellinp - he ‘teemed <>nl\ to 
need a tail Micliad watt hid him, muMni> This manikin, 
born with all tliat he lould p(>^slhl^ wish for within Ins 
reach — how were the) to hrini,^ him up ’ Wen thev fit 
to bring lam up, tlicy who h ui bidi born - like all ^heir 
generation in the ruhcr (las'.(s <m iiKipati d, t > pannts 
properly hrokm-in to worship tin teiu h— labirti ' Horn 
to everything they wanted, so that tht\ wire at wits’ md 
to invent s<jniething they lould not get , dri\en to restive 
searching b) having their own wav ^ Tin war had di‘[>riv ed 
one of one’s own wav, but the war li ul overdone it, and 
left one grasping at iKini- And tor ilios.-, like Ekur, 
born a little late tor the w.ir, the tale ot it had onlv lowered 
what respect tluv could have for anv thing With vener- 
ation killed, and se It-dtuii.il ' ott,’ with atavism buried, 
sentiment derided, and tlie future in the air, hardlv a wonder 
that modcrnifv sliould be a dance <•! gnats, taking itselt 
damned seriously! Such were die reflections of Mich le], 
sitting there above the steam, and trovvnmg at his progt n\ 
Without faith was one fit to be a parent ’ Well, people 
were looking for faith again Onlv ihev were hound to 
hatch the egg of It su hard that it would be addled long 
before it was a chicken ‘ Tiki self-cons^ious • ' lie thought 
* That’s our trouble ’ ’ 

Fleur had finished drving the eleventh baronet, and was 
dabbing powder over him , her eves seemed penetrating 
hia skin, as if to gauge the state of health iKhind it He 
watched her take the feet and hands one by one and 
examine each nail, lost in her scruimv, unsclfconscious in 
her momentarv devotion ! And oppressed by the difficulty, 
as a Member of Parliament, of beiny devoted, Michael 
mapped his fingers at the baby and left the nursery. He 
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went to his stu(J\ .ind took do«n a volume of the F.ncyOo' 
pxdia Britunmca cont.imini,» tin uord Poultn He read 
about Lcqhorn^, Orpinittons, White >us<iex, Hramaputras, 
and v\ab littk tin uistr He reniembtrtd that if you drew 
a chalk-line to the btak oi a hen, flic ht n tlioui^ht it was 
tied up He wish'd soni'b..d\ would drav\ a i halk-lim 
to his beak W as 1 owi^Mrtisin a a, ilk line ' A \><uc said . 
Tt 11 1 1< iir I’lii eoiiiL' t" la r .um\ ” 

“ la av inr i!". sir 

‘‘ \’( s, I'm ii ■; w irii< d ’’ 

W’hiihadh.pr md ' 

“ Voudl hi r i" t-ir- \')u it'’, sir ? ” 

“ \o," ^ lid >o urn s 

H id soim bod\ riihl'' d out tlv h ilk line to Old Forsyte’s 
nose ’ 

“ Is there an\ m an. \ m poultrv farmini^, 'ir ' ” 

“'Dari.' i.o iii'mev in aii\ tiime iiowadiu s ” 

“ \nd\.iihi I [Koine d ax returns eontmuc t'> rise ” 

“ Vis,” said >oames , “ there's s(,nu thirty wronnf there ” 
" ^'ou don't think people make their ineomes out more 
than the-v are ' ” 

^oames blinked Pessimistie thou^di he fell at the 
moment, he eeiuld not take ejuitc' that lov\ \iev\ of human 
nature 

“ You’d better see that Meiir doesn't about abusing 
that red-haircd baggage,” he said “She was bejrn with 
a siKer spoon in her mouth , she thinks she can do what 
she likes ” And he shut Michael in again 

Sliver sp>on in her mouth ! How . 

After putting her baby into its cot Fleur had gone to 
the marquetcric bureau in the little sanctuary that would 
have been called a boudoir in e>ld Jays She lat there 
brooding. How could her father have made it all glar- 
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ingly public ! Couldn’t he have seen that it was nothing 
so long as it was not public, but everything the moment 
it was ? She l(inged to pour out her licart, and tell people 
her opinion of M.irjone Ferr.ir. 

She wTote tlirtc letters— <inc to I..idv Alison, and two 
to women in the group who h.id o\crhenrd it all l.l^t night. 
She concluded her third letter uitli theuords * “ Aur.man 
like that, who pretends to b( a fnend and sneaks into 
one’s house to sting one behind one’s hack, is a snake 
of the first water Ilou hou'-tv (.in stKk Iv r, I can’t 
think ; she hasn’t a inor il about la r nor a decent impuUe. 
A* for her cliarm (!ood Lord'” Yes' And there 
was Francis Wilinut ! She liad not said all she wanted to 
$ay to him, 

“ My Dr.AR Francis,” she wnne • 

“ I am so sorry \ou have to run .i\\a\ like this I wanted 
to thank you f(»r standing up for me last night Marjorie 
Fcrrar is just about the limit. But in lamdon society one 
doesn’t pay attention tO' backbiting It h.is been so jolly 
to know you. Don’t forget us , and do come and see me 
again when you come back from Baris 

“ Your vrr\ good friend, 

” Fleur Mont.” 

Ifl future she would have nothing but men at her evc- 
ningl ! But would they come if there were no women ? 
And tnen like Philip Ouinsec were just as snakclike. 
Baid«t, it would lo<)k as if she were really hurt. No I 
vrottld have to on as before, just dropping people 
who were ‘ catty.’ But who wasn’t ? Except Alison, and 
. hftuyyweights like Mr. Blythe, the minor Ambassadors, 
and three or four earnest politicians, she couldn’t be sure 
about any of them. It was the thing to be ‘ catty.’ They 
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all scratched other people’s backs, and their faces too 
when they \\eren’t Inokini; Who in N>cicty was exempt 
from scr.itclu's and who didn't scratch ' Not to scratch 
a little was so dreadtulK dull She tmilii not imagine a 
scratehle^s hie evicpt perhaps in ltal\ Those Fra 
Ani>eliu) fresu•l^ in tie- San Mar^. > nion >^UT\ ' There was 
a man wlui dui not ^c^atell St kr «ncis talkint: to his birds, 
anioin; In', htlh t]'n\(.r., with the sun ind tiie moon and 
the stars lor near nlatinns St I’liirc' bt Fleur — 
little si'.ur oi St 1 ratu is ' To be unworldh and quite 
good ' To bt OIK who lucvi to make other people happy ! 
How new ' }1"W evritmc, c\cn tor about a week; and 

hf»w dull alterw.irds ' ,^he drew aside the curtains and 
looked out inot the S'juart. tats were standing in 

the light ot a limp narrow, m ir\ell'»ud\ gracclul, with 
their heads turned towards each <tth<r Suddenly they 
began uttiruig horrible noi-.es, and b.caine all claw*. 
Fleur dropped the curtain. 
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FRANt^IS \\II MUI HI \ I RSES 

About that nuumi.t I’r.iiuis \\ iliiuti sat df)\vn in the 
lounj^c of the Cosrnopohs Hv)tc.l, and MiddaiK up 
In the middle, ot the. parquet floor, ‘•lidim: und lunging, 
backing and tilhne, tv\istine and turimiL’ in tiu arm-^ of a 
man witli a tavi. hki a mask, uas slu , to a\oid whom, out of 
loyalty t(» Meur and Muliul. he hid d<'cided to go to 
Paris. I'ate ' Tor he uaild h.irdK know tliat slu. i.ainc 
there most afternoons during.’ thi d.incini' hours Mic 
and her p.irtncr \\erc e.usiK the sliow couple , .md, fond 
of dancing, Fr.mcis Whlmot kmu he w.o looking .it some- 
thing special When the\ stopped, quite close to him, he 
said in his soti drawl 
** That was beautiful ” 

** How do U)U do, Mr W’llnuit ? ” 

W^hy ! She knevs his name’ This was the moment to 
exhibit loyah) ! But she had sunk into .i chair next his 
“ And so \e»u thought me a traitress h.st night ? ” 

« I did.” ' 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Because I heard \ou call your hostess a snob.” 
Marjorie Ferrar uttered .an amused sound 
“ My dear young man, if one never called one’s friends 
anything worse than that — ! 1 didn’t mean you to hear, 
or that poptiuus old person in the chin ! ” 

He was her father,” said Francis W’ilmot, gravely. “ It 
hurt him.” 
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** Well ! I’m S(>rrv ’ ” 

A hand .1 I’loxe, \v «rm but Jrv, wts put mtn 

Kls. When It w.w withdrawn the uh->It ot his hand nnj 
arm were tiii'jhni,' 

“ I)o \ <iu dam e ^ ” 

“Vts, irjvl < d, l)ut I v\()ulin’t presumt to dance with 
you ” 

“ ( )h ' hut \ I'u mu't ” 

Fr anus \\ ihn-t's Ik id went round, and hn body began 
going round to.. 

“You dam.- huttr than an h ni'lishinan, uti]e;>a he’s 
protessional,” ad la r hr . si \ im h<-^ troin his own 
" I’m [Uoiui i" Ik it ' ."] sa\ m (' im ” 

“ l)on't )ou know m\ name ' or do \ou .4lway8 Cal' 
women ma'am ? It s \ . r so pru r v 

“CertainK I k•nov^ \--ur riaim .ind where urn live. 1 
wasn’t six \ards iroin \o;i tiiisim'rmng it lour o’clo..k.” 

“ What Wert \ou doini: there ^ ” 

“ I jii 5 t tliougiit I’d liki tt> he iKar \oU.” 

Marjorie herrar said, as if t(‘ lursill 
“ TIk f'ratuu >pueh I e\er .rd Come and have 
tea with me there tu-morrou 

Re\ersing, side-stepping, doing all he knew, Francis 
Wilmot said, slowl) . 

“ I ha\c to he in Pans ” 

“ Don’t be afraid, I won’t hurt )uu.’' 

“ I’m not afraid, but ’’ 

“Well, I shall expert \ou ” And transferring herself 
again to her mask-faced partner, she i(K.>kcd back at hi(U 
over her slK>uldcr. 

F'raneis Wilmot wiped his brow. An astonishing ex- 
perience, another blow to his preconception of a stiff and 
fonnal race ! If he had not known she was the daughter 
of a lord, he would have thought her an Amencao. Would 
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she ask him to dance with her again ? But she left the 
lounge without another glance 

An up-to-d.ite \'oung man, a t\pical young man, would 
have felt file mure jauntv But lie was neither Six 
months’ training fur the Air S(r\ue in iQiH, one vi^^it to 
New ork, and a tew' trips tu Charli stun and S.iv.mnali, haei 
left him still a cuuntrMiian, with .1 traditnm uf guf)d 
manners, wurk, and simple living \\<>men, of whom he 
had known few, were to jnm wurihv uf u'nsidt rahle respect. 
He judged them In Ins sister, ur In th- Iriends of his dead 
mother, m Sav.mnah, who were all ut 1 veriam age A 
Northern lady on the boat h.id toll lum tisat Southern 
girls mcasurid life by the number u{ men thev could 
attract ; she had given him an amusing i.ikt off of a 
Southern girl It had been a --uriirisc to this vuung 
Southerner Anne was nut like that , she liad never had 
the chance to be, anywav, havmg married .it nineteen the 
first young m.m who liad asked her ' 

By the morning’s post he rtecivcd Fle'ur’s little letter. 
‘Limit!’ Limit of what ^ He felt imlignant He did nut 
go to Parks, .and at four o'clock he was at Wren Street. 

In her studio M.arjurie Ferrar, chad m a fiax-blue over- 
all, was scraping at a picture with a little knife. An hour 
later he was her slave Cruft's Dug Show, the Beefeaters, 
the Derby— -he could not even remember his desire to 
aee ; he only desired to see one Elnglish thing — 
Marjone Fcrrar. He hardly remembered which way the 
livetr flowed, and by mere accident walked East instead 
df West Her hair, her eyes, her voice — he * had fallen for 
' WJ*” He knew himself for a fool, and did not mind ; 
‘Btitther nwn cannot go. She passed him in a little open 
it hcrscH, on her way to a rehearsal. She 
wnved her hand. Blood ruahed to his heart and rushed 
my; M trembled and went pak. And, as the car 
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vanished, he felt lost, as it in a world (d shadows, prey and 
dreary ! Ah ' There wa- l\irliament ! And, near by, the 
one spot in l.tindun v\here he vould po and talk of Marjorie 
Ferrar, and that was vvIkto -^h*- had nn-'holiavcd herself I 
He itelud li> ditti'd her tn-ni tla Oiar:;e ot being * the 
limit ' lla [HTu-iM thv inapf'pipnaleness of going 

hack there t'> t dk t<' hh ur .i| r < nenu . but an\ tiling was 
better than n a ; ill me >'1 h' r >o, turnini,' into South 
Scjii tre , iiL rai^i: tin b- 11 

Mrar na-. in h' r ‘ p irhair,’ il n-it preuv.K eating bread 
and li< an \ , ii O'! li 'in' le i 

“ Nut in 1’ ir - ' I1"U Ilk' ' '!'< a ' " 

‘‘ ITe h ' i If." ^aid 1 lane.. Wilii..'*, c.-l'Hiring “I had 
It with / . ' " 

Fh ur "t IF' i 

“Oil'” .,k 1, with a laugh “How interesting! 
Where di 1 sh( ;'k k \<>ii up ' ” 

Without [ d.ing in the impluation ..t iIk unrd>, Francif 
Wilmot Was u'nscKius of s.>in( tliiriL' dtaJK in them. 

“She vea- it the Ot d.in^.tnt at niv h*»tel yesterday. 
She’s a worui'rtul dancer. I think she's a wonderful 
person altogether, I’d like to iii\t )ou tell me what you 
mean b\ eallmg her ‘ the limit ’ ' ” 

“ I’d like to have you tell mt wh\ this volte face since 
Wednesdav night ? 

Francis Wiimot ^nulcd “ You people have been 
ever so kind to me, and I want you to be friends 
with her again. Fm sure she didn’t mean what she said 
that night ’’ 

“Indeed! Did she tell \ou that ? ” 

“ Wh\ —not exactly ! She said she didn’t mean HI tO 
hear them.” 

“ No ? ” 

He looked at her smiling face, conscious pedutpS ol 
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deep waterft, but youthfully, Americanly, unconscious of 
serious obst.ulc to his desire to smetoth things out 

“ I just hate to think you two are out attcr each other. 
Won’t \(ju come and meet her at m\ liotel, and shake 
hands ? ” 

Heur\e\c8 moved sIovaIv over ium from head to toe 
“You look as if V"U might have some French bloud in 
ytm. ffavc vou ? ” 

“ Yes Mv gr.mdmotiK r was i.t i renth sto;.k " 

“Well, 1 have more FIk I rendi, vou know, don’t 
forgive easily And thtv don't jK-rsuade themstlvcs into 
believing wdiat thev w.tiu to ” 

Francis Wilmot rose, and spoke witli a kind (>1 master- 
fulness. 

“You’re going ti> tell me what vou nu.int in your 

letter.” 

“Am I ^ Mv dear young man, the limit ol perfection, 
of course. Aren't you a living proof f " 

Aware that he v^-as being n)(K:ked, and mixed m Ins 
feelings, Francis \\'ilmot made for the door 

“Good-bye !” he laid “ I suppose you'll have no use 
for me in future ” 

“ Good-bye ! " said Fleur 

He went out rueful, puzr.lcd, lonelier even than when 
he went in. He was guidcless, with no one to ‘ put him 
wise ’ ! No directness and simplicity m this town. People 
did not My what they meant ; and his goddess— as enig- 
mitic and twisting as the rest ! More so — more so— for 
what did the rest matter i 



CHAPTFR XI 

>> TiT I'RFSS 

S ^KMT^ li.ul F'inc ofi It- Kis in (Irccn Street thor- 

ouuhh uj M t Th.it i h ur '■h-'uhl li.ue .i dcv^hircd enemy, 
pi)utrfu] in N-rict\, tilled iiim with unc,isints<^ , that she 
sht'uhi i.i'Id iiini .aiiinniahlc tor it, seemed tfic more unju*t, 
hecau'^e in l.a t hf w.is 

An e\tniru' '-pent undt r the calminL,' influence of Winifred 
Dartk\ uunn.-'ii ns<‘, and 'I urkish u»flre, uhich, though 
‘lucrisli ^tuti,’ lu .ilw.ics drank v^ith r h'-h, rcstfired 
in liim bonuthinp' of the feeling that it was a storm in a 
teacup 

“Hut th.it p-ipi-r par.igraph/’ he said, “sticks in my 
gu/.ird " 

“ \’er\ tiresome, Soames. the whole thing; but I 
shouldn’t bother People skim those ‘chiff-chaff’ little 
notes and forget them the next moment They’re just 
put in for fun ” 

“ Pretty sort of fun ! That paper says it has a million 
readers ” 

“ There’s no name mentioned ’’ 

“ d'hesc political people and whipper-snappers in Society 
all know each other,” said Soames 

“ Yes, my dear b(A',” said Winifred in her comfortable 
voice, so coscy, and above disturbance, “ but nobody takes 
anything scnouslv nowadays.” 

She was sensible He went up to bed in more cheerful 
mood. 

But retirement from affairs had effected in Soamei a 
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deeper change that he was at all aware of. Lacking 
professional issues to anchor the f.Kulty for worrying he had 
inherited from James Eorsvte, he was inclined to pet any 
trouble that came alont: 'I'hc more he thouirht of that 
paragraph, the more h<‘ fdt inil'ind hn a fricndlx talk 
with the editor. It le- could t^o to lltur and s.iv I've 
made it all right with tlios< f. llow., onvw.iv There'll he 
no more of tlial sort of iluni:,” h'* would wipe out her 
vexation. Jf y<'M couldnT inak |\- pie in private think 
well of }<'ur dauijhur, um vouhl surtK dmk public 
expression of the oppo-vio- opin.on 

Except that he did not 1 e to get into them, ho.imes 
took on the wh(»le a favouralde view ot the p.ipers ’ He 
read ‘ The T lines ’ , his father had read it bet. -re lam, .ind 
he had been bniught up on its cra< He It had news-- 
more news for las monev tlian he cuild get through He 
respected its hading .irtu Ics ; and if its gre a supplements 
had at times appeared to him loo much ot a good thing, 
Still it was a gentlein.m's paper .'\nnette .ind Winitrcd 
took ‘The Morning i\>st.’ That also w.i^ a gentleman's 
paper, but it had bees in its bonnet Jh es in bonnets were 
respectable tilings, but personally Soames did not care 
for them. He knew little of the other papers except that 
those he saw about had bigger hcadllnc^ .vnd seemed cut 
up into little bus Of the Press as a whole he t(K>k the 
English view; It was an institution. It had us virtues 
afid its vices- anyway you had to put up with it 

Abcml eleven o'clock he was walking towards Fleet 
Stre«t. 

At the office of * The Evening Sun ’ he handed in his 
card and asked to see the Editor. After a moment’s 
inspecdotl of his top-hai, he was taken down a corridor and 
d<^podited In a small room. It seemed a ' wandering great 
puce.* Scone one would see him, tlicy said. 
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“ Some one r ” said Soames : “ I want the Editor.” 

TIr Editor w.is vcr\ hu>s , coaid he cuiuc a^ain when 
the rush u.is n\ vr ' 

“ No,” id So lines 

\\ould hi "t ttc his hiisiriess ' So.ums wouldn’t. 

T)k .itteiid.ini .iLt.iin looked .it his top-h.it and went 

*u\ a]v 

So<inK's w nud .1 iju.iri^r ot .in hour, iml u.is then taken 
te an e\'ii snuilh r room, uhcrc a On erv looking man in 
cv(.-uhi''S<.^ R.i' t’lriiHiu o\(i .1 hook ol hl'-d ciittini>s He 
glanu d I'p .(^ '^o iim ^ < "tered, to.ik hi-, i ird trom the table, 
an i read ir 'in jr 

Mr Si '.iiii ^ 1 I 'rs\ ti ’ V' s ' " 

“ Are', o.. iiiL 1 iitor ' ” .iskeJ 'so om s 
“Om oil him 'laki.i.seit \\ li it i in I do for you ? ” 
Im| ti'.- ’ h’ ' i-.rt.iin speed in tie. .nr, .mJ desirou* of 
makinu a e' " '! Inlpre^slon, N>nii. s did not 3it down, but 
took troin hi j oi A i ho.,k thi } ir.i-r h 

“ lAe loine .ihout this in vour issue ot 1 ist Thursday,” 
The thetr. man put it up to his ivc'*, sunnd to chew the 
sense of It .1 little uiih his mouth, and .said “ Yes ? ” 

“ Would \ ou kindly ti II me who wrote* it * ” 

“ \\ t nc\er disilo'ii tile ri..nv s of turn spondents, sir.” 

“ Well, as a matter of fact, I ktenv ” 

The ihierv man’s mouth opened, as if to emit the 
words • “ Then wh\ did \ou ask ? ” hut closed in a imile 
instead. 

“ Yoa’ll forgive me,” said Soames ; “it quitef^ ckaily 
refers lotnv d.iughter, Mrs. Michael .Mont, and her hudbaad,’’* 
“ Inde'cd ! You h.ive the ad v.intagc of me ; but what*9 
the matter with it Seems rather a harmless piece of 
gossip.” ,y*^ 

Soames looked at him. He was ttx) cheery I \ 

“ You think so ? ” he said drily. “ May I aek if yo«l 
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would like 10 have your d mghter alluded to as an enter- 
prising little lady ? " 

“ Whv not? It’s quite a pleasant word liestdes, 
there’s no name mentioned " 

“Do )'ou put tilings m," a'.ktd Soames, slirewdlv, ‘ in 
order that lliey nia\ he (I'nt k to all vour rmvlers ^ ” 

The cheerv man lauj^ditd “Well,” lie s.,id, “hardl.. 
But rcallv, sir, .iren’t \ ou r iila r thm-skintkd 
Tins W'.is an asptu ot the all ur th it Sonnies had not 
foreseen ihtort he uaild a4 this I dator tli.ip n-'l lo 
repeat his otferue, lu' had ..pparaitK to (.oiniiKe inin that 
it was an l)f^^.n^e , hut to do that lu nui't (.xpo^e tlu red 
meaning of tiie paragraph 

“ W'ell,” he said, “ it vou tan't sr.i. that tlie tone ot the 
thing’s unphasaiit, 1 i.aidt make \ou Hm 1 Ih-l' ou 
won’t let aiu more siuh parigrafd.s appear 1 hapj'f.n 
to know liiat \our torre^poiuitrit is a<.tuated In in ile- 
volcntc.” 

The chccr\ man again ran hn !.\c o\er tin euttmg 
“1 shouldn't ha\c judged that People in pohtiea 
arc taking and guini: knocks all the tmu - thex'r*. not 
mealy-mouthed 1 his seems perfectl\ innocuous .is gossip 

goes.” 

Thus backhanded b\ the words ' liun-skinncd ' and 
‘mealy-mouthed,' hoames said iestli\ . 

“ The whole thing's extremelx poti\ 

“ Weil, sir, )ou know, I rather agree Gemd morning I “ 
and the cheers man hl.indly returned to his file 

The fellow ssas like an india-ruhher hall’ Soames 
clenched his top-hat Now or neser he must make him 
bound. 

* “If your correspondent thinks she can \cnt her spleen 
in prim with impunn\. she will find herself very much 
mistakcD.” He v>aitcd lor the effect There was abso- 
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lutcl) none. “ Good mi>rning ' ” he s.nJi, and turned on 
his lu‘oi 

SonU'lu)V\ It had not hci'H so fnendK is ho h id expected. 
Michael s uords “ I lir, IV- ss is a scrisi(i\E ' 1 int ” t ainc into 
his niind }h -houldn't rin ntion iiis \i it 

Iwo da\s liter, pnkirii^’ up ‘din I \<ninE: .'^un ’ .U Tiu 
Connoisseurs, iic sa\s th' uord ‘loL'cir'i in ’ H*m ! A 
loader ' 

“Of the [Millie IS rit( aiin'i't th' liwpOuls in 

polltl.s, pi, rhaps tlu MUot ll's 11 I is o'K vehuit L’oOX bv 

the nann ol I . i^’i'artisni We an in i iii-ai totvplain 
t K n iture ot ICO j It' nt ri iin d\ 1 ir \e ii it is ->01 j'ost d to 
be tla national ill In d.h hit^F' It li,.-' bi i fi }'iit <in llic 
m irk< t Haovl -n '^ir ) iiii' s jcooirt's lui.vk^ ‘ ’1 in Par- 
lous >tate "t I'llL'iitid,' till Illaili artiJi ot tilth m this 
era/\ ifetd uoah! i['p' ir to bo llu d' ; 1 tioii ..t British 
ni.in-poutr \i.i«>rdinEr to its jrophit-, at ire to de- 
spatch to the t nds <it tlu ! Ill} iri. l,unvlrui-> ol thousands 
of our bins and rtrls is s'.on is th(\ hav sOiool Quite 
apart from tla rank ini}'ossibilit\ <>1 ibsnrbine thrin into 
the life ot the s!ov\l\ d'\(lopiin; nopiiiiions, we are to 
lose this \ita! stre im ot labour and ditiiisui material, 
in order tint twfnis Years ! i in - tin d^man^l trom our 
Dominions mac oejual the suj'jKini: p.nur of Great 
Britain \ eri/ur {'ro}'‘osmon nas iumf eoneeuved in 
wool]\ brains Will does tin v\ord I oij^Mnisrn elurac- 
terise sueii a pro}iusition Alon^'sidt tins emi^^ration 
‘stunt ’-"-for tliere is no other term winch suits its sensa- 
tional character rises a ieebK baek'l'>-lhcdand preipa- 
gand i rhe kevstonc of the whole proless'S lo be the 
doctrine that the standard of British wages and living 
now preclude us from any attempt to ri\al (ierman pro- 
duction, or te» recover our trade with Europe Such a lure- 
ing of the tail on our indu.strul supremacy has probably 
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never before bu-n mcK)ted in this country The sooner 
these che*jp-jack gcrrvm.mJers of IJritish pf»]h\ renlise 
that the British voter will have nothing to do with so 
crack-br. lined .i s(.ht'me, the sooner it will come tt) the still 
birth ulik h Is U ^ in<‘\ itnble fate ” 

What'ver attention So.nm s had euen to ‘ 'Fhe Parlous 
State of h'nglandd he coull in>t hi a- ^ ms' d of .iiuthinL: 
rash as a faitli in hoggarikin It loueirtisin wire killed 
to-morrow, he, with Ins inherent di^tru-t ot theories and 
ideas, his truly English pragmatism, louhl ma hi Ip feeling 
that Michael would lu \m. 11 iid ot i white ih phant Wliat 
disquieted him, howivir, was ih( snsju-nm that he Inmself 
had inspired this ariuk Was this that too-cheer'/ fellow's 

retort ? 

Dccicie<l]\, he should not mention his \:*vit when he 
dined in South Squari that e\ i mng 

Tlic presence ot i strange hat ou tt ^ ircopl'a'jus warned 
him of a fourth part\ Mr Bis ilu , in t.u t, w ith n cm ktail 
in his liand, and an oli\e in his muuth, was talking 
to Fleur, who was curled upon a t ushion Iw tlic fire 
. “You know Mr. Blvlhc, Dad > " 

Another Editor! Soames extended his Imnd with 
caution, 

Mr. Blvthe swallowed the olue “ It’s of no impor- 
tance/^ he said 

“ Well said Fleur “/ think )ou ouglit to put it all 
pff, and let them feel thev've made fools of themselves ” 

** Does Michael think that, Mrs, Mont ? ” 

** No ; Michael's got hts shirt out ! ” And they all kx>ked 
round at Michael, wIk' was coming in. 

Heccfitainly had a s.>mcw'hat headstrong air. 

' Acoot^^g to Michael, they must take it by the short 
haira aifd give as good as they got, or they might as well 
put vp ihe shutters. They were sent to Parliament to 
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hold ihcir oun opinions, not those stuck into them by 
Fleet Street. It they ycnuincK believed the Foggart 
policy to be the onl\ w i\ to ture unemployment, and 
stem the steady dram into ihf* t-^wns, iliev must say so, 
and not be st, impeded bv t\iv\ huh newsp.ipcr attack 
that came aloni' Common ^v ti'ii w i, ..fi their side, 
and coniiiion-s^nNt, if \ou . r. vi ’t ""H through 

in the end li.<‘ ojpoMtu.n t-. was really 

based '11 IP to l.-wer u o;' s md longer 

hou^^ "'I b *'oi t, ' nh th< • : .f' n’t s.a >■- in m so many 
U(>rd> L ( 111' } Ip' jumj ''.r"U/i. tiuir hoops as 

mil' h ast),(\ hod lb woi.id bet thiluhtn bogg.irUMn 
had b'.ni i\ iii"ri'hN l.t.-m lia pabli^, th(\ would be 
eating hall ’1,1 ii U(ir>K uitli an or of Latuig some one 
ehe's ' \n U'l'idenb. he turm d to boame> 

"I ^1,;'' . 'or, \ou di :n't e'» d ivvn about that 
paraitr ipd ' " 

Nianit^, f'nvatclv , and .is a bn^iii'^. nun, bad 
aKva\^ I 'hi'PiiJ Inmsi'It tliat, il u'rnercd, he need 
never tell .i il.rut untruth Lies vK.re n^t ILngliih. 
not tvm good lorm. Ivook.ne down his nose, he said 
slovvlv 

“Well, I let them know that i knew that woman** 
name ” 

Fleur frowned ; Mr Bl)tl»e reached out and took fome 
salted almonds. 

‘•What did I tell vou, sir ? ” said Miciiacl. “They al- 
ways get back on )ou. The Press has a tremendous acnie 
of dignitv , and corns on both feet , eh, Mr. Blyth: ? ** 

Mr. Blythe said weightily . “ It’s a very human initito- 
tion, young man. It prefers to criticise rather than to be 
criticised.” 

“ I thought,” said Flew, icily, “ that I was to be le^ tp' 
my own cudgels.” 
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The discussion broke buck to Fo^^c.irtism, but So.imcs 
sat brooding Hr would never again interfere in what 
didn’t concern himself 'I'lien, like all wlio love, he per- 
ceived the bitterness of his fate He had onlv meddled 
with W'luit did concern liimsdf her name, her liappincss , 
and she resinted it Haskef in wlikh were all his eggs, 
to the end of his da\s lie must go on walking gingerh, 
balancing her so tliat slie was not upset, spilling his only 
treasure 

She left tliem over the wiiu that onlv Mr Hlvthe was 
drinking. Soames heard .-n odd word now and then, 
gathered that this great Irot: thap was g<'ing to burst next 
week in ‘The Outpost,’ gat})er(d that Michael was to get 
on to his hind legs in the Housf at the first opportunitv 
It was all a mu// of words to him W hen thev rose, he 
said to Michael : 

“ I’ll take 111) self ofE” 

“ Wc’rc going down to the House, sir- won’t you stay 
with Fleur ? ” 

“ No,” said Soames ; “ I must be getting back.” 

Michael looked at him closely 

“ I’ll just tell her vou’rc going.” 

Soames had wrapped himself into his coat, and was 
opening the dcxir when he smelled violet soap A bare 
arm had come round his neck. He felt S(tft pressure 
against his back. “ Sorry, Dad, for being such a pig ” 

Soames shcKik his head. 

No,” said her voice ; ” you’re not going like that.” 

She slipped between him and the door Her clear eye 
looked into his ; her teeth gleamed, verv white. ” Say you 
forgive me ! ” 

“ That’s no end to it,” said Soames. 

She thnist her lips against his nose. ” There ! Good 
aight, ducky ! I know I’m spoiled ! ” 
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Soamcs her bodv a coiuuKuc little squeeze, openeJ 
ilic dt'or and ucnr out without a word 

rnd(.r Bit,' Hen l>oys were lallin): — pilitical news, he 
supposed Those l.ahour e haps were j’oini’ to fall -some 
Editor liad g(tt them into trouble He would ! Well — cine 
down, t'other tome on ’ It was all remote to hun. She 
alone - she alone mattered. 



CHVPTFR XII 

Mlt. II vi I Ml ' 1 ^ 

Michaf.t nnd Mr HImIk. smi'j'it tin M.itlRr-if P.irliamcnts 
and found her in luininnuon ],iln r iKmii had r^.^u^Ld, and 
Labour was tallini,' ti-'in its \ ujnsidt rablc number 

of people \%erc in J’arliaiiu r.i b^pi.irt ( oiUciiiplaiinL; 

Ben and hopmu for sciisati-Ti. 

“I’m not poini^' in,” said Mkli.ul “ riiin uoii'i he a 
division to-ni^hi (i<-m r.il f h etaai , a tore'ione lonelubion, 
HOW. 1 vvant ti* tlitnh ” 

“One will go up lor a bit,” said Mr Blvthc , and they 
parted, Michael returniiiL: to the streets The night was 
clear, and he had a loii'jing to hear the cone of his eouiury. 
gm — where f For his eountr\me-n would be diseiksmg 
this pro and that earn, would Iv nuntiouing eaeh his 
personal ' grief ’ — here the Income Tax, lhe*rc the dole*, 
the names of leaders, the word Commiuusin. xXowhere 
would he catch the eciio of the uneasiness in the hearts of 
4dl. The Tone s - as Fleur had predicted — would eomc in 
now, ^Thc country w«mld catch at the anodyne of ‘ strong 
ftidble govemment.’ But ci‘uld strejng stable genernment 
Temove the inherent canker, the lack e)t balance m the 
top-heavy realm ? Gmld it still the gnawing ache which 
everybody felt, and nobody would express ? 

Spoiled,’ thought Michael, ' b\ our past prosperity. 
Wc aluiU never admit it,’ he thought, ‘ never ! And yet in 
our bone* wc fed It ! ’ 

Eii^^dl with the silver spoon in her mouth and no 
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longer the teeth to }i(»hi it there, or the will to part with 
it ! And her \er\ qii.ihties — ihe latent ‘grit,’ the power 
tu take things smiling, the lack <'t nerves and imagination ! 
Almo'.t vicc.s, iMw, perptiuaim.' tin rash hclict that Eng- 
land could still ' muddle ihrouch ' uitluuit special effort^ 
although with t \ er\ ) e ir tli :r(. u h s-* chain c of recovering 
frc»m sliotk, 1' S'' tinn in \\hnh i) exercise the British 
‘virtues ’ ‘ in liic upiai.',' thuueht Michael, ‘it’s a 

gl)a^tK 1 luh m ' 

Thu^ inu'ing, 'a turned 1 ist Mnl theatre hour, and 
the ' (irc it Par.i'itc ’ a^ ^!r ) on' s In.-e tri e died il—was 
King inert, -n 1 bright He w dk<d tin length i;l wakeful 
Idee t Strict int" tin (.Tx m* d< !!nMn^ In da\, mi dead by 
night Iltri 1 , id I mi wtahh w.i, sriiHi/nu: off the day’s 
debauch 11 r wen all tin trmn md hlnnenis of English 
credit \nd 1 tMdmi what ' < )'. If-J and raw malcrial 

from wliich 1 nglind, undetcndi i in tlie air, might be cut 
off b\ a fresli war , (»n Labour, too big lor Luropean boots. 
And \et tliat credit sIimhI high still, soothing all with its 
‘ panaJie ‘ s-'U, pcrfiapn neei\<rs (,j tfic dole. With 

her promise to pa\, I'.iigland eouid still pufeliase anything, 
except a quiet heart 

And Mkhael walked on-tlinmgh Whitechapel, busy 
still and coloured- -into Mile Lnd J'hc houses had become 
low, as if to gi\e the dwellers a better view of stars they 
couldn't rcaeli He had crossed a frontier. Here was 
a dilierent race almost ; another England, but as happy- 
go-lucky and as hand-to mouth as the England of Fleet 
Street and the City Aye, and more ! For the Englasd 
in Mile End knew that whatever she felt could have Do 
effect on policy. Mile on mile, without an end, the kwr 
grey streets stretched towards the ultimate deserted graie» 
Michael did not follow them, but coining to a Qaemiy 
turned m. 
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The show was far advanced Bound and seated in front 
of the bad cowboy on a bronco, the lieroine was crossint; 
what Mithael slircwdlv suspetied to bt tlie film u)nipan\\ 
pet paddo(k K\er) ten ^e^ond^ 'vhe i,M\e wa\ to John 
T. Bronson, Manager of the Tmsoiuille Copper Mine, 
devouring the road m his to ii p Pukard, to cut her 
off before she reaclud the Pirna ri cr Miclutl contem- 
plated his fellow ga/.ers Lappint: u up' btnm^ stable 
government not much' 'I his a.i-, their anodene and 
they could not ha\e enoiiuh ot it He saw the bronc 
fall, dropped b\ a sh"l from john ‘I Broii'-on, and th- 
screen disclose tin words “ H.iirc Pete urows desperate 
. . . ‘You sli.ill not ha\e in r, Brotivin ’ ” (juite ' He 
was throwing lu r into the ri\cr insi'-ad, to the word> 
“John T. Brcuisun dues” Ihcre lie c*''-''* Ih' has her 
by her flowing hair' But Hairc Pet* is kneeling on 
the bank 'Ihe bullets chip the w.it<r 'rhr<juidi the 
heroine’s fair pertonted shoulder the landseapc is almost 
visible. What is that sound? ^ es ' John T Bronson 
is setting his teeth ' He lands, he drags lier out 
From his cap he takes Ins autom.iiK Still dr\ th.mk 

God! 

“Look to \ourselt, Hairc Pete'” A puff o[ .Ninuk^. 
Pete squirms and hiits the sand — fic seems almost to 
absorb the desert “ Hair\ Pete gets it tor keeps ! “ Sloa 
music, slower ! jc'hn '1' Bronson raises the revuing form 
Upon the bank of the Pima river thc\ stand embrace J.. 
and the sun sets " At l.isi, my dinkv love ' ” 

‘ Pom, pom ! that’s the siulf ! ’ tluuight Michael, return- 
ing to the light of night * ‘ Back to the Land ! “ Plough the 
fields and scatter ’’—when they can get this f Not much ! ’ 
And he turned West again, taking a scat on the top of a 
’bus beside a man with grcasc-stains on his clothes. They 
travelled in silence till Michael said ; 
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“ What do \ou make ot the p4»hiical sjr : *’ 

The possible pliimkr rcplitd, wiihuui turning his head : 

“ I should say they've (»\erriaihed tlieirseKcs” 

“ Ou^lit to h.ive fouirht nu Rus^la— iiui^htn’t they ? ” 

“ Russia— ih.it io(.k vM'ii’t fiirht either Nao -<iught 
to 'aw \'\d on to the Spriiii:, in' lou/ht on a ginid stiff 
Budget " 

“ R( .il ( lass issut ^ ” 

“ \\li> ' " 

“ But do \ou tliink class p<'h’i.c r in wipe out unenv 
ploym( nt ' ” 

The man's in"uth nuofd undir his moustache as if 
mumblini: a lu w i h ,i 

“ Ah ' I'm }i d up with pol|ru^ , in w<>rh to*d.i\ .ind out 
to-morrow whii’s tlu go^j <.i p..lnks ih.it i.m't give 
you a perm im nt job ' ” 

“ Tli.it’s It ” 

“ Rep.iratiuris," s.iid his mighbour, u/rr not goin’ to 
benefit b\ rep.ir .tions TIr workin’ classes ought to .stand 
together in ever) country” \nd lu hx.kcvl .<t Michael to 
sec how he liked (hai 

“A good manv people thought s-. before the war; and 
set what h.npfH ned ” 

“ \h ' ” said the man, ” .md what goud’s it done us ? ” 

“ Hav'e V'ou thought of cmigr.iiing to the dominions ? 

The man sh<H)k his he.id 

“ Don’t like wh.n I see of the .Austrvlians and Cany- 
dians ” 

“Confirmed Englishman— like nnsclf ” 

“ That’s right,” said the man “ bo long, Mister,*’ and 
he got ciff 

Michael travelled till the ’bus put him down under 
Ben, and it was nearlv twelve. Another clcciion ! Coold 
he stand a second time without showing his true ColoQli t 
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Not the faintest hope of making Foggartism clear to a 
rural constituency in three weeks ! li he spoke from now 
till the day of the election, ilie\ would merely think he 
held ratlier extreme views on Imperial Preference, which, 
by the way, he did. He could never idl the electorate that 
he thought I'.ngland was on the wmng tack— one mn^ht 
just as well not stand Ih uuild never buttonhole the 
ordinary voter, and s ly to him “Look lure, )ou know, 
there’s no eanhlv hope (d anv real impro\. matu for another 
ten years; in the meantime uc must tau* the music, and 
pay more lor wtrv thing, so that twtiiiv \iars hence we 
may be safe from possd>le starvation, and sell-suyj'orting 
within the I'lPpire” It w isn't d"iu \or lould he say 
to his Committee “ Mv IrietKL, I represent a poluv that 
no one else does, so f ir ” 

No ! It lu meant to st.m i ai; iin, he must just get the 
old whee/cs off his eix. St Put did Ik riK an to stand again ^ 
Few people had less corutit than Michael- he knew himself 
for a lightweight. But he had got thi'. bee into Ins bonnet ; 
the longer he li\cd the more it bu//ed, the more ns buzi 
seemed the v'oicc of one erving in the wilderness, and that 
wilderness his countrv To stop up that bu/zing in his 
cars; to turn his back on old Hlvthc, to stilL ins ctm- 
victions, and vet remain in Parliament - ht could mn 1 It 
was like the war over again. Once in, yovi couldn’t get 
out* And he was * in ' — committed to something deeper 
iar than the tup dressings of Party politics. Foggartism 
bad definite solution ot England’s troubles to work 
4lKVll!rd$ — an indcj^Hrndent, balanced Empire ; an England 
aade iu the air, and free Irom unemplovment — wdth Town 
4ia<i Country once more in .some sort of due proportion ! 
W« it »uch a hopeless dream ? Apparently ! 

*WcU,’ thought Michael, putting his latch-key in his 
(kKMr» ^ they may call me what kind of a bee fool they like 
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— 1 sh.in t bud'.’t ' Ht; up •<> lits dressing* room and, 
opening: the uiTuh'U. karud <'in 
Tjie rumnurous t<>un hunini. 1 , tfir skv was faintlv 
(.'doLircd h\ rtfbi tuin from its ii '!iis A spire was 

MSihlc, SOUK stirs, thi tree [■•liirt iii tht Sipa ire hung 
ilat, unstirr<di l'\ witui Ih iviiu! .md duu«sf u irrn — the 
niLtht Mull '■ Ft iiicnii't ri.d i ciTt.iiii cvininp -the hit 
London tir r tid ■'! t!i< u ir 1 r->ni his (. oiu alt scent hospital 
he liad watdu d it lor t’lrec hoars 

‘ \\ liat fools We .dl ar* not i-. dr >p hiriitmt: in the air,' 
he thought ‘ \\ 1 11. il ue vioii’t, 1 sh dl l’o all out for a great 
air force -all hanu’s. l^r us, on salcts Irom air attack. 
Km'H the wist. 1 an uiuh rstand thit ’ 

Tvso nun had stupj ed ix ruatii lus uindovs, talking. One 
was his next ^loor n- lehoour 

“ M ifl ms vsords," s.iid hu mighhour, “ ihe election'll 
set a big turivo < r " 

“ Vos , and vsh.it art \ou go.ng to do wnii it ” said the 
otlit r 

“Let thine'' .done, thes'll riidit tlunistlvts Tm lick 
of all this d< praising tuaddle A dulling i/tT the Income 
Tax, and \ ou’il s( <• ” 

“■ Hovv arc sou going to dsal ssith the I. and ? ’’ 

“ Oh ' damn the Land ' Ix.isc it to itself, that*! all 
the tarmers rcalK ssant The more you touch it, the 
worse It gets ” 

“ Ia.-t the grass grovs under \our feet ? ” 

The neighbour laugh -d “ That’s about it. Well, wbat 
else YOU do-~ihe Countr\ won’t have it. Hood night 1 ” 
Sounds of a door, of fiMnsieps A car drove by ; a moth 
flew m MichnePs face “ Tlic Country won’t have it ! " 
Policies! What but mental \awns, long shrug! of the 
shoulders, trusiings to Luck ! What else could they be? 
7 hi Country wouldn't bavt it ! And Big Ben itmck mdve. 



CHAPTER XITI 

iN<.rPTios 01- TUI \.Asr 

There are pretple in tvcr\ huni.m hut born to focus talk , 
perhaps their mai^neiuni draus tin human toni;iu*, or 
their lives an lutd at .iii .uiiii an^'h Of such vuis 
Marjorie Fcrrar one (d the most talked-ot \ouni; uomen 
in laindon Whatever h.if'ptiRd to her was rumoured at 
once in that eolleUioti ot the bus\ and the idh called 
Society dhal she had been e|ccted Iroin a draw intt-n>om 
was swiftly known rUur's letter^ about iier became 
current i^ossip The reasons tor eiictinent saritd tri;m 
truth to a leeend that she had lifted Mich lel from tin arms 
of his wile 

The onions ot hu^smts are seldom simple And when 
Soames called it all ' a storm in a teacup,’ he nut^lit have 
been right it Lord Charles Ferrar had not been so hcaviU 
in debt that he had uithdr.iwn his dauithier’s allowance, 
if, too, a Member tor a Scottish borouifh, bir Alexander 
MacGown, liad not tor some time past been pursuing her 
with the idea of marriage Wealth made out of jute, a 
rising Parliamentary repute, powerful ph\sic}uc, and a 
determined character, had not advanced Sir Alexander’s 
claims in twelve months so much as the withdrawal of 
her allowance advanced them in a single niglii Marjorie 
Fcrrar was, indeed, of those who can always get money 
at a pinch, but even to such come moments when they 
have seriously to cimsider what kind of pinch. In pro- 
portion to her age and sex, she was ‘ dipped ’ as badly as 
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her father, and the withdrawal nf her allowance was in 
the nature <•! a list straw In a ni inu-nt of diicouraijc- 
ment slie consented to an eni^ai^'cmciu, not \et t'j be made 
public W’Ik II the HKidMU at 1 h-ur’s ennu to v'^ir 
Alexander’s c irs, Ik went to his bstroiia d tiamin^ Wh it 

LMuld h.' do 

“ Noihine, ot course , don't b' '•'i]\,Aki ' Who ares ’ ” 
“ d'ht. tiiine's in-'iK'r'‘Us i.» nu i,'o and evast an 
apolot;v iroiii ilns old M n ki;u ird ” 

' hatlar's h ui, irui la wnuloln't ^nve it lit A ijot a 

thm s (111 ' -'i Id h 11.;^ t ketth • >11 ” 

"Now, l-'ol. Ihr, Marjoru, j^'ot f" make our 

eni^ai:'‘nH nt f al'ln, .md* h t rm t t'> work on him. 1 
vson’t has' th.'. st..r\ i,- .itiLt .ibo .• 

M,(r|ori( 1 ( rr .r sh ",k la r ht ad 

"On' no. n.\ dt ar ^ ou’n srill on [ robation I don't 
care a tiipjanns ut .ibout tta si<ir\ 

"Well, I do, tnd I’m pome to tnat hllow tomorrow.” 
Marjoru Orrir studied his t tee -its brown, burnini' 
eves, Its hi ck, stiff h.iir, its j.iw - shutred sliphtiy, and 
had a br.iin w.ivt 

" You vsill do imihmp ot tin kind, M'k, or sou’ll spill 
\our ink M\ father wants nu to bn.np an at lion, ife 
sj\b I shall ptf swinpim,' darnaps” 

The Ssot.sm m in Ma«(»own applauded, the lover 
quailed 

"That mas l>c sirs unpltasant for Sou," he muttered, 
*■ unless the brute set'les out ot Court ” 

" Of V ouobe he’ll settle f’ss poi .dl }.n evidence in mjr 
\ amts 'bap " 

Maefjown pnpp'.d her h) the shoulders and gave her a 
fierce kiss 

" If he doesn’t, I’ll break cvers hone in his body.” 

** My dear ! He’s nearly seventy, I should think.” 
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‘‘H’m! Isn’t there a young nan in the stme boat 
with him ? ” 

“ Michael ? Oh ! Michael’s a dear I couldn’t have hw 
bones broken ” 

“Indeed!” Slid MacGovvn. “VV'ait till he launches 
this precious rii^^j^ariism th< y talk of -dr<.ar\ ' I'll 
cat him ! ” 

“ Poor 111 lie Mu'iiatl ' ” 

“I heard something about an Am' ru m bo\ , too” 

“ Oh ! ” said M.ir]one‘ Ftrrar, rehasint: hersilt fniin his 
grip. “A bird of pa'-sac"’ “da'li't botlicr about him” 

“ Have \ou got a lau \' r ■' ” 

“ Not yet ” 

“ ni send \ou mill' He'll make tliem sir up ’ ” 

She remained pensive alter he ha.l left her. distrustinc 
het own brain-vsave If <»nls sIk w'Teii't so hard up' 
She had learned during this nutnili <•! s(,.ret eni;.'!:' me nt 
that “Nothing for nothing and onK t.ur value t>>r six- 
pence** ruled Nortli of the Tweed as well as South He 
had taken a good many kisses and L'lven lier one trinket 
which she dared not take to ‘ licr I nde's ’ It began to 
look as if she would have to m.irrv him The prospect 
was in some ways not repulsive— he was emphaticallv a 
inan ; her f.ither would take c.ue that she only married 
him on terms as hlvral as his peditics , and perhaps her 
motto * Live dangerously' could be even better carried 
ont with him than without. Resting inert in a long 
chatti she thought of Francis Wilmot. Hopeless as hus- 
baod, he might be ch.*rmmg as lover, n.aivc, fresh, unknown 
in London, absurdlv devoted, oddly attractive, with his 
lithe form, dark eyes, engaging smile. Too oldTashiontd 
-for words, he had made it dear already that he wanted to 
marry her. He was a baby. But until she was beyond 
hk reach, she had begun to fed that he was beyond hers. 
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After ? Well, uho kntw ? Mic lived iii .nJv.ince, d.inifer- 
ou^ilv', with I rantis Wilmoi. In the nu.mtmie lliis action 
for sLtndcr was a Inirc ' And sli dunj; tlic idea out of her 
head, she ordered her horse, ihan^'cd her tiotlies, and 
repaired to the Row Alter that she ai^ain thanjjed her 
clothes, went to the Cosniop..li> Hotel, and danced wdth 
her niask-tacid pirtntr, and 1 rums \\ :}in(»i Alter that 
she ilianited Hr uoihts on^e n^ori, wint to a first nighty 
partook (if si’:[er al’< r\\ irds w r ii the piinuj’al actor and 
ins partv, .iiid w s m Ixd In twoo'Joii 

lake tn ot put iMons, that ot M iriotu 1 errar received 
more tli m its d. s( rts It \ou avow a (.rud <jf indulgence, 
\ou will la ind il:td In the crnluh-us in truth she had 
onlv 1 'd ! ' I io\^ 111 iirs posi'i- the liiniis oi decorum; 
hid sniok(..l opium <-m(, and lain su 1. tntr it; »^nd had 
sniffl'd i.tnam' Jint to see what i' was !i! • ^}te gambled 
onh with dis'ntion, and thicflv on race-horses ; drank 
with stric t iiiodtration and a ciMal he id , sinoktd uf COUFJC, 
but the [iirtst iiLMrities shi d-uld i, and through a 
htjldcr It sft, had learned saec'estivi jortns of dandng, 
she daneid them hut oiue in a him ni<M>n She rarely* 
hkIc at a five -barred gate, and that onlv on horse* whoivc 
powers she knew 'lo W in the know she read, of courtt, 
ain tliirii: ‘e^trimc,’ but would not go out of her way to 
do so bhc liad flown, but just to Pans bhe drove a car 
well, and of ei'ufse last, blit nev^r to the d mger of herself, 
and seldom to tlic real danger of the public. She had 
splcndi 1 liealih, and »ook care ol it in pr.vaic. 'She COuld 
alwavs sleep at ten minutes’ nt;[ice, and when she sat op 
half the night, sKpt halt the dav. blic was * in * with the 
advamed theatre, but took it as it came. Her book of 
poems, which had received praise l>ccau5c they emanated 
from one of a class suppf^sed to lx* unpirctic, was roDAlk^ 
able not so much for irregularity of thought as for irr^ga- 
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l;irity of metre. Slie vv.iv, in credited with .s t<>o 
strict ohser\.ince of her expressed creed- ‘Take life in 
both hands, and tat it.' 

This was why Sir Alex.iruh r M.uOiiwn’s l.iuver >.it on 
the edj’C of Ills chair in lier studio the foUovsinit mornine:, 
and f^M/ed at her intcntK He knew lier renown better 
than Sir Alexander Mes'^rs Sttthwhito and Stark liked 
l(> he on the nvtht side ot .i in.iitir Ulorc tint took it up 
Htnv far would thi^ Noutie I.id\, with Ik r V( r\ attraa!\c 
appearance and In r fast n put.ition, ‘t.iiid lir^ ^ For 
costs — they had Sir .Mtxaiidir'- pu iraiitet and the word 
‘traitress’ was a pood enough iHL'inninp. hut in ta-ts of 
word ap.unst v\ord, it w.is ill prdiniinp 

Her ph\ Mopnonn imprt d Mr S-nhwhitt l.uourahK 
Slic would n<n ‘ p( t r oiled ' in Court, i' in was an\ judpe . 
nor had she the Auhre\ Ih ardsh \ la-t of featurt he had 
been afraid of, that nupht aluiiitc .1 Jur\ No' .in up- 
standing \oung woman with a g'M.vl l^lu< (\e ami popular 
hair. She w<uild do, if her st<»r\ wtr-. ill right 

Marjorie Ferr.ir, in turn, strunni'-td one win* looked as 
if he might take things out of her Imiui- lamg-taced, with 
grey deep eves under long dark l.ishes, all his hair, and good 
clothes, he was as well preserved a in. in of sixiv as -lu had 
ever seen. 

“What do you want me to tell \ou, Mr Selilewhite ' “ 
“ The truth ” 

“Oh! but naturall) Well, 1 w.is jusi saving to Mr 
Ouinscy that Mrs Mont was very eager to form a ‘ salon,’ 
and had none of the right qualities, and the old person who 

overheard me thought I was insulting her " 

“ That all ? ” 

** Well, I mav- have said .she was fund of lions ; and so 
she ia,” 

“ Yes ; but whv did he call you a traitress ? ” 
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Pu-cnusc she was his daughter aiiJ m) hostess, I 

supp-.so’’ 

" \\ ill [Li's Mr Qmnst‘\' you ^ 

“Philip \ '-.-i'.' ri'iur’ IP's in ni\ pocket.” 

“ 1 )ul aruE Hsc. ovtih'/r \wu riinnr.i' her down ? ” 
^he hes'i I'l .1 1 > u r.vi " \i' ” 

‘ hirst 1)1. '' ihi'U'ht Mr ^ 'il'uhitt, w’di his peculiar 
s\M(.l'ir I '•ini' " W h 'i I'l'Ut in \iii ri* an ? ’* 

M irj'.rit I ( ri .r ] (aeheil “Ih umu’i s .\ sit, .in)’W.iy.” 
“An .dnunr 

‘•\.i 11.'' . I'V’ 1 •li’ \nnr,. i” 

‘v''>.^i'nd lit '* ■■iiehr Mr Sctlli while ‘ lU ? she tells 
tiuni e. n ’ 

“ W-a A I'll an i] vi>u ■ in •'hoa to tluvsc who 

ci\ir}jiard t!/ * 1 ,' ’i , aiitl ali.t wi . m lM, 1 suppose 
“ 'Ws '1 1)( r '' n 'la hi (u r ” 

‘ Spi iLin^ t! ' rruth tht-tv,' li.oa^hi Mr hvttlewhite. 
“ Are \ou h .r i up ' ” 

“ Coul In't v,< '1 h< h.irih r ” 

Mr. Ntthwhiti. pul oia- liaiid on t oh kne< , and reared 
his slirn h^odv 

“You di-n’i a.int it to conn into Court ? ” 

“ No . though I suppose It ni’jh’ he r.itfier fun.” 

Mr heltlevshi'a smiled ap.iin 

“That cntiri Iv dtpmJs on lion m.ms skeletons you 
have in \our cupl’Oard ’’ 

Mnrjonc Fcrr.ir also smiled. 

“ I sli.dl put everyth nst m vour hands,” sjie said. 

“Not the skeletons, mv dear voun^ lad) Well, WC*I1 
scr\c him and sec how the cat jumps ; hut he’s a man df 
means and a lawyer,” 

“ I think lie’ll hate having anything about hi* danghttf 
brought out in Court,” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. SctilcwKitc, drily. “ So should I.^ 
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“And shf n a little snub, \()u know.” 

“ Ah ' Did \ou h.ipjxn to use th.ut ,\ord ” 

” N-no , I'm {>retty sure I didn't " 

‘ 'I’liirti lie ! ’ ihoui^’ht Mr Si tikulnte : ‘ not so well ^ oM ' 
” It rn.ikts a ditltrutie OuUe sure ' ” 

” Not quite ” 

“ 1 le sav s \ ou did ^ ” 

“Well, 'l ti.ld him Ik u is a l:,r” 

“ Oh ' did \ou ^ And tie \ Ik .rd \'-a ' ” 

“ Ratlu r ' ” 

“ That ma\ b* import. uit 

“ J don t belie\t he'll s t\ I i dh d her a sn >!■, 'p Court, 

anyw.w 

“ Th.it's V' r\ shn \\,1, Miss ICrror." s, i.l .Mr St uK uhite 
“ I think \se sh.il! do " 

And with a find look .It hi r trom un.l r las loni^ l.ishos. 
he stalked, thin in.l tom.umd, i.i tin i-tor 

'rhree ei 1) s Liter So im s rittivtd a K'^il letter It 
demanded .a form.d apo]i»..;\, .md eoikladtei with tin \eords 
“failing it, .iclion \m11 he t.iken " I'uue in h.s Lh- hi ii,,d 
brought .le'tnms himselt , om i tor hrt k h ol i otur k t, oiue 
for dnoTie , .ind now to he sued lor si m ier ' In eser\ 
case he had been the inuirtd p.trie. in his ,,uri opiniop 
He was eeit iml\ not itoni' I'l .ipoioei''e I nder tlie direi t 
threat he lelt mue'h c..lmcr He li ul n uhinit ti> he ish.imcd 
of. He would e'.ill thit ‘ hiL'Ciite ' a ir.iuress ti; her t.iee 
again to-morrov\, .md p u tor the lii\ur\, it nee\! he Hts 
mind roved back u* ulien, m the earlv ’en^hties, .is .i \er\ 
young lawvcr, he h id li.mdleei his L'nele Suithin's detenee 
^ Ugainst a telhns member ot the W’.dfxde Club Swrdnn 
t^had called him in jniblic “ a little tourinit ts luppcr-sn.ippcr 
of a parson." He remembered how he' had whittled the 
charge down to the word ‘ wlupper-snapjscr/ b\ proving 
thri'plamtiffN height to be five feet tour, his profession the 
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cTikirch, liis hnlut the collei ti'in of nn'ne\ for the purpovt 
0} sm. * 11-1 loihini,- the I'l]! ishiitvf rs J’tn | jr\ h.id .issesseJ 
‘ w hipp* r-sn.ipptT ’ .*t ten poimd.s - ^oames .*K\.i\s hclie\( J 
i'k small cloth*''- li id d.'r.i it Hin C'ouh'm 1 h ul made 
L'rt.it pMnu "1 ilum Iloh'vt.\, fJC There .ure C'ounse! 
in those d i \ s , 'lie Q C \ had h< < n i>* tti r than (h* K C.'s 
utfL Ih'l^st.e A-'idv! ht\( r' '•( tiiFourh this 

‘ ha-iMK' ' and > ' 111* >■**.. nth* otlurvidi. I nu le v^cMihin 
havi .ojivl hiiT. to dinij* r iln r\v arde .en! p'\(M him York 
h iin uitii Mad'ir* s 11,11, Old h"' s[*ud Ihulsuck He 
ti.id iu\*r mvfti orvhodi. .iirithim.' elst Will' There 
must still \h' I rosv.< \ omn* rs v.hoioul.l tt.ir.i r*put.iti*in 
to laMe rs, * sp* 1 1 dl'v otnirc v\ isn't "tie to ft ar \riil one 
I'juld ao\ >s V, t!l, o tiie list rnonvnt it on* wished, 
d'hert was no peol'liis ,oi\wa\ ot 1 K ur ht init drapp'cd in 
as witness or oisfhinL' "t tiiat sort 

He was thiit' ' r strui k, ,1 wtt k hit* r, win n Mu iiael rang 
him up at Marhduriiam to s i\ that i h ur had hetn served 
w ith a writ tor lih* 1 in 1 * tiers loiitainini: anionit others the 
expressions ‘ .* snake ol the first water ’ aiul ‘ she h.isn’t a 
moral aheuit h< r ' 

Soames went i old all over “ I told \oii not to let her 
go about abusin^' that woman ’’ 

I kn*'W , but she doesn’t e<»nsult me every time she 
writes a letter to a friend " 

“ Preits friend ' ” s.iid boames into the* mouthpiece. 
“ This is a nice pair of sf,oes ! ” 

Yes, sir , I’m \erc worried She’s absolutelv spoiling 
for a fitht — won’t hear of an apohigv ” 

Soames grunted so deeply that Michael’s car tingled 
forty miles away 

“ In the nu ntime, wliat shall we do ? ” 

** Leave it to me,” said Soames. “ I’ll come up to-night. 
Has she any evidence to support those words ? ” 
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Well, she says 

“ No,” said ^oamcb, abruptly, “ don't tell me over the 
'phone.” And he ranij otT He went out on to the la\sn, 
Women! IVtted and sp'-iK d— thi'Ui,du the\ (.<»uld say 
what tiu \ liked! And sn lho\ u-idd till they eaine up 
against another \Noman lie stopped bv the boat-lunise 
and gazed at tlie rner 'Tbi vsater w.is iih\ .aid chan, and 
there it uas-llosMtig d<tun to Loii Ion to get all dirt\ ! 
That feverish, ejuarrcKomc busuu ss up ih-rt ' Noa he 
would have to si‘t to and ral i. u[' all he eoul i againsi this 
Ferrar worn m, and frighttn la r <'ii It v.as dist.isieful. 
But nothing else for it, it iieiir \eas to be kept out of 
Court! Tirriblv pett) bouat\ laVNsuits \s\n> e\tr got 
anything out ot them, s.i\e he irt burnrig oul degrada- 
tion ? lake the w.ir, \'ou niighi uin and regret it ever 
afterwards, or lost and regret it more All temper! 
Jealousy and temper ! 

In the quiet autumn light, with, the v..\o>ir of smuke in 
his nostrils irom his gardener's first led bonfire, boames 
felt mor.d. Here uas his sem-in-lavs, wanting to do some 
useful work in Parliament, aiul make a name for tlie baby, 
and Fleur beginning to settle down and take a peisition ; 
and now this had eomc along, and all the chatterers and 
busy mockers in Society would be gnaslong on them with 
tbeir teeth — if lhe\ had an) ! He IcKiked at liis sh.idow 
the bank, grotesquely slanting towards tlie water as if 
wanting to drmk Ever\ thing v\as grote'se-juc, if it eame 
to that I In Society, England, Eurevpe— shadows scrim- 
maging' and sprawling ; scuffling and posturing; the world 
just marking time before ane>ther FIikkI ! H'm ! He moved 
towards the river. There went his shadow, plunging in 
bef>r« Idm I They would all plunge into that mess of cold 
water if they didn't stop their squabblings. And, turning 
abruptly, he entered iiis kitchen -garden. Nothing unreal 
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there, and most thini^s running seed— srulks, and so on ! 
Hou tu set raking up th< past i>t tliii young woman ? 

Wlicrc was It ? i’hest sparks and ilv*hy-nightN ! 

lliLW all had pasts, n'idwul't , but tin* Jl finite, the concrete 
hit oi inini'-r'iiiN ..hau vsas o! use, and when it came to 
tin pmnr, u .s t.n.ib; i.n.ihl' , h sfi aiKhi't wonder People 
didn't 1 I' LiMt’c ii>. [I r ii- i ’ It was risk), and 
not tilt thlllL: ‘ 1 al' s nut <•! Si iinol ' 

\nd, .ine'nL'^ his artkhnk's, aj^pms mg ul tlmse w^o did 
net tell tiles, cis.ipf rik lilt: "f ins'-ai wim wanted litem 
tf^lvi, bn tin- v 1 ' ^ -Kca. erin 1^ ’!i it t-'hl tlu \ must be. The 
leaf btf J K t' d, in.i tia .irt./.-i-s srmlhil rank, the 
sun wiM !--w;' b< h:n j tht. hieh Irak wall mi Mowed by 
hit) ^'a"s.I ith' I , .ill was p( a ' tal and i hill), except 
in h's } - .( ' Ot'an n >w, ne •: :"e nr ('.(iiing, lie would 
walk atnniiL* \(,:'t.b] s i''a\ n.il .itid restful, 

mJ \nij .III lia 111 'I la \ }' al bt t o r fht\our than 
the gr< ( 1 arc. r's .iii.l s.ui 1 ins bill muidh meti‘s profit- , 
cenre .okl .1' liiit Pirhija t.k- \ i. i n s- iited atavistic 
insliiikt*- ri tins gr. i: ,.'r ouis-.n t.f ‘b..tirinr DosicPs ’ 
f'athir. li>i .1 lung lini ni lars\te ‘ .igru uhuristld Hc 
set \v<>T' ni mnr> st..re b\ 'iget.d-Ks ihs uldtr he grew, 
\\h>.ii 1 , M w IS a hnlt bit nt I thing, lie would find her 
when Ik earn* bail frutn the Cit\, si.it'd .unnng the fun* 
fiwwirs nr 1 la k oirrints, nursii g jicr dnll He had once 
laksn a Ih. - lit '■! h< r !- or. t.d tfie liMh brute had Stung 
iiim H'-st stars he t\cr ha»i, befon sh< grew up and 
tiM<k In this guialnut S»e:ets busiritss, issociaiing with 
women who went behind 1 er bai k ;\p<ilogy! So the 
wouldn't }i< ar of one ' biic wjs in the right. But to he 
m the righr and ha\c to go min Court because of it, wa$ 
one of the most painful ex|x*ritnces tiiat could he undc?^ 
gone. The Ctuirts existed to pcn.ihsc people who were Ul 
the right — in divorce, brcacli of promise, libel and the 
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rest (if it. Those uho were m the wr<inp went to the South 
of Er.ince, or if they dul uppc.ir, defaulted aftervsurds ,md 
left vou to j .i\ \our eosts }L(d he not himself h.id to 
pay tiiem in Ins .i< tmn ayonnst Eosinnee ^ And in his 
divorce suit h.id not Youny' Jo]\on .irui Irene been in It.dv 
wlien he hroupht it r And vet, he eouhin’t he.ir to think 
of Fleur catiny' liumhle-jue to th.it red h.nred eat Amonu; 
tfie ^ntheriny' shadows. Ins resoKc hardened hecure 
evidence tlial weiuld fnyhten tlie I 'a uu tire into dropping' 
the whole thing like .( fuit p'Ot.ito ji was the onl) w'a\ I 



CIIM’TfR \IV 

H KI II' K V 0\->[I)l p VI1()\ 

'Pirr fl"\, rniTV ft i . 1 ‘ ' .'v m ti ir !" s ' , r flu* luliTor 

ri'i otir pr US' I’. vs!i_\ .in.l Ml. hi' I s.a douti 

I'luinip'N i." \ i *' ■>' ll"'vsi\ rnoii^'h williout s.i\ ins; 
iir.'hinj' \,i i, li i\ ini: iinpi tuiu -I\ tinti'ii “ Klcrtors 
111 Mul 1)';.' it n [n iKn 1 t"r n: iii\ ni'iiii'iits still as 

I ni in ’aK" I, IS h I I : j . j i Jinr' r " II" he iraied 

W'lFkls i: '."U ,ij iin riturn nu is sour repre- 

M iiatiu, 1 s', ill I') !ii\ 1 ' f'>r tht C-i'jntrv ai ( ordin^ to 
riis iu'i.is 1 ^"ii'-iiir th' lin.ii itiuns oj inn unents, and, 
t '.hr'p Jhtr, ili Muirif\ "t lirii iin thr-uicli tiie cnlar^'e- 
nunt 'if "ir \ir sh t- iiu s , tiu di \ t loj'inent of home 
ai^'rknhun, the eliinin ition <>{ unenj}'i‘>Mncnt tlirough 
iiurL.is'd rv’TitiDn to tin I ) 'nunioas , .md the improvc- 
rnuit ot th«- n itiori.il ht .dth p irti ul irK through the abate- 
ment ot slums and sniihi., to in tin. nnist j'r^'ssing and 
iniinidiite ectuerns of Hntish polu\ If I am returned, 
I sh.ill (iiduisour to ti'Stir thts' ends witli di termination 
and solurinv' ; and tr\ n'lt to abuse th'is' whose opinions 
dihir troin mv "v\n At m\ mu rings I sh dl seek to give 
\ou sonu uunreit nle. <>1 ssh.it is in ms mind, and submit 
m\ self to \ "ur ques’ioning ” 

Darsd he letsc it .»t that ’ Could one issue an addrcsi 
containing n') dusp iragi mint of the other side, no panegyric 
of his own ’ Would Ins Commrtcc allow it ? Would the 
electors swallow it ^ Well, it ins Committee didn’t like it 
— thev could turn it down, and himself with it ; only — they 
wouldn’t have time to get another candidatcl 
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The Committee, inJeed, did not like it, hut tlie\ lumped 
it ; and the Address went out with an effiLt) on it (jt Mieh.ti-l, 
looking, as he said, like a hair-d.resser 'I'hereon he plungi.d 
into a fra\, which, like ever\ other, began in the general 
and ended in the pirtnul.ir 

During the first Sunda\ lull vit lapj in di dl, h. d- seloj^r i 
his poultry siluint-hy mar! it,’' dut mu*', .nd d’.iiding 
henv w'atcr could lu laid <>11 Tin h nhfi w is '^mH \ In Ins 
view it was throwing awa\ im-nee “ I < !'.■ r' hi e tli it ' " 
Who was going (<• i' e h tIk rn i!u )>>l> ' Ih h id no time, 
himself, ft wmild run into hundr-ds, .md iiiight just as 
well he pourtd df*un thi .mtt^r "'ll. f"w::sni in’s no 
mortial use on tin kind, M istir MivI.'tI " 

“ So ever\ body s i\ s Hut. h'ok li. ; , [ aitu Id, here are 
three ‘ dou n .ind *>uisd two oi i hi m t ^ r-.n i , .ind ' dii’ \ 1 
got to help me put this thr-uigh You sa snursJt this 
land’s all ngh.t for poulirs — wOl, it’s doiiig no l- ■ d now 
Bowman knows e\er\ hist tlnng about (hiil'.ns, s< t lum 
on to it until tluse chaps get tlw hang He .1 good fellow 
and put your heart inti^ it , stni wouldn't like being ‘ down 
and out ’ yourself ” 

The bailiff h.ui a weakness for Muh.iel, whom he h.ul 
known from his Imiile up He knew the rtsuh, but if 
'Master Mich. ad liknd to throw his fatlur's mone\ awn\, it 
was no business of his He c\en went so t.ir as to mention 
that he knew “ a lellcr ” who had a hut for sale not ten 
miiei away; and that there was “plenty of wood in the 
COp*c for the cuttin' ” 

Chi the Tuesday after the (lovcrnment had fallen Michad 
went up to town and summoned a meeting of his ‘ down 
,,and out*.* They came at three the following day, and he 
placed them in chairs round the dining-table. Standing 
WOider the Goya, like a general about to detail a plan of 
attiU^k whidb others would have to execute, he developed 
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his propos.il. The tlircc f.iccs cvpressc.l little, nnd th^t 
witliout t<in\K'ii<»n On]\ lhTL;Kkl li.itl knoun unwilling 
of n, bt'for- , .' iid his fate v\as th. m-iM doubling. 

“ 1 ki'MW in tl.(. 1( ucnt on Micii.icl, “what 

you think <■! It , blit \<)U al! vsam ji*:'s two of vou out of 
and \<.'!, Ji .lJuk, don't i^imd \\l,,a it is, I think.'* 
1 k ‘t'-- sir." s 1 1 i luk, " I'm on " 

Muii.rl ihst iiitr. {>ui Imi down is t>u last in in of the 
thrt t 

l!,t Mih« r tvM» K* sih ni :.!l Ih r^i\ hi s ud : 

1: I h,> ’• 

Mni ‘.i nn-mn * qa .h 

" I'm t ■ ’ 1 ' V .i; I •' , \ >u thr. i pat in tho brains 
ami 1 d'o '• h’s jto‘ >1 m\ m-f M..r< t-, oi i bare living, 
but 1 h-p. i:'ii Ik 1 h' -hh'. om \\),o d. vmi say, Mr. 
bw ain ' " 

i hi i, lit 'll rm n si. i.i-u-. stp. ; , u tiian ever, in the 
i^dou oi i h ur s ''p imsh room, sniil d 

“ I'm sun It*' \ir, lit-! \(,-i 1 d-m': nnntl havin’ 

a rr\ ('Ph. v h -'s u'-'in to b-’ss th- show ’ “ 

“ Co-opt r.ui in, .Ml bv\ n" ’ 

“ .\h ’ " so i the h nr Ji. r , ' thought so. But I’ve 
seen a l-n oi i; is .it thu, .■’».! it .dv\ ns i nds in one bloke 
su .il!er)n’ IM ri st " 

“ \ erv V, li. ’’ s.iiJ Mich.iil, siul h n’n, ‘‘ I’ll boss it. But 
If an\ o! ' irme ,it the job, s.n so .it once, and have 
done with ir Otherwise I’l’ gft that hut delivered and 
Set up, and vi'll start this d iv niointi ” 

Ihiddiek L'-'t up, and said; “ Riglit, sir. What about 
mv eiuldren ' ” 

“ Ho\', old, Bodeilv'k ' 

“ Two little girls, tour and five.” 

“ Oh ! yes ! “ Mithacl had forgotten this item. ** W 0 
must sec about that.” 
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Roddick touched Ins forelock, shook MichacTs hand, and 
\\ciu out. I'lic oiln r two rtm.niied siandinj:^ 

“ Good-lnc, Mr Her;:! eld , j:ond Ine, Mr. bwam ! ” 

“ If I mipht ” 

“ C(>uld 1 sj'eak to \ on for .t nnniitf ' ” 

“An\thmi,' you h.uc »to sa\,” s.tul M'chael, astuleK, 
“ had better be said in i.ich other’s frcsciuc.” 

“ I’ce aUsavs been vist vl to h.iir ” 

Mhty,’ thought Mu hill, ‘iliit lali didn’t drop that 
“h” for him - pour In j^^ear ’ ’ we’ll ect \ou a 

breed of birds th u c.m be shine:icd,” /.e said I he hair 
dresser smile el down t.nc side oi },u J.uc “ Ih 'j^ars ^ m't 
be choosers,” he rcmarkcel 

“/ wishcel to isk \ou,” said Ihreleld, “whit scstirn 
wc shall aelopt ' “ 

“ Tliat's pot to be worked out Here arc two booi.s on 
pouliry-kcepinp , sou'd better read one each, and swop 
He noted tliat Berpiedd toeik both without re luoiistrane e 
on the part <'t Sv^aln 

Seeing lliem out into the Nju.ire, lie tlioueht ‘ Rum 
team ! It won’t work, but they'cc L'ot their eh ince ' 

A young man who had been standing on the pavement 
carac forward 

'•Mr. Michael Mont, M.P. ” 

'* Yfs.” 

“ Mrs. Michael Mont at h< me ’ ” 

“ I think Sf> ^^’hat do )ou want ^ ” 

I must sec her person. ilK, please 
“ Who arc you from ' ” 

“Messrs. Scillcwhue and bt,.rk— a suit.” 

“ Dressmakers ^ ” 

The young man smiled. 

“ Come in,” s.ud Mtcii.icl. “ I'll sec if she’s at home.” 
Fleur was in the ‘ parlour.’ 
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\ \iiune n’t. in from s. nu‘ vlrt s^^n ikcr's for 
Jc.ir " 

“Mrs Mnliu'i M->nt ' In iln snit of K'rr.ir .ig.unst 
Mi.ni !ib( 1 li’ -ui ,i IV . n. < ! .m " 

Il'tu-,n ihv>s<. ho'.r'- ot t.t'.ir tn.l uli'.n So.imc-s 

,irri\(>l !r"ii Mnluli.r! tm. sufit’rtvl more th.in 

j'l, ur I ' .iiui S’ r I lied .tpiruion p-rlorimd <m her 
ui;!' ,11 111 ' s.ir'nii'a si- 11 ot t), Hr.ttsii H ir. ii w-is .in 
ipp j F'-o'' ' r . ,tv i ' rt vnouKI 1 < n . s tiisf Rtion in 

M ir| -rn I t rt it's iKo I'. I'n- • n tl. '.li'!’ . wn;. her instJe 
;•> tl,( ei t ot dd, ' H- *\ IS iinlv disioiu cried, 
ite ri t , w h' n I h nr >.i!vi 

' \11 riL'/ II 'I.' urn’s to t'- opn.ii itp, sht sh.dl In 

I iji'.u s!i [], u ’ ’ I’ iris uiiii \\ d(< r \ o me Inst \osemher , 
.oni lA' du o s !', r ri tol i slif was Ih me Cnrl'-w’s mistress 
tor 1 \< ir ■' 

\ .'soi ii ’ , ( I'. ' r* iin 1' r all tin' i .its m >01 iet\ , mus k 

t,,r .ill thr i'h'vs tins in tin sti,('s .mJ 1 If ur the huh 
0 } It' ll( u.iittvl lor .'soiims Aith iinp.ilif nee Thou>»li 
* ( )L1 F/irs\t(’s’ indien.ii ion hid stirtid tins, Michael 
turned to him nou. is to ,m un hor h t eo off a lec shore. 
Til' ‘ old m m ’ h 1.1 e\pi n- n- ' . juderm nt. .ind .1 chin ; lie 
vM.ulvi know uh It, e\i(pt ht inn, if it vMtn n pnn, could be 
done (ii/inc’ nt a squirt t-/ u of studs w.ill which had 
tsc.ip'-d n fr.iinid enri, iiurt. In refit tied on ihc underlying 
sn.igcrs of lift He uould be entinp' a lobster to-ni){ht 
that hid been slouis boiled .line ' This study had been 
cleaned out In i thirwoman vihose mother was dying of 
c.inecr, whose son had lost a leg in the war, ,ind who looked 
so joll) tired that he felt quite had whenever he thought 
of her The Hergfelds, bwains and Boddicks of the world 
—the Camden Towns, and Mile Ends— the dcvaitated 
regions of Eranee, the rf>ck tillages of Italy ! Over it all 
what a thin crust of gentility ! Members of Parliament. 
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and ladies of fashion, like himself and Fleur, simperinj^ and 
sucking silver spoons, and now and tlicn dropping spoons 
and simper, and going for each other like Kilkenny cats ! 

“What cMdencc has she got to support tlmse words r ” 
Michael railed his memory d’his was going to he a 
game of hint] That Walter Na/ing and Marjorie Ferrar 
had flown to Fans together appeared to him ci m \t to 
no importanre People eould still flv in eoiiples with 
impunity; and as to what had happened aUerwarJs in the 
great rabbit w irren Outre Marnl'e — Ptl ' The* BcTtie 
Curfew affair was dilKrent Mnola of a \ ear's duration 
probably had lire behind it He km w Uertu Curfew, the 
enterprising Director oi the ‘ Ne Plus I’ltra Pl.iv Soiiets / 
whose device was a stork sv\ dlouing i frog — a long \oiing 
maS) with limg young hair that shorn and w<.s bruslud 
backi and a long \oung rnord , a stranei mi\turt ot enthu- 
siasm and contempt, from or^ to the other ot winch he 
passed with cxtie me suddenm's', liis sister, of vvlu'm he 
always spoke as ‘Poor Norah,’ in Mn haePs opinion was 
worth ten of him. bhe ran a Ciiildren’s House m Bethnal 
Green, and had e)es from which mcannes.s and evil shrank 
away. 

Big Hen thumped out eight strokes ; the Dandic barked, 
and Michael knew' that Soames had come 

Very silent during dinner, Soames opened the discussion 
over a bottle of Lippinghall Madeira by asking to sec the 

writ. 

When Fleur had brought it, he seemed to go into a 

trance. 

‘The old boy,’ thought Michael, ‘ is thinking of his past. 
Wish heM come to ! ’ 

** Well, Father f ” s.nd Fleur at last. 

As if from long scrutiny of a ghostly Court of Justice, 
Soamet tnmed his eyes on his daughter’s face. 
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“ You wiin’t ent \<n:r words, f suppose ? ** 

Fleur tossed Ikt n(*\v de shmi^ded head. “ Do you want 
me Tu ' ” 

"Cm \r)u substmuate ' You riiusin'i rely on 
whit w.is told \ou — tho isn’t '.\uhtut 

" 1 kno'A thi' \ni.i!'' 1 N 1/1 ■ urn In r .md said that 

she didn’t Hiind W , liter flMn. t** F ins with M irjone Fcrrar, 
but that sl.e viui oK)( ct to n !, \ m ■ bu n ul 1 Ik lore-hand, 
so tl at she lurst If vouhl I a\t flown to Pans Wiih somebody 
els. ” 

‘ \\ (. v' uhi ''ul p'ln.t th-.t '.■•'.ji;: woman,” sod boames. 

1 Kur K lur ht id " bhe'd ne'.er Walter away 
m Court " 

" li'nC Wii. ter- ibout n 's ^!lss 1 err m ” 

"1\ r\loi\ ’kiiv)ws of her !■ latjoiiship with Bcftic 
Curfc w 

"Yes.” Mim. tel pul in, " .md Intwetii ‘everybody 
knows ' .,nd ^ -rmbode tilK ' is a great gap fixed ” 

b.iaiTUs liitdd.d 

" bhc just wants raontx out of us,” cried Fleur j 
" she’s alwaxs hard up .\s it she car d whether people 
thought her moral or not ! biit des}>iscs morality — all 

her Set do ” 

‘‘Ah' Her view of mor.ilitx !” said boames, deeply; 
he was sudd niv seeiiiL’ a Hri'isfi Jur\ confronted by a 
hamster describing ti*c modern view oi morals; ‘‘No 
need, perhaps, to go into personal details.” 

Mie'had started up. 

“ B\ Jove, sir, >ou\c hn it ! Jf you can get her to 
admit that she's read certain boAs, seen or acted iQ certain 
plays, danced certain dances, worn crriam clothei— — ” 
He fell back again into his chair; what if the otLcf Side 
started asking Fleur the same questions r Was it not the 
fathion to keep abreast of certain things, however IIkM 
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one might r< alK be ? Who could btund up and profess to 
be shocked, to-da\ ' 

Well ’ ” said Soanics 

“ Only that one’s own point of mow isn’t tjuite a l>riiish 
Jury’s, sir. l.\en \ours.\nd ours, 1 (xpnt, don't priMsth 
tally.” 

Soanus looked at Ins d uiohti r 11 undi-r.tood l.oosc 
talk —afraid (d being out oj tin t ishioii -'\il loniiiiuni- 
cations eorruptinc all protession ot -jood innin rs ' ^rill, 
no Jury eould look at her la»i unlioal — \sli . i - ikl resist 
the sudelen raising of those uhin lids ' !)( si ie s, she u is 

a motiicr, .tnd th(‘ older Worn ni u asn't , or it s', v as she 
shouldn’t be ' .\o, he held (o his ide i A u> \ *r lelhos .n 
the H«ir could turn the uKok thing intii an in ii. tni' nt of 
the fast set and moviern nioralits , nivlsive all th- irnidious- 
ness of exposing a uom.m's j riv ite lit' 

“You give rne tlie n.iiius ot ht r set and those lio.tk's 
and pl.iys and daiuing elui^s .ind things,” he s tid “ I'll 
have the best man at the Har ” 

Michael rose from the little e'onterence somewhat cased 
in mind. It the matter could be* shitted from the par- 
ticular to the general, )f, instead ot altaeking Marjorie 
Ferrar’s practice, ilie detence could attack her theors, 
it would not be so dreadful tsoames took him apart in 
the hall. 

“ I shall want all the intormaiion I can get about that 
young man and her ” 

Michael’s face fell 

“You can't get it trom me, sir, I haven’t got it.” 

“ She must lu' frightened,” said buames. “ If I can 
frighten her, I can probably settle it out of Court without 
an apology.” 

“ 1 sec ; use the intormation out of Court, but not 
in ” 
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So.imcs noTT\l “ I shall tOl tlicm tlut \\c shnll justify. 
Give me the )<ninu man's aiiJrtss '* 

“MaOnth Chamhers, Ill.x in'sl'ur\ It's clnsc to the 
British M iiHum Hut iii> rcnuml'tr, sir, that Id .iir Miss 
Ferr.ir's lirun lu Court will \k ..s b i.l for us is tor her.” 

Av‘Ori Soanus nojdtvi 

When I'kur anb, far laTi^r h i.i V’ne up, Muhiel lit 4 
siMrittf. riH j'os'J. h n 1 - ii.f" tlu ‘j‘''’h’nr' He S 4 t 
(jo'.Mi at tM(. I ht !nsirani('’t tn i.li \<r\, little 

noisi So la i'mIi! '*r..m on it \Mfhout t- ir of u ikin^ the 
tk\enTh h troll- 1 i rom 1 >pannh tune pnkcH up three 
\cirs apo on li.s i :u ' ni "Ui, ’Ahosi so. il;< r\' alvsaV'S 
sootluJ iiiin, }i tin/' rs u itnlir'.! on “ 1 i,’ol 1 iroun» 
\ou i;ot iiTov," .’.Ml- i s elnklt rn L'or a I roun ' Kh’r\- 
<t[U Jut talk '!"-at 'I ih' n .iin't L'oin’ J' ri All (kxi’s 
chil krn eot a c r-iwn 

(ilass lustris on tht walls ek-tiiusl out at him As .1 
thild ht li.ul lo\.d tilt toloiirs of his aunt Pamela’s glass 
chatklelicrs in the panelled rooms at Brook Street ; but 
when he kntw whit was wliai, ht .irul t\cr\ one had 
iaui^htd at tlwm And ni'w lustres hid tome in ag;iin ; 
and Aunt Panula had itont out ’ " She liad a crown— he 

had a erown - ’ Ci-nlound that tune ’ Aupres de mi 

ll'nde il fdit ^'on jiiit rnu j.m i„ ti , Aupr^i d( ma blond/y 
il liiit bon Jorrnir " 

His ‘ blonde ’ not so \trv bloruie, either— would be in 
bed b\ now Tinu to go up ! Hut still he strummed on, 
and his mind wandered in and out -of poultry and politics, 
Old Forsvte, bkur, 1 oggariism, and tht Ferrar girl — like 
a man in a maelstrom whirling round vsiifi his head just 
above w.iter Who was it said tlie l.indmg-placc lot 
modernity was a change of heart , the rc-birih of a belief 
that life was worth while, and better life attainable f 
‘ Better life ? ’ Prcrogaiisc of priests ? Not now. Human* 



464 A MODERN COMEDY 

ity had pjot to save itself ! To save itself— what was that, 
after all, hut expression of ‘the vmII to live ’ ? But did 
humanity will to Ine as much as it used ? Thar was the 
point. Michael stopped siruminini; and listened to the 
silence. Not even a clock ticking- time w.is inhospit.ihie 
in ‘ parlours ’ ; ,ind Fnpl.md .isK-cp outside Was tlie 
English ‘will tn live’ as strong as e\(.r, or had they all 
become so spoiled, so sensitise to hk, that the\ liad 
w'fakened on it r liad they siulivl their si]\<r spoon sn 
long that, threatened with a spwon <>( hone-, t!ie\ prek rred 
to get down from table ? ‘I d^rn't heliecc 0,’ tliMu^dit 
Michael, ‘ I won't helie\e it. Onlx where are uc lsuiil^ '' 
Where am I g<'inp ? Where .irc all (Jod’s children going : ’ 
To bed, it se-c me d ' 

And Big Ben struck . One, 
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CH\ril'R T 

MIlI' \f 1 \1AK1 •> HI- -IM I t H 

U’ni s in the in \\ I’lrliirnr: Mh'.al r Idivrr his 

m.inl'.ru ii'>rt i-'W.ir.K t;i< >I‘’^ I't, il( h.m . ni r/nj Kinr’j* 
>pL< ^ 1 ), iic )i k 1 n-ir, , 111 1 I' i.'J ,iik 1 nc' .m ult’a in 
Lis }, .1.1 1 li> ii< irt u 1' !>' iiH.i' m 1 his knot s kli ut.ik 

'I h( pi'ii'V )■' r. i‘ > L irj( .1 f'» ( \j r- 's, !i ni>t I'l' U 5 i 1} in \v 
in ^ 'lutp!, v ts 111 I kIi iinl I'niii'.vi s" muih hevon.i 
uirr(.nt tl.ii he .iv\ ut' j n'lthiiii; but Liuglitcr. 

liis wiUilil I’t i ^tr.i\ vMiui L.irtMiu' th' uj ,i new hub 
inm ,1 L' irb.cn, ^ • s' rm J mvi v • lull th it im < <irncr wouKl 
ucKmIIu Its grovMh ‘{ iu rt u.is .i pi ml (..ilh-ii Chinese 
wcib Aimh h.i\;ng i^ot hold ni\ir ht i^D, .irni sprc.Jii till 
It ixcruhini,' Mith.ul d( Mr. J for Koggariism 

the carter of Chinese utfd, Inii dl he (xptLleti was the 
like of uli.ii he li.ui seen .it Monti rt \ on his tour round 
the uorhl .if ter liu* vs.ir Ch.iiKc h.itl once brought to 
tfi.it Califorui.m short the sttds of tlic Japanese yew. In 
thkk form.ition the little li irk fftes had fouL'ht their way 
inl.md to .1 distaiKt of some imles Th.it battalion would 
ne\er get farther nov\ that nmve vegetation had been 
consciously roused .ig,im'>[ it, but its thicket stood -a 
curious and strong invader 

His first period had been so reiic.irscd that neither 
vacant mind nor dry mouth could quae prevent delivery. 
Straightening las waistcoat, and jerking his head back, 
he regretted that the Speech from the throne foreshadowed 
no coherent and substantial polic) such as might hope to 
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free t}jc country from its present pl.itjue of uniler-cmploy- 
ment, and ft\cr-popuI.itu*n. Economically spcakin^% anv 
forcseeini? interpretation of the course of affairs must now 
place Britain definitely in the orhit of the overseas world. 
. . . (“0/; ^ oh ^ Ironical l.tiiLdiicr so siuin and sudden 
cleared Mklnn I's mind, and relaxed Ins lips , and, with the 
grin that ins ta^e a certain ch.irm, lie n sained 
Speakers on all sidi oi the House, dvselhn^' on the 
grave nature ot the 1 ncmplox iiieru problem, 1; id pinned 
their faith to ilie full rec.ipiurt of Icuropean trade, some 
in ontf some in another Aupnist as the\ ucre, he 

wished verv Inirnblv to nmark th.it tlie\ could not eat 
cake and have it {idufhr'r) Did the\ contend tint 
wages in lint.nn must come down aiul wurkin^' hours l>e 
lengthened ; or did tlu \ .issert that I'liropeaii wattes must 
go up, and Ituropean v\'>rkmit liours be sliortc ned ? No, 
they had not liad the temcritv iJritain, which was to rid 
itself of unemployment in the \\a\ s sui^gcsted, was the only 
important country in the world which had to buy about 
seven-tenths ot its food, and of whose population well-nii^h 
six-sevenths lived in Towns. It employed those six- 
sevenths in producing; articles in some eases too dearly for 
European countries to buy, and vet it had to sell a sufficient 
wrplus above the normal exchanges cjf tr.ide, to pay for 
seven-tenths of the wherewithal to keep its producers alive, 
{i/ Ui^b) If this was a joke, it was a grim one. {A voicf : 
** Tou have JofgotUti the (jrrving trjdr.") He accepted the 
honourable Member’s correction, and hoped that he felt 
happy about the future of that trade. It was, he feared, 
a lomewhat shrinking asset. 

; At tbit moment in his speech Michael himself became 
a aoaunvhat shrinking asset, overwhelmed by a sudden 
to drop Foggartism, and sit down. The cool atten- 
faint smiles, the expression on the face of a past 
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Prime Minister, seemed Lonspinn^* towards hts suhsidcnec. 

* Ht)w ' hi'u \oimp y.u art ' ’ tht\ seemed to 

SDV ‘We sat iiere ht lore \ou utre hrieilitd ’ And hr 
aLtretd with tiemi tompleti K ihtre w.is nothing for 

It but to ^-o i.n-wit!i 1 K jn t'n I, (dies* (»a)lerv, old 
Pl\ the in the I >otmi'uished S:r .m-t rs’ , ' . s, and somclhinf» 
stubborn in ni- h- trt ' C’i<pvhiii,' iht muts m his hand, 
therefore, i.t pro. - d' d 

In ''pih I : tl.' " i’’. Old I'M (US' ot rf’e \\ar, the popu- 
lation ot ili'T Ishnl hid in- r< ts' d !o :,o->o,ooo Pmi- 
pratiori had t d’. >1 iroiii o, ( r 2' •, o t..i'-,'x>> And this 
state ot thinLo w is to I- n in* d.a d b. tie mere process 
(it ri ( iptunn-e to n- fid', i ir- p< in trilt vslmh, quite 
(dn toirb , h .d '>0 mti nti.-n i t I- Oi/ o, r. ( iptur* i! What 
altcrnai'M , th- o th- o ' >om( honourable Members 
lie was itr nine m .n\ , woidd b' taniili ir with the treatise 
ol v^ir jaiiKS l‘-rjirt, (nii'I'-d ' ddi' I'arlous .State of 
h nqland ' f" //( <'■, ti luhk i ihnur Uftih.) Hc 

rttmrnbered to ha\e ri ad in a lertain <rpin, or perhaps 
he shiiuld s i\ }i iriTioniiim, ot ti.i Press, tor it was not a 
very vittp-’.ouevl instrument (/.oo-A/zr) ihat no such 
crack braiiud polu\ hid (vtr iven devised for Britiih 
consumption (“ //fvr, h.n ' Idrt.inly Foggartlsm 
was mad enoui;!) to kx^k diead, i<» l>e fundamental, and to 
ask the countrv to face its own pwition and the music into 
the bariram 

Al>out to go over ‘the top’-— with public confession of 
his f.nth trcmblim^ behind his lips—Michael vsas choked by 
the sudden thought ' ‘ Is it all right—is it what I think It, 
or am 1 an ignorant fool ? ’ He swall(Twxd vigorously, nod 
staring straight before him, went on . 

“ Foggartism deprecates surface measures for a people 
in our position ; it asks the country to fix its mind on A 
date— -say twenty years hencc—a minute in a 
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life— jnJ to work sRad:]\ and cohirmik up to that d itc 
It demands rccoeniiuin of the n<'cd to make the Hrit.sh 
Kmpirc, uiih Its imnunst rcsuuru ^ iiKistlv latcni, a •'Jt- 
suflicing unit Impfri.dists uill .isl> W'h.it is tlu re new in 
that ? Tlu no\c‘lt\ lu s HI d( nfi I and in nathi>d 
^Mriism uri'cs that the P*rnish pinpK sfioald he lain’liar- 
ised uitii the hmpire h\ (iri^iuis.d tours md prop .eMnd.i 
on a p"r< at se ih It ur^es * \asi im u .s^ !- od on thi^ 

tamihai is.iiioii ol lontrollid and < ij ii. } t d cinn’roion 
from th< s{ shore's lUii i' ha-> lu'n lound inijaissihlf , .s 
honourahh memh' is well laiow, to send out .suit itdi 
grtnvn loll in am ideepi ;■ e|u.nnt\. hee.iasc coiihrnud 
town-dwelh rs with their t->wn tistcs..nd h.dats, and tliiiF 
physique alrc idy impaiud lo i wn hn , .ire ot little ns^ 
in the Dominu'ns. winle th- i* w '•till <-!! tii* 1 njlish l.m i 
Gannett he sp.ired loituir'iMii. there tori, would si nd out 
boys aiul mrls, he tween tin .lue s oi fifteen, or pi rh. it's 
sixteen, and eightefii, in t:ie it numhers 'ihe House is 
aware that experiments m this dineiion h.ne alre.Kh 
been m.ieh, with eonsfueuous saness, hut sush ('xperi- 
ments arc hut a drop ;n the hueki t 'I'lns is a matter 
which can onK he tackled in the wa\ that things veere 
tackled during tlie w.ir Hexelopnietit of child emiuntion 
is wanted, in faet, on the same se.alc and with the same 
energy as was m.mifesied in Munitieuis after a certain 
most honourable Member had put ins shoulder to that 
wheel — muhiplieaiion a hundredfold Although the idea 
must naturally prove ahortisc without the utmost good- 
will and co-operating cnergx on the part of the Duminionb, 
I submit that this eo-oper.uion is ne>t beyond the bounds 
of hope. The present hustilue of people in the Dominions 
towards British immigrants is due to their very reason- 
able distrust of the usefulness of adult immigrants from 
this counif)'. Once they have malleable )outh to deal 
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\Mth, that dr lul'.iC k \.inis}us In fut, the (ipemnej up 
ol thc'sc \ast ncu (uuntrics is likt. ih' [r^L-rtss ot a rollinji^ 
snov\l\iI], f.a }i Iitlk hit nt ‘all rii^iit ' I Iv ^ the House’s 
pardon- pitks up .inoihtr litth lut , ind there is no 
limit to the ainiul.itise possihihtu if i si irt is made at 
tlie riplil till and the sJuiiu |uslud md t'Uiirolled h\ 
the rieht f tuple " >i'nuon( In hind lum s nd “ Talking 
through his lial ” Muhii! j .ao. d,, dist urm rtt vl , tlien, 
snattliiriL' at l.is h'lt, vm lu <>n “ \ i-.h ,,t this st/rt half 

done is latter h ft d>>n(, hu* .n tlu ^\.lr, aIkii soim ihini^ 
was fuiind ruMssirs, o v. ehaii , ii.vl nun w<rt always 
a\ailihh for tii- Join- of u I pit it to the H.nist tliat 
the tomlp’on •! "iir o>antr\ riww vh rn..nds tflorts almost 
u'' Lire at IS t h' :> 

He tould st( tfiat sniiif no ml. 'PS were aitualh listen* 
mu to him with ottiition, aiui, t.ikinu a dttp hrt ah, he 
w< nt t»n 

“Ltatmuout Irdmd - f/r ;./' **/r/v/'”) “I 

prefer not t'. : >uih "ti ansthinp that tlot s m-t like to l>c 
touchtd - ’ Jdui'htrr) “the jfistni r.aio of white 
population latwtMi Bnt.im md th< rest ut iht Kmpirc is 
r(mt,di!\ in the nature of tu< to two Child F.mij^ration 
on a preat stale will ifo tar l<> tt|ualise this ratio within 
Tv\ent\ sears , the Untisli thar.iiter ..f iht British Empire 
will he established for cser, and suppls and demand 
between the Mother Countrv anel the Dominieuis will be 
Icselled up ’’ {A voice “ Tfe Dominion^ uill then supply 
themichr'') “ 'fhe lionouralde M«mlHr will forpivc me 
if I doubt that, for some time cetmc Wc have the 
start in the machmerv of manufacture It may, of 
course, he five, seven, ten years before unemployment here 
comes down even to the pre-war rate, but can you point 
to anv ejther plan which will really decrease it ? I am all 
for good wages and moderate working houri. I believe 
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the stnndiird in Rr)t;iin and the new countries, though so 
much higher than tiie European, is only a decent minimum, 
and in some cat-es dot s not re.icli it ; 1 want better wages, 
even nifjre im<deraic worljny litmrs , and the v\aiu is 
common among working men wherextr tlic llniibh flag 
flics.” //car, /rar ' ”) “'l'he\ are not eoiiig back on 

that want , anti ii is no good sup['"Mmj t!. ti tht\ are [ ” 
(“ //car, hear ' ” “ Oh ' oh ' ") “ 'I'l <• cpialisation of 
demand and supple ivithin //'c Lv^piu is tie onI\ vsa\ of 
preserving and nnpro\ine ilie stand. irtis "i htc, which 
arc now ree<»gnjs».d as ntii s ir\ on Ibitisli soil 'i'he veorld 
has so eliangttl that tin olti III I\im ‘ bu) in the elKapest, 
sell in the dealest market ’ is staiulirg on its head so far 
as Engl.ind is toiu'nud I r..t 'J'radt was ne\t.r a prin- 
ciple — ” (“ OA ' f'/' ' ” “//f./r, h(„t'" arJ laui’hlrr) 

“ Oh ! well, It was b.irn twins with expedume, and tlic 
twins hate giu mixtd, and .iri. both looking uneoinmonl) 
pccky.” (Laughter) “Rut 1 won't go into tliat . 

voice : ” lutttr not ' ”) xMiehael etiuld sei the mouth it 
came from below a clipped moustache in a red, black- 
haired face turned round at him irom .i laberal bench. 
He could not put a name to it, but lie did lutt like the un- 
political expressnm it wore \\ litre was he ? Oh! xes. 
, . . “There is another point in tlie boggart programme: 
England as she imw is, insuthcienily prorceted in the 
air, and lamcniahK dexoid of food-producing power, is 
an abiding lempt.aion to the aggressive feelings of other 
Rations. And here I must beg the blouse's pardon for a 
brief reference to Cinderella— in other words, the Land. 
Tht Speech from the throne gave no lead in reference to 
that vexed question, be)ond impljing that a Conference 
all interested will be called. Well, without a definite 
intention in the minds of all the political Parties to join 
in tome fixed and iong-lasung policy for rehabilitation. 
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siicli a OmfcTc-nce i'; h<.unJ to f.ni H< n iirain Fosi:.iri- 
ism — ’ {“ // ^ "ll'Ts* steps 

in. FoLTiMnism s.us L>\ J.-vmi \o;:r LtnJ polin anJ 
dnnt it I., t i' i'l u ^ i r >i .is tin Pr •! liuiion Law 

inAnicnc.i" i7: ;./• ‘ w;> ” i^tu^hur) 

Ihc s n r- .i .n I >}inir. 1 i: s.)];i,i, liO ,, novel by 

1 \ ^' 1 f '‘(r) ‘ \\ 'i, n. s' ,il v( t nowhere 

i\ilh<ut tlih i: ' riito^ ( n, ,, . |,,n^j j ihev liC” 

penJs, not on!’ tin jr'j r i\ ■-! i irni< i .. 1 in.i!or<is, .mJ 
l.ib' iiiri r\ sii d It t:i ! mi) on .m tli 'imh i!i it is, but the 
\( rv ( ' I''*' r,^ ' I .,’1 nKl. i: in.! il' If,. r< n'loukl tome 
anotht r \s ir t- r i*k ii.’a v omiitions .mJ in a 

i iiui )■! !i' ' ill' nl. Inn’' ot prttcniing the 

perm mriv li- r -i o*. ih I'lritish t\[i 1 o/:^r.irtism 

rctpiiri s li, It u I IV i,io’,%n .. .r l.m.l [ o1i \ , o, th it \Mthin 
ten M.irs \\i m.o lTos rr^ uj to stv-f'i'. per tent, of 
our food Isi.t-ii’is 111 . 1. -I'.r ' thr vt ir shovsed that 

as muOi .IS riJ,!\-i»to jnr m nt . onl ! l>i grown at a 

pinch, imi th< im isi.ri s tlu n idopt 1 vsent i long way 
to prove til. It II^i^ ' siin, ,0 IS iio inon tli.in truth Why 
were thos rm .isiins ^ i ’o ir ip ' \\h\ was all 

lh.it ere at in.) r‘ wimn! ..11 e.-.t.} to ran to s. i d and grass? 
Wh.it IS u.mtiJl IS i.iiiil't' rui in every branch 

of homi aerkulinre , irivi n.-t/ur, * but a j'oluy guaranteed 
over a long p-riod < .m <v.r pod^v. ti, ,i (onfidence.” 
Mich.ici paus'd Cl. *si 1\, a ru mbir v.iwned; he 
heard a sliutHe of f'vt. anotiar oH I’nmc Minister 
came in, Ssvsrd nu rs wert going out There wa* 
nothing ntw .d».ut ‘ ilit Land ' Dared he tackle the ait 
—that third plank in thi boggart programme ? There wat 
nothing ntw about the air either ! Hesides, he would have , 
to preface it bv a plea for the abolition of air fightings Cff 
at least for the reduction of armaments. Ir would take too 
long! Better leave well alone I He hurried on; 
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“ Emi^r.jtion ! 'Elic Enriii ’ Fopt^artism dcmaiuN for 
both thr s.inu* sv\ctpinLr .Jttontioii .is was given to vital 
mcasurts durinL' tin u.ir I feel licnf>ureel in haviinr Ixcn 
permitted tn dr.iw the .itteiumn ot all J\irties to this — I 
will hr.ue .in hf>noar.ible Membt'r’s disposition to s.i\ 

* Ho, ho ' ’ pre.it irsatis' ..f Sir j.inn s I oetp.irt And I hei: 
the House's p.irdon for h i\ing Inxm so long in fulltllirig m\ 
t.isk " 

He sat down, .ifter spt akintr f'T tlnrtitn minutes Off 
lus the St • ,\n honour.il'h' MtnilHr i.ise 

“I must ront^r.itul it(' tin Member S.r Mid-Hmks on 
wli.U, des]Mtt Its .leejii.iint^iiie* ship \Mtli the* cdonds, .md its 
Lewis C.trrolli.m .ipp^ d for less lu lei, imiti taxes, ue 
must .ill admit to lu I li’.eK md \e. ll-da li\« red fust e llort 
Tlic Membt r for 'Id ne and I«is, (..rlicr in ila DOeite, 
made an .dlusioii t.. the I*.rt\ to win iilh.i\e*th( honour to 
belong, w Inch - er 

‘Ex .letK ’’ thought .Miehnel, .md iftcr w.nting for the 
next spec eh, whjc'h eoill lined lio .illusiem ululever to his 
own, he left the House. 



Cll \1MI k II 


Hi v,.(Ikc'l l.'r'it, liL’l • I i:i ! ,! ,,r. 1 ii ,irr 'HuU w.i* 

the ^Kiul'h it’ .trjoU" 'ttilltl'M UDukl 

be f' i'b t'l J II P' I ' .1 > t' J fii !!.!( II spfci’h 

<.l til 1 r C r\::i •'■’•vLt. \' K -s, hi hjei 

stiij'-piJ, t" h , .1. .-s " II 'ijsc ! - ill ti) tuii,'ct 

Ht i(i' 1. t, '.1 !. Oj ( r T' 'A t.it tliPvtugh 

ti’tir \ I H c s, M. I' ’ • r - 1* irh nif i/ i ' ;n 1 1( u-udJ have 

1- 'L 

I ie 'A N ! lit « i ' h' 1 .IV IT' A I’ ! h ur e .l!iC in 

Vi 'U eilb sj h n.i' 1! , M t i H 1 f'l It i" .St I *’ 

"Win i, ' ’• 

" 1 1's n.'iTi'/s M." (i"\vn ” 

" .^ir Ah \ in J. r M n n ' W hat .(I'cni him ^ ” 

‘ Vuj’Il S'* t'Mt'Tro.v III insinuat' 1 that sdu wcrc 
intertsti'ii in the e ilt tif tlu l*-njir: Ixvl., .is oju* of its 

publishers " 

" '1 hut's rather the- iimit ” 

"And all t lit rest of his speteh a.is .i e ut-up , iiorrid tone 
about the uh'-lc th.ne ]>') )>'uhn' u him ' *’ 

"M/cfioAiir No lie’s Member for some Scottish 
bore)Ui;h ” 

"Well, he's an cnem\ lJi\fhe is aAlulls pleased with 
vou, and Aild .ibout M,*i(i')An, «nd sw is Bart. I’ve 
ne\er seen him so angr\ Ni.u’ll h.i\c to Ante to 'The 
Times ’ and explain that you’ve hatl no interest in Danby 
& W inter’s since before you \u re elected. Bart and your 
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mother are commit to dinner Did \'ou know she was with 
me ? ” 

“ Motljcr ^ She abhors polities ” 

“ All she said v^as . ‘ I v\ish dr ir Michael would brush his 
hair back befon- speakini.^ I like t<» see his f(.rehead' 
And wh('n Mac(inun sat down, she saul • ‘ M\ dear, the 
back of that man’s head is perhetlv strap^dit l)'\(>u 
think he’s a Prussian ' And Ik’s -.a thick lobes to his 
can, I shouldn’t like t(. be morn, d to him ! ’ She h.td her 
opcra-glasse‘s ” 

Sir I -aurence .»nd Lad\' Mont were alrcade in the ‘ par- 
lour * when the\ went down, standirn? opposite eieh other 
like two storks, it not preeiscK (»n (me k c, still \er\ dis- 
tinguished ihishini> Michael’s h ur up, 1. id\ Mont peeked 
his forehead, and her do\e like eet^ i: ;/( d at the t(-p of 
his head from under tlieir arched Irous Mie was alto- 
gether a little Xorinan in her mrves, s}u c\en. itched her 
words. She was considered “ a de.ih , but not too fright- 
fully all there " 

“How did \ou manage to stick it. Motiier ' ” 

** My dear bo\, I was thrilled , e\cc*pt for that person 
in jute. I thouclit the shapr of Ins head insufferable 
Where did you get .dl that kn(M\l(di»e ' It was so sen- 

eblcP* 

Michael grinned ‘‘ How did it strike \ou, sir ^ 

Sir Lawrence grim iced 

“ You pkutd the i’uf.int U'rnl‘1/'^ m\ dear Half the party 
WOn*l like it because ihc\’vc never thought of it ; .md the 
Other half won’t like it bcc..use they " 

“What ! Foggartists at heart ? ” 

“Of course; but in Office. You mustn't support \our 
leal convictions in Office— it’s not done ” 

“ This nice room,” murmured Lady Mont. “ W'hen I 
frat last here it was Chinese. And where’s the monkey ? 
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“In Mich.icl’s stuilx, MotJ'.cr Wo lircd of him. 
Would you liko to SCO Kit hcinro dinner ’ " 

Left alone, MkIi.uI and his tiilur stared at the same 
object, a Louis Onin/t snufM''i\ yuked up by S<’ mics. 

Would \nu t Ike aiu non*. <it M.ie(jt)V\n s insinujiion^ 
Dad ^ ” 

“ Is that his name -tii' h tir\ }i iIkt^ isher ! i should.’ 


“Chscl.!' 
“ In i-'rix . 
“All thr. 
In the hr s 
ret^.ird t u 
‘ bhmild I. I 
cresceruli) >> 
for h s^ " 

“ but s- 
would b'-h' ’ 
“Thes A 


1 (>r in the I h use ’ “ 

.0 1 si. ■•dvi im T' 1\ e ill him a liar, 
li us( the ui-rds ■ Rm klcss dis- 
in fhirli iHit lit ill if V'Ui rcji^rct he 
miMi.l .rri< .1 ’ L) lomplclc the 
i 1 k.ii in< n’s now s h t\ < been pulled 

p. St,” se.l .Ml- huh “tint people 


“Thes A. 11 insthin.^ nu d. ar, th.at suggests 

t(irrupti-n m .-din' bf- It’s one ot th< strongest traits 
in hum m n-t ^ 

men w.-id i b' admirabh, it it w isn’t so usually felt by 
those wh- * ■ thimscKes that they 

can’t L.iwrence grimaced, 

thinkln - -1 t; 1’ P R ^ “ And lalkini: of that— why 

wasn’t Old 1< i-.tc in tiu lb -use to-day ? ’’ 

“ I offer' vi him a but he said • He h.idn’t bcCD ia 

the House sime Olalvtone moved the Home Rule Bill, 
and then onls because he was .ifr iid his lather would have a 

fit “ 

Sir Lawrence .vrrAcd his eyeglass in. 

Tint’s not clear to me,” he said. 

“ His lather had a pass, and didn’t like to waste It.** 

“ 1 see. That was noble of Old Forsyte.” 
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“ Hf said that Gladstone had Ix-en \iLr\ windy ” 

“Ah! '1 1 k‘\ ucrc even lonL'<T in those d.iys You 
covered yruir i^round \lt\ i]uu'k]\, Muhael I sluuild sa\' 
with practJt< you would ilo INt a hit «>f nevss lor Old 
Forsyte Shropshire doesn't spf.ik to Charlu I trrar 
because the third tim* tin r>ld in ci j'.ud his dthis in 
prevent ills lx inL’ post* d, lie ni.idi tliai a condition, ii ir tc ir 
of heinp ask<.d a^-ain li\ noi so hiru! .is I'd liojcd 
}R)w’s the action ' " 

“The last I heard w.ts si .no i iiui)_r ,,h,,ui .uiininisurini: 

what the) c .dl intc rroo itoric s " 

“Ah! I kiiovs 1 la \ .inswc r \ oil in .1 wa\ nohod\ c.in 
make head or t.n! ot, and ih.tt without prejudice 'I hen 
they adniini'-tcr tlain to \ou. mkI \ou .mswi r in the 
same wa\ , U all laljs the l.iwscrs \\ h.ii is then for 
dinner } " 

“ Meur said wt'd kill the tattc*! calt when I'd y, ,t nt\ 
speech off ” 

Sir Lawrence si^died 

“ I’m ^lad Your mother has \’itarnins ,ii:ain ratlicr 
b^ily ; we cat little hut carrots, i^entr.dh raw French 
blood in a family is an excellent thinp presents faddiness 
about f(M)d. .Ah ! here thev come ’ . 

It has often Ix'en re m. irked that the hreakf.isl-t.ihlc s 
of people who avow tlicmselvcs inditTerent to what the 
Press may sav of them are garnished h\ all the news- 
papers on the morning when there is an) thing to sac 
In MjchacEs case this was a waste of alnmst a sliillinc 
The only allusions to lus speech were contained in four 
out of thirteen dailies ' The Times ' reported it (including 
the laughter) with condensed and considered accuracy 
‘The Morning I’osi ’ picked out three imperial bus, pre- 
faced by the words : * In a promising speech.’ ‘ The 
Daily Telegraph ’ remarked : “ Among the other speakers 
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were Mr Mkhncl Mv»nt ” And ‘The Manchester Guar- 
dian’ (ihs'‘r\(d “'riK Member f(»r Mid-Biuks in u m.iiden 
speech .uicdcited the introduetinn ctf children intu the 
Domini^'ns " 

Sir Alexander Mac(iin\nN speci h reu'ued the added 
attentKin demandtd In liis i\tra \( irs of Parhamentar) 
serviLe., but tlier* w.is no allusion to the insinuation 
Mu h u 1 turiu d to Hans trd I Its onn sp* (a h seemed more 
Coin rent thin he had hoped \\ h' n Ihur e.aine down he 
v\as still n.uiinLt Maiiiovvn’s 

“ (li\(. me soim lotha , old thini; ” 

1 le ur I'.m him tin tofu.' mi leaned over his 
shouldeT 

" 'I'his M i ( lovsn IS aftt r M irjorie. Iirrar,”s}u said; “I 
reniemlxr now " 

Michael stirred his cup “Hash it all' ’I’he House IS 
free troin that sort ot p ttim ■ ^ " 

"No I r( member Alison idlmi; nu- I didn’t connect 
him up vist-rdav Isn’t it a diseustm^' sp<eeli ?” 

“ Mi^dil be Worse," s ud Mu had, witii a t^rin 
“ ' As a number ot tlu- firm who [niblished this smj>ular 
production, hi is doubtless m: rtsi<d in pnssmi; it on the 
public, s(, that we m i\ s.idv liiseount tin enthusiasm 
displav'cd ’ Doesn't that mak( \<iur blood boll : ” 

Michael shruntted his shoulders 
“ Don’t vou t \e r t( el aiii^rv , Michael ? ” 

“ M\ dear, I was ihrou^’h the w.m. Nmv for * The 
Tmies ’ \\ hat shall 1 sav ' 


“ ‘ Sir, 

“‘May I trespass upc-n v. ur valuable space* fthat*s 
quite safe), ‘in the interests oi public lite— ’ (that keeps 
it impersonal) ‘ to—’ cr — Well r " 

“To say that Sii Alexander MacGown in his speech 
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yesterday told a lie when he sui;L;f<;tcd that I was interested 
in the sale of Sir James Fo;^^»arl's bool;,” 

Strai^^ht,” s.dd Michael, “ but they wouldn’t put it in. 
How’s this ? 

“ ‘ To draw attention in a nii'^st.itt numt in Sir Alexander 
MacGown’s speech ot \esterdiy aftt rimon As a matter 
of fact’ (alua\s ust ful) ‘1 rca^ d to In’.e an\ interest 
whatever in llu' hrni uhith rublislud Sir fanms I'oy^art’s 
book, “The rarl(»us Si.iif nf I'liLdarid,” c\en before I 
became a nu iuIht of til' late Parlnnvnt : and im therefore 
in no way interesital, .is Sir MexandfrM icfi.jun s'ii^'.;csted, 
in pressing it (Ui the Publu I }usitai< :<• ..suiul th.it he 
meant to impugn mv honi.ur’ (must g< t in ‘ li. aumr ') 
* but his wor<is might be ir fii >( < onsrriu rmn M’ intt rest 
in the book is simplv m\ mi^rist in w ;iat is iriilv the 
“parlous stat( of l.ngland ’’ 

‘ FaithtulK , ct«, ’ 

That do ? ” 

“Much too mild. Besides, I shouKhi't say that vou 
really believe the state of Kngland is parlous It’s all 
nonsense, you know. I mean it's ex.iggeratcd ” 

“ Very \u'I!,“ said Michael, “ I’ll put the stat(‘ of the 
Country, instead In the House I suppose I rise to a 
point of order. And in the Lobby to .a pfunt of disorder, 
probably. I wonder wliat * The 1- vcning Sun ’ will 
»ay ? 

‘The Evening Sun,'* wlucli Mich.ud bought on his way 
to the House, gave him a leader, he.idcd : “ Foggartism 
beginning as follows : “ Young Hopeful, in the 
person of the Member tor Mid-Bucks, roused the laughter 
oi the House >cstcrday by his championship of the insane 
pdky called Foggartism, to winch we ha\'e already alluded 
in these columns ; ” and so on for tw^eniy lines of 
vivi4 di^ptragement. Michael gave it to the door-keeper. 
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In the House, after noting that MncGown was present, 
he rose at the 6rst possible moment. 

“ Mr. Speaker, I rise to correct a statement in yesterday*! 
debate reflecting on niv personal honour. 'I’hc honourable 
member for (ireengow, in Ins speech said — ” He then 
read the parjgraph from li.iMs.trd “ It is true that 
I was a nuiTii'cr of th'' firm wIikH pal-hshed Sir James 
Foggart’s book in .\u'C'ist, U)iu but I rciind from all 
conniciion uith that nnn in ‘M 'xr, ii):t, before ever 
I entcicd thus lioiist I have there tore n<i pecuniary 
or other nit' n whatever in pressing i;.t J.niiis of the 
book, tHw-inJ my great desire to see us principle! 
adopted " 

He s,u down to sofiK aprl. use , and Sir Alexander Mac* 
Gown rose Ml' hael r .ogniscd tlic face with the unpolitical 
expression he h id notued during his speech. 

“ I believe, " he s.ud, “ that the honourable Member fof 
Mid-Butks was not suiluicntic inK-rested in his own 
speech to be present when I made m) repi) to it yesterday, 
I cannot <iJr»nt that m\ words bear the eonstruction 
wluch he has put on them I said, and 1 still say, that 
one of the publisiicrs of a book must in ccssarily be interested 
in having the judgment which induced him to publish 
it vindicated by the Public, The honourable Mciut^er 
has placed on his head a cap which I did not intend for 
it,” His face came round towards Michael, grirn^ red, 
provocative. 

Michael rose again 

“ I am glad the honourable Member has removed ft 
construction wluch others besides myself had put oa htf 
words.” 

A few minutes later, with a certain unanimity, both 
kft the House. 

The papers not infrequently contain accounts d Iww 
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Mr. Swash, the lu'nourable Member for TopcLffe, called 
Mr. Buckler, the honourable Member for I ooting, some- 
thing unparliamentary. And of lieu Mr. 

Buckler retorted tlrnt Mr. Swash was something uors'> 
(“ Htar^ kfdf ! ” and ‘‘ Order ^ ’’) And of lunv Mr Su.ish 
W'jvcd his fists {uproar)^ and Mr. Buckler threw himsLH 
upon the Ch.nr, or threw some papers (“ Order ' order ' 
order ! ”) And of how there was t^'rcat C('n(uMon, and Mr 
Swash, or Mr Bulkier, was suspended, and led \Meiferous 
out of the Mother of Parliaments l)\ the Seri('ant-at- 
Arms, with other cditying det.iils 'Idie h(f]< atfair lv>- 
tween Michael and Sir Alexander \sent oft in othci wit>c 
With an instinct of common decencs, thev both m.idc 
for the lavatory , nor nil tla \ na- hid those marble halls 
did either taki the slightist notice ot the ^-thcr In front 
of a roller IovmI Mii.h.iel sud 
“Now, sir, perh.ips you’ll tell me wh\ \ou behaied like 
a dirty dog '^ou knew pcrfcctli wdl me construoion 
that would be pl.ued on your words " 

Sir Alexander turned from a h.iird'rush 
“Take that!” he said, and ga\e Mich.wl a sssmging 
box on the ear. Staggering, Michai 1 came up Wildlv with 
his right, and caught Sir Alcxami' r (»n the nose Their 
movements then became intcnsui Michael was limber, 
Sir Alexander stocky , nciihi r was over proficient with his 
The aflf.iir was cut shoit hv the honourable Member 
for Wash aston, wlio had lu'cn in retirement Coming 
hastily out of a dot^r, he receued simultaneous! v a black 
tytf and a blow cm the dniphragm, which caused him to 
collapse. The speaker, now, was the Member for W.js- 
bastoi, in language stronger than those who knew the 
honourable gentleman would have supposed possible 
“ Pm fright f iP y sorrv, sir,” said Michael “ It’s always 
the innocent party who comes off worst ” 
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“ ril djm’ well h.uc \ou i)i)th suspended,” ^Msped rlie 
nil'cr for Wash 

Muliac] i^^rinncJ, and Sir Alexander said : ” To hell ! ” 

“ You’re a c^'Uj'k of I'r.iwlini:^ vads ' " s lul the Mcmbir 
lor \\ asl'astoii '‘lloss th'' vk\i] am I to sptak this 
atierr'oon ' ” 

" It )ou \',cnt in handa-i^cvi,” s .,d Mu had, daldnng the 
din'iLud (.\e uith Cokl water, “and apoloeiM.d for a 
motor at-odtik, \ ui wonlvi j^et spf v 1 il la irm/, and a jL^(X)d 
press >lial! i t .i c tilt. Mker :aa!m» o:a ot nr, tie for a 
h mda^e ' ” 

“Leave niv c-.c alone,” hell'-wcd tli( Mem hi r for Was- 
l\o[on, “ .irivl _;( t out, httore I 1*'S( mv t( iiij c r ' ” 

MkIj tel hut.omd the lop ut his w iistueit loosened by 
^]r Ale\aiid( r’s e^np, oi'sr r\cd in the el os that ins car was 
\er\ led, his (lift hlo. .Jstaim i, ind ins oppiuunt still 
blet-diiie' liom til' nose, and wt.nt out 

‘ ^ume svFap!’ he tiiought, cnienni; the frtshcr air of 
Westminster ‘ )oily lucky we were uieked awav in there ! 
1 d(>n't think I'll mention it * ’ His ear was siiij^ung and 
he felt rather siek, pfivsicallv and menially. The salva- 
tional splendour ut Loggartism already reduced to a 
brawl 111 a lavatory! It made one doubt one's vocation. 
Nut even the Member for W asieisit-n, however, had come 
oft with dii^mitv, so that the atf.jir was not likely to get 
into the papers 

Crossing the road towards home, he sighted P’rancis 
Wilmot walking \\ est. 

“ Hallo!'’ 

Tranus \\ilmot hn^ked up, and seemed to hesitate. 
His lace was thinner, his eves deeper set , he had lost lus 
smile. 

” How IS Mrs. Mont ? ” 

” Very' well, thanks. And you .* ” 
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** Fine/* said Francis “ Will you tell her I’ve 

had a letter from her j'>” They’re in great shape. 

He was might)' glad i-' h I d seen her, and sent his 
love.” '* 

^ “Thanks,” said .Michadl, “Come and hace tea 

with us ’* 

The young man shook his head. 

“ Have ) ou cut \ our h.irul ^ ” 

Michael laughed “ No, smu, body’s il' ’5^* ” 

Francis Uilnua smiled u.<n!\ " Tm do that 

all the time \\ hove was it ? *’ 

“ A man called Mac(fi»wn\ ” 

Francis W ilmot sci/cd MulacTs hand the ver)' 

nose!” Then, app.inntl) di.som ( rt. d In ]n^trank^c^ss, 
he turned (ui lus heel and made oil, lea\ing Michad putting 
one and one togc ther. 

Next mornings papers contained no allusion ti! 
blood-letting (d ilie da\ l)ef.»rc, cxc'opt a }'aragraph 
effect that tlic Member lor W'asbasmn was confined 
his house by a bad cold. The Tore journals preserved ^ 
discreet silence about Foggartism , but in two organs — on^ 
Liberal and one L.ibour— were little leaders, winch Michac’ 
read with some attention 

llie Liberal sc reed ran thus ; ” The debate on the King’s 
speech produced one effort which at least merits passing 
The pohc) alluded to by the Member for Mid- 
under the label of Fogg.artism, because it emanates 
veteran bir James Foggart, has a certain spccious- 
'tim in these unsettled times, when cvcr>one is looking 
fenr ^uack specifics. N«.)thing which departs so funda- 
r from all that Liberalism stands for will command 

, for % moment the support of any truly Liberal vote. The 
,ri<S;Sa m its appeal to backwoodism in the Tor>' ranb. 

* pessimistic nature always 
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attracts a certain type of mind The state of England is 
not really parlous It in no \sa\ justifies any unsound or 
hysterical J-yp.irture Irom our triditional policy. But 
there is no disi^uisiin; th.e fact th.n certain so-called thinkers 
have been pbcint^ for some turn* past with the idea of 
revit'ing a ‘ sj Icndid isolation.’ based (\sltcihcr they admit 
it or Hot) on the dcstriution oi I'rtc Trade The young 
Memltcr t"r MiJ-llu^ hs in his s| ( n h Kandled for a moment 
that Cor- r 'tone oi 1 il t r Iimh, .itid then b't it drop; 
pctliaj's he thoie-h.t it too \\..i'dJty lor him Hut reduced 
to Its tK:r< ntv, l'oi:g irtisin is a pb a for the abandonment 
of Fr< c I'r tde, and i blow in ih' 1 .u of the League of 
Nations ” 

Mk hat 1 siudad and Iurii<vl to t'a 1. d’ air ankle, which 
was siened, and strin 1 .» more human iiot( • 

“And so \\i ip to lii\e our thi'dr'i! larted off to the 
Antipodes .is s. H,n .i> th<' can read and write, in order 
that ilk I i] .1 iMst cl.os mu b. nlktcvl of tiie menace 
lurlvint,' in I ncmjdovn.vut I ) now nothing of Sir James 
Foggart, but It he w.u i 'rrcctlv quoted in Parliament 
yesterdav in a mcml>cr for an lerkiiltural constituency, 

I smell IVussi tnism about tliat old gentleman. I wonder 
what the working m in is s.u e ’ ruer his hreakfast-tabic ! 

I fear the words, ‘do lull'’ an nrjt altogether absent 
from his diS(.o>jrsc No, Sir } inics boggart, English Labour 
intends to call its own hand ; and with all the old country’s 
drav\ backs, still preUrs it lor itself and us children, Wc 
arc nut taking any, Su James Po'gg.trt.” 

‘ There it is naked,’ thought Michael * The policy <Ktgiblr 
never to have been entrusted to me. Blythe ought tobaw^ 
found a Lalxjur townsman.’ ^ ' y 

Foggartism, whittled to a gliost by jealousy an4 idbuff* 
hatred, by shibboleth, section and Party— he had a 'Udott 
of it slinking through the purlieus of the Hotue the 
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corridors of the Press, never admitted to the Presence, nor 
accepted as flesh and blood ! 

“ Never mind,” lie muttered ; “ I’ll stick it If one’s a 
fool, one mav as well be a bla/ing fool Eh, Dan ^ ” 

The Dandie, raising his he.ul from his pav\s, gave him a 
lustrous glance. 



CIUPTFR III 

MARJDRI' I I HU \H U li’iNir 

f p \M i> W 11 Mni U( 111 I'll 111'' u i\ to Ch( K' I 1 Ic had a 
r'Mi( 7 \'tUN wiili Lih (Ktr l,i id m.l v irs in 1 )\f, and 
< 'Id-l ishi"i ( d It) ni> ut ni.irr i,i, lu spirit his days 

.It ilii f.iil <•! .1 p<'Tii>-tt .IS ..tint .il'sMii .IS n )t. Hi>. 
sini['k t(r\«>iir t.ad urani: tr-an M .rjoru 1 err ir (uni’ssion 
I't ill r in/ L' n. nt ^!.( !i ni j'.'.t u i-iMiuI\ She was 
m df-ht, siu u mted .ind sin I'nild not Inc in the 

bai k\iiM)ds 

li< li ivl pr 'inptK olTired l-cr all his shi \c!s She had 
min'd lilt ni uiiii the Words 
"Ml poor .!■ .r. Tin n->t so f ir l'oju .is tii it " 

Often on fi'i pant of snniL: ‘U tit until I'm married/ 
'he look on Ills I icc i'll ilw a’, s .i( I rr, d hi r He was 
priniitnt . v o ' Rinser 'andi fm o' i Ik r idt d. Perfection, 
IS wit., inistri'", .ttid mother, all it onei She kept him 
on!) h\ dan/i.n/ the liope tli it she wouKI tlirovs MacGown 
over, t.ikim: I ire’ to have I ;rn rrcsent when M.ic(iown 
was absent, ind .ihsent wlun .M.ieCiown n.n present 
she had t.ukd to keep ihcni apart on two occasions, 
painful .ind produetivc of more Kin^ than she was at al! 
accustomed to f nr she w is ri..l!\ i.ik' n with llii.s young 
man ; he w.is .i ru w fl.ivour Slu ‘ loved ’ fas dark ‘ slinky ^ 
eves, his cr.wi, tin wj\ his * hack-eh it ' j^revv, dark and 
fine, on his slim comcK ck She ‘ loved ’ his voice and 
his old*f.ishioncd way ot talkini,' And, rather oddly, the 
‘ loved ' his luvalt). Twice she had urged him to find out 
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whether Fleur wasn’t going to ‘ climb down ’ and ‘ pay 
up/ Tw ice he had refused, saying: “They v.crc mlr^litv 
nice to me ; and I’d never tell y^u wlut tiicy said, c\cn 
if I did go and find out ” 

She was painiing his portrait, so tliat a prrpred canvas 
with a little paint on it chaperontd their . i;n-st dail , 
interviews, which took place bcia.cen three and f^dr when 
the light had already failed. It wan an demoted by 
MacGown to duty in the House. A h'W .^nd <-j''n collar 
suited Francis Wilmoths looks She lilvd i un tti sn li^s-^-ra 
on a divan with his c\es following In r , s’e* lik:0 itj came 
close to him, and sec the iienmr ('t his finccit. ; 'dehmg 
her skirt or sleeve, the glow m hi.s e\<.^ the cliune^ m his 
face when she moved ,*way llis laith in her was iiuon- 
venient. F’s and Q's were lelttrs sue di'.spiscJ And nci, 
tdhavc to mind them I hue hiPi g .\( h< r a s.^rt <4 pleasure, 
made her feel good. Hue Jid nut shoe). H d Iren ! 

That day, since she c.\ peeled MacO o.n at n\c, she had 
become uneasy, before the young m.m came in sa\ mg : 

“I met Michael Mont; Ins cull wus Moody. Guess 
whose blood ! ” 

" Not Alec’s ? ” 

Francis N^’ilmoi dropped her hands 

'* Don’t call that man ‘ Alee ’ to me.” 

^‘My dear child, you’re too sensitive. I thouglit they’d 
Ktve a row— I read their speeches. IKidn’i Michael a 
black tyt ? N(j ? Tt — tt ! A1 — cr — * that mac ’ will be 
mwfully upset. Was the blood fresh ? ” 

-«y«”saidF r.mcis W'ilmot, grimly. 

,/d.*''Thea be won’t come. Sit down, and kt’s do some 
Jwflnbai irork for once.” 

Bttl tbrowing himself on his knees, be clasped his hands 
, waist. 

- ^Mwiom^Marjw^ 
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Disciple of Jdv, in the forcfnmt of modern mockery^ she 
was yet conscious of pity, for him and for herself. It was 
iiard not to i c allc to tell liim to run out, get licence and 
ring, or whatever he set store hv, and have di)nc with it ! 
Not even that slie uni read} to hive done with it without 
ring or licence ' i\<r one nul^^ hce[' oni \ l,i ,d She had 
watched one lo\cr growing tired, kept l.vr i.l td, and ^dis- 
missed him l.^'-rc he kruw it, ^r.-ari tired ot another, 
kept licr Ik.* 1, md c 'oc on til! 1 r w is tired ii’O She had 
wniclicd fa\'''jii'j5 she had h.ckcd l:o down, kept her 
head and b.ic..d one that dn n/i , had seen c^irds turn 
against her, .r d hfc oft p! i n - 1 1 1 ic her j de was gone. 
Time nn J np on she had earned iiil c'j ' d mark ol Modernity. 

So she 1 I ' J the ir-p uf his (.'.id, unclasped hi liands, 
and told him to be go -d , and, in murmuring it, felt that 
she had passed h-^r prime. 

“ .\musc me w)iil( I p unt,*’ sI.l s.od “ I feel rotten,^ 

And I'rancis W’llmot. like a dark ghost, amus.d her. 

Some believe that a nose frt-m winch blood has been 
drawn bv a Lh-w swells less in the lirM hour that it doCi 
later. Tins w.ns wh\ Sir Alexander MacGown arrived 
at half-past four to sav th.it he could not come at five. 
He had driven straight from the House with a little hag 
of ice held to It Having been led to understand tJiat 
the young Anarican vv.is ‘now in Paris,’ he stood stock 
still, staring at one whose tic was oS and whose collar 
was unbuttoned hrancis \\ ilmot rose from the divan, 
no less silent M.irji.ne I ' rrar put a touch an tkc 
canvas 

“ Come and look, Alee ; it’s only juit begun.” 

“ No, thanks,” said MacGovwi. 

Crumpling his tie into his pocket, Francis Wiltnot boiltd 
and moved towards the door. ^ 

Won’t you stay for tea, Mr. Wiimot ? ” ^ , 
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“ I believe not, tli.mk vnu.” 

When he w.ts gone Mjrjoric Fcrrar fixed licr eyes on the 
nose of lier betrothed. Strong and hard, it was, as vet, 
little difTereiitiatcd from the norni.il 

“Novn,” said Maefjown, “whv did you he about that 
youni; blighter You said he vs as in Pans Arc you play- 
ing last and loose vsith me, Marjorie ’ ” 

“ ( )t ccuirsc ! Why not ^ ” 

M.icCjoun advanced touithin rtacdi ot her. 

“ Put dcjwn th.it brush " 

Marjorie berr.ir raise vl it , .md .suddenly it hit the wall 
opposite. 

“ You’ll stop that picture, .nid m>u' 11 not s* c that tcllow 
again ; Ik’s m love with vou 
He had taken her urisis 

Her face, cjuitc as angtv .is Ins own, \\ as reined ba k 
“Let go! 1 don't kriM.v it y<a c.ill vourseli a 
gentleman ^ ” 

“ No, a plain man.” 

“ Strong and Mlent— out of .i dull novel Sit down, and 
donN be unpleasant ” 

The duel of their eves, brown and burning, blue md icv, 
endured for quite a minute, d'hen he did let go. 

“ Pick up that bnisli and give it to me ” 

“ Pm damned if J will ’ ” 

“Then our engagement is oti. If you’re <rhl-fashioned, 
I’m not. You w .int a v ouiig woman vvlio’ll gi v e > ou a whip 
for a wedding-present,” 

MacGown put his h.mds up to his head, 

“ I want you too badly to be sane.” 

“ Then pick up ilie brush.” 

MacCrow^n picked it up, 

“ What have you done to your nose ? ** 

MacGown put his hand to it. 
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“ R.in It .i;:jinst a d.> 'F ” 

Marjorie 1 < rrar ]a .l*: eJ “ Poor «: - .r ' ” 

Ma(.(ioun ■: '/(.‘.I at h' r in i^vnumc isiuni-shtn<*nf 
“ ^ ou’ra th'* }iirJt.sr uoni.in I . mu* at ross ; aiul 
\vli\ I lovf \ ou. I J' 111 ': 1 M' V 

“It lia'-ii't ir'ipr<\(,i \our > i>s oi \..!ir 'Miipcr, nu 
dear Voi\\,r i isli to i oin : (> 1 i\ " 

Ml (loAii ut: d a Sort ol a. - iii I i..n't krc{^avva\, 
and \ oil ki'ou >1 

Marjoru Ifir r iiirii' 1 t!.- i r, . is Ku' to tli' aall, and 
Ic am d till rt 1 ■ !i i: 

“I don’t kn as unit \o'i la'id ot lla* ppo j i v ts of ouT 
KaM uuss. \'' I , but I »' 1..' tl 'r< r!'ft\ ['our Will 
\ ou h is c .1 a. ii s. \ i»i i 'd 1 ' I( ^ ;'i ' ' t'l .ijd'o.ird Ti a, 
tlan ^ Nothii 1 ’ V\ ( ' 1 l>cit( r wiiJi ra aid t ac ii (»thcr ft 
I marr\ \oi, .•I'k’i is mf) donintul, I'm not L’oinji' into 
purd ih I s! di’ i'.ivc r\hat fruiuis I tlioose And until I 
niarr\ \ou, I snail LVtn sec th< :n It sou d^md like it, you 
can I'-asc it ” 

She uatciud his ekiuhini: lu.nds, and her wrisu 
tinpdi d do h( pi rtei t ssilc to liirn \souId ‘take a bit of 
dome'’ If Olds she km S', ot a n al ‘ e-od thing ’ instead, 
and iiad a ‘ shirt to pat on it ! ’ It only Francis Wilmot 
had nioiK’s and did not lisc sshire the cotton came from, 
and darkies crooned in the t'ulds; where risers ran red, 
Ht'rida moss festooned the sssainps and the sun shone; 
where grapefruit grew—or didn’t ? — and mocking-birds 
sang sweeter tlun the mgiitincalc South Carolina, 
described to her with such enthusiasm I s 1 rancis Wilmot ! 
A world that was not licr world stared straight into the 
eyes of Marjorie Ferrar. South Carolina ! Imposiiblc I 
It was like being asked to be ancient ! 

MacGown came up to her. “ Fm sorry/’ be said. 
Forgive me, Marjorie ” 
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Od her shrupping shoulders he put his hands, kissed her 
lips, and went jway 

And she sar down in her favourite ihair, listless, svvint^mg 
her foot. The sand h.nd run cnit of }.cr dolI\' — I iI'l was a 
bore I It was like driving t..iidcm, when the lodtr 
would keep turning round , or iht croquet part) in ‘ Alice 
in Wondcrliiid,' read in thr hutt..r( iipdieMv at High 
Marshes not tuuily years ago th.'i t( It la.'- tvcniv' 
centuries ! 

What did she vv.int ' just a rest from men and hills ^ 
or that fluff) stmi' iliim: e.dli el ‘ re.d I"\t Wliat.verii 
wai, the hadn’t got h! And so! iiress, uiid i:o out, 
A&d dance ; and l.itcr dress again, and go our .nu! dine , 

ind the dresses not p.ud tor ' 

Well, nothing 111 ( an egc nog lor ‘ the hump ’ ! 

Ringing for the ingredunts, she made one with plent). of 
brandy, capped it with nutmeg, and druiih it du.vn. 



CMAPTl’R IV 

r ^ ^ I I'Hi'.o 

Tu () moF!' '1 ”• i.tvT Mkhivl »>•'■ !< tiers. The 

V, hu )i 1 < Ft til \ustr ili.u, j'Msi ni.irk, r.m ilni^ : 


" j)i A!> >1 K. 

;.o'. r .> ’! .nit' ! ..i\ I : ’''■•i Jit perhaps 
\i'uM like fi Jt 'i'lw u< UJl, >ir, weVe not 

mu* ii t'l ‘p M <'t I'iiT h- r< 'tnr . \i.ir .inJ a half. I 
CMP' 1. iff t}i<r i.x. 11, tall ‘'i!' on ’!■ L'lni,’! r-bread as 
rti^MKis \ikir ’ll 1 1. Jim tit s til rudii \>h(m it isn’t 
too ti:\ t.r \' I .? ^uits m\ uiN liiu , but Sir when 

ihc\ t.ilk -il'. lit ni.i ii'p \tMir It'rujiu til 1 i in N.iy is tell 
It to the ininncs The people here ire .i funny lot they 
don’t seem to hue .lOv IIH’ f'T u<; .ind I elon’t seem to 
heUe .ir.v use iJr them The\ (.til us I’onimies and treat 
us as i( we’d t(K.k .1 I'b-Ttv in e.-rnitiL: to tlieir blooming 
couriirv. You’d s i\ the\ veanted a tew more out here, 
but ihov don’t seem to think so I often wisli I was back 
in the old Country Ms vile sa)s \vt Te better oS hcic, 
but I don’t know. Ane \v.»\ tlicv tell a lot of lies as regards 
cmipraiion. 

“Well, Sir, r^c ni/t forpotten \eiur kiiulness. My wife 
says please to renieniLx:r her to vim and the lady. 

“ Yours faithfully, 

“Anthony Bicwrr." 

With that letter in his hand, Miehacl, like soiite |)ilyclM>- 
metrk medium, could see again the writer, bis Im, 
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promincrt eyes, large cars, a sliaJ^wy figure of the London 
streets beliind Ins cohaireJ hnllonns Poor iitth.- snijn - 
square peg in round lirile v\litre\er he miLdit he, and all 
those otlur pegs — thousands up<.n thousand ^ that v\Muld 
ncvcrfuin ]’<>mmRs! Wdl! lie r< commending 

emigration f(tr tl.ein , )a i\as r< < omriK ridin'/ ii tor those 
vJio Could !>e >liaped Inlorc their v\o..d hid Sureh 

the)' uouldri't [ it ili it stigma on to < hthio n ' Ik opened 
the utlicr letter 

“ K.-i Mo r, 

‘‘ i\r llniHii! g.'n 

“Ah l)l AH >iK, 

“The dis ipj "ini iin nt I li»>' uh , riii , ,r oe l 
of rny hook as sonn w li.n no’ug lO d i \ , o ir 1 hkI dlu a< -ns 
to it in Pal liaiiK nt, nnl > i. mij . .ii-‘ .p "i lO ti.tsis 1 
am an old man, and do mn (..nu lo P..; iwe n->.., hut r 
would gue me pie mure to meet \.iu It \‘ui ar< < \ t. r m 
tliis neighbourhood, I should, h- h ,i p. it x-u \\e)uld 1 imh 
with me, or sra\ the night, as suns ...j h>-st 
“ With kind rcg.irds, 

“ Fanl.tulh )ours 

“ J \s Pooi xKr.” 

He showed it to Fleur. 

“ If you go, ms dear, \ ou'll he h- re d to tc .rs “ 

** I must go,” said Miciucl ; " I ons ci ( >ngo > ” 

He wrote that he would eomc to lunch the following 

day. 

He was met at tlie station h\ a horse drawing a vchiele 
of a shape he had luser before h'held. The grecn-Iivcrird 
man to whose side he climbed introduced it with tin. words 
Sir James thought, sir, )ou'd like to sec about you , so 'e 

lent the T can.” 

It wa* one of those grey late autumn days, very still, 
when the few' IcvU-cs that arc left hang listless, waiting to 
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be windswept. Ihc puddled nud smelled of ram; rtK)ks 
rose irum tljc stubbles .is it in surprise at tlic sound of 
horses’ lioofs . .md the turne 1 c.irih ol pIoui,'hed bclds had 
the slieen th.it betokened 0.i\ To the flit landscape 
poplars p.ive .i tcrt.un spiritinihi) , and the russel-tiled 
l.irndii'LiSL ro'its .i cert tin honuhrus'i 

“ d'hat’s tin minor, sii,'’ s lul liie dru.r, pointing with 
ins wlnp iLtv. tn an orJi.ird and a grcnip of tlras, where 
was olnioush a rool-('r\, Miiha<i siw a long luw house of 
deiph wcitieTid bri. k vo.uivl b) \hrgini i eriejnr whose 
ie.ucs hid ialh n \t a lath disi iiU( wert leirns, out- 
lioasi s, ind tlu w dl ot a kiU hen irdc n Tin, T Carl 
’urned into an avenue of lini- s and eaiiie suddi nly on the 
house uripr'Ut.t'd l\ a rate Muhnl pilhvl an old iron 
bell Its line. nil j i.!ang prodiusil a lirigiriiiL' in. in, who, 
[mckennir his Lkl, s.iid “ Mr Mont I bir James is 
expei tmg you d'his way, sir ” 

d'hrou'di an old low h .11 sim Iling ple.is.mtlv ol wood- 
smoke, MilIuicI reached a dour \\hidi the puckired man 
closed ill his 1 .Ct 

bir Janus Ih.cgari ' Some gaitcrcd old countryman 
with little grsv whiskers, neat, wc.ithered and tirm-lcatured; 
or one oi those short-neek.' d f.>hn Lulls, still extant, 
stjuare and weights, with a flit top to ins head, and a fiat 
hite topper on It 

'I'he pmkered man reopened the dotir, and said : 

“ ^ir [.tines vmH sh, \ou, sir ” 

Be tore the hri in a larL'<- room with a large hearth and 
many books was a huge old m.in, gre\ -bearded and grey- 
locked, like a superannuated British lion, in an old velvet 
coal vMili whitened scams. 

He appeared to be trying to rise. 

“ Please don’t, sir,” said Mich.icl. 

If you’ll excuse me, 1 won’t. Pleasant journey t ^ 
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« Vcryr 

Sit dawn. Much touched by your speech. First 
•pecch, I think ? ” 

Michael bowed. 

“ Not tlic last, I hope.” 

The voice was df t p and booming; the eyes looked up 
keenly, as if out of thickets, so husli) were (he c\ehrous, 
and the beard grew so high on liic che< ks The thick grey 
hair waved across the forehead and fell on to ilx* coal collar. 
A primeval old man in a high state of ^ iihi\ ition Michael 
was deeply impressed 

“ IVc looked fern ir 1 to tins honour, sir,” he said, “ ever 
lincc we published sour book ” 

“ Pm a recluse — never get out now Tell \ou the truth, 
don^t want to— see too main thirn's I dislike I write, 
and smoke mv pipe Ring the bell, .md wc'll h.ue lunch. 
Who's tins Sir Alcxanchr Nb.eGown ? His head wants 
punching ! ” 

“ No longc'r, sir,” s.ud Mkhacl. 

Sir James Foggart leaned back and laughed His laugh 
was long, deep, slightly hollow, like a laugh in a trombone 

** Capital ! And how did those felhtws take sour speech ? 
Used to know a lot of ’em at one time — fathers of these 
ibilows, grandfathers, perhaps.” 

**How do you know so well what England wants, sir,” 
Michael, suasely, “ now that you never leave home ? ” 
. MSif Junes Foggart pointed with a hirgc thin hand covered 
, midi hair to a tabic pilc'd with lx>oks and magazines 
. ^Kcad” he said ; “ read everything — eyes as good as 
tiWsr*-H»en a good deal in my day.” And he was silent, as 
.^^ICteebgitagain. 

; ' Awiyou foDowing your book up ? ” 

. Something for ’em to read when Pm gone 

. you know,” 
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“ I wondtT,” s.iuJ Mu}. J, “ iluit \<ui hjvcn’i had the 
Press dMun" 

“ H.i\r -h I ! \m ve^ittrd.u ; three by different trains ; 
ver\ pidit' S'dirv r'* n , 1 Ci)eld rfi-’s rouMri t m.'ikt* 

ficad pr t 'il '>! il ' } ' I M.r< Uu' t tr < li ? 

\’ ti.is r* '* ti' i T'Ais..;.!! 1. puckered 

m.iii r iiiv 'ri, *' M ' l'\ 1 III ! i .*’ 1 '* *:ir<c <.aisi. They 
ppt j it’i I !'■ s’ 1 n< s led . 1 ’. .her <.n a small 
t.J’ ^ \1' • < I'l t ' :ri\ w.i'- .* part riJ^'C with 

^(,-p ' ‘ : s> !'■ ' !'vl : ' i s<vi. Th puckered 

nun, ti^’' d I i'll ''' I'L^s / b rl \ uater, MithaePs 
with sin "' { u tn i i n il’ tortoise-sliclls, 

iKL'.n r 1 !, • ilanisfiv's J/ti’. s’ trousers^ 

} urniU’ 1' u ' 

" rui'i ! 1 . Its, 1 ti-ipi ^ Nh. !’di tc d.i\, pussies ! ** 

Mk!,i, ! V-. ' luruT, .nd. f'!i’'h<d. 1. . ! ird Sir James 
^Mve ni'i't "♦ ! -> !<• tuc' . its 'I';,- v Wi-u tiisn served with 
fruit 'dll, '’r<s<. (.•!’< 1 civirs, and everything 

remoscvl I'.'tt tla ■ is. ' h-. l,i\ rt ; ’ it }»ch>re the fire, 
curled \\\ ni I tt' '’nd' 

Mutie! '^M.td ’Inmu'h tin smoke of tv\o cifjars at the 
fount .ind ori-M’, e n>er. but in ioul’t whct}*cr it would 
stand puir.pn e n ■ m< 1 so \er;. old' Well! anyway, 

he* must luiVr - sl'ot ' 

“ Yi.u ki I’.lsthc, S'r, ot ‘ The Oufpost ' ' Hc^g your 
grc.it supi'ojti r , Tm oiiK i mo.;tl;piect ” 

'* Know Ins pip^r— best of tin weeklies, but tOO ckvCT 
by lialf ” 

“ Now that I’ve go» the chance,” said Michael, WOttld , 
you mind if I asked you one or two questions ? ” 

Sir James 1 c^.;gart looked at the lighted end erf hit dgar« 

** Fire ahead.” 

“Well, sir, can England really stand apart too* 
Europe ?" 
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“Can she stand with Europe^ Alliances based on 
promise of assist. mi e ih.it won’t be lorthcomin^' — worse 
than useless,” 

“But suppose Bilpium were invaded apam, or 
Holiand .> ” 

“The one ease, pcrli.ips Jat th.it be understood 
Knowledge in Europe, v'oun^ man, of what I'.nel.ind will 
or will not do in ),:i\en t.ise-s is InlJ^l important .\iid 
they’ve neve r had It Ptrjidr Albion ’ Ibh' \\ i .iluavs 
wail till the last moineiii deilan nar pirln.\ (ireat 
mistake Givis the imjnsM'm th.it we s. rvc Time - 
which, with our diinoi r iin sv sti rn, In ’he wav , we c m r.JK 
do.” 

“ I like that, sir,” s.od Miili wl, who did ma \l «. a 
wheat How would \ou stabilise the price s(i .,s If, 
cucour.igc our growth of ii ' 

“Ha! Mv’ }'ci iamb \\k want a whi at loan, Mr Morn, 
and Government control bverv war the ( h»\ c rnment 
sliOiild buy in advance ali the surj'lus we need and store 
it; then ti\ a price tor the* home larnurs that uves them 
a good profit , and sell to the public a: the average bt'tw.iii 
the two prices You’d soon see pleniv ot wheal grown 
here, and a general reviv’al of agriculture “ 

“ But wouldn’t It raise the price of bread, sir ? ” 

“ Not it.” 

“ And need an army of officials ” 

“ No. Use till' pre si-ni machinery properly organised.” 

“ State trading, sir : ” said Michael, with diffidence 

Sir James Boggart's voice boomed out. “ Exceptional 
iCase — basic case- -whv not ” 

“ I quite agree,” said Michael, hastily. “ I never thought 
of it, but why not ? . . . Now as to the opposition to child 
emigration in this coujiuy. Bo vou think it comes from the 
jifbction of parents for their children ? ” 
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“ More from ilisliLr "j losim; tin' elnlJrcn's waecs ” 

‘‘ \nu knuv,," murn. ired Mu li irl, “ one nUjtjht '♦rll 
k!>-]v k'Sir.i^' oiu \ vi.il ir^n l<.r 1:0. vi at hftcen ! ’’ 

" ( )ni , loi'ii I.) ni'i:’-. \ si llisl,, voung m.in. 

ILing o;i !(' '< t.i in j -If ’f ni rui 'n- tore om \ < •>< s, or grow up 
I'l uor ' « 1 , • ■ I wL in "n s 'wri iv \i’ii so, :n.it\ I'um.in 

jiwitLiri 

Mn I ! ’ n r 1,1 no; s n.: i!. i' ]* s •nr vsn it sti.f’nctl. 

“ 111 ’ n.ivr iti n ‘ ue. will want an awtui lot of 

mom > !i t ■; 

I i - ^ .1 r. > r ■ 111*. r( J. f 'ot. 

‘'Mo,, ’ Tk' ri’- 'm i mini >! la im s - mm.ipplicd. 
\m i:ar : . ir iiii:!:"', 1 .in four m 1 a hall millions a 
'.car in 1 ; « h ■ 1 1 , imi .t iiumirtol ih *usnnd (ioKlrcn at 

Icj'.; lit '.lit I I f. S' ir In li’.i \ears vse sliouKl s.ivc 
the ioL HI nil' ni; i" in- nt .iol, " 11. uavcvl his < igar, and 

im is',soi!ur a oil his vt Kst so.ii 

‘ 'fi. umk.' 1' Would,’ s.iid Mn h n I to hinudf, knocking 
hm ov.ri oft :n: > a tot](<-('up “ But i.-n lin! Iren sent out 

vsholisaic like that h'. prop, riv lo.dtd att<T, and given a 
n il chani^c, Mr ' ’’ 

“ btart gr d... .!K , wtu u th r^*s a v...l ti.erc’o n way,” 

'• And won’t tht> just sutll th' lug lounsoul there Z ” 

“ 'Itach 'tin to want 1 . nd, and give it \ in,” 

‘‘ I don’t know ii It’s enough,” said Mii ha« 1 , Wdly ; “ the 
lure of the towns is territm ” 

^lr James nodded ” A tovsn’s m. bad thing till it’s 
overdone, as thc\ are licrc rii'.se that go to the towns 
will increase the demand for our supplies ” 

‘Will,’ thought Michael, ‘ I’m getting on. What fhali 
I ask him next ? ’ AnJ he contemplat'd the cats, who 
were stirring uneasily. A peculiar rumbling noise had 
taken possession of the silence Mieluel looked up. Sir 
James Foggart was asleep! In repose he wai more 



tremendous than ever — perhaps rather too tremendous ; 
for his snoring' seemed to shake the room TIic cats lucked 
their heads farther in. There uas a smell of burning 
Michael picked a fallen ci^mr from the carpet. What slumkl 
he do now ? Wait for a recu.d, nr clear out ^ l\)ur old 
boy! hom»artism had never scenud to Michael a more 
forlorn liope tluin in tins sanctum of it iniint .iiul nn^jjin 
Covering his ears, Ik sal still One b\ •■rn !i( (.at‘:u''i 

up. Michael Inokt-d at his ualOi ‘ I shell l -s- nn tr.tin/ 

he thought, and liplntd to tht vl'Mjr, In hind a \ rntessmn ni 
<Jcserting cats It u.is .is thm tdi I'ngL: irnsm utrt su-ir.i'u 
the little of Its lilt, aw.ic ’ “ CiiuhI -I n e, sir ' " la '•.iid snJ t]\ , 

and went out lie u.dkwd to tla station r\ tn.iUL’lillul 
Foggartism ! That v.ist if simpK {'r-i,.'r imnie st , tmd Isiscd 
on the supposition that huin.m luiiics Muild set iwo imlas 
before their no$ts Hut was th.it sup['ositutn justifud , it 
‘dlO, would Tneland he so town-riddtn .md o\i.r-populaied ^ 
'JPor one man Clip. (hie ol takinga 1 a md compreheiiMve view 
, sleep on it, theft were ninc~if not ninc-and- 

.flbiety — who Lould take ne.ir and ['.irti.d \ic\\s and remain 
awake. I’r.iciieal polities ' 'J'lie .mswer to all wisdom 

£ iw you might hoom it out. “Oh' .\!i ' 

t — not a practical politician I ” It was public deatii to 
be «o labelled. And Mich.iel, in his r.uKv.iy-earrmgc, with 
hiseyct! on the hnghsh grass, tek like a man on whom ever\ 
heaping earth Had pelicans crying in the wnlder- 
nmt n sense of humour It not, their time was poor. 
Ontft, g^ass, grass ! (kass and the tow-ns ! And, nestling 
jUl-^kin into his heavy coat, he was soon faster asleep than 
J«tines FoggarL 
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Win N Sninu'^ Sui'i “ L< u< it i" in*-." he meant it, of 
course, out n w.u rc i!l\ mtv trcmi: thit whenever 
an\ thiiii' went wmno’. h< , .tn \ iuh s'‘in( h<njy els*-, had to set 
It riphi ! 

7o look nvirr closth int" th'- n).in( r he n.i'> sMying with 
his Sister \\ Mired Dirtie' in (ffe-ti htreei 1 inding hii 
ne-phew \'..I at vhnii r tin re tin first nijht, lie look the 
<»pportunit\ 't .'tskiiio' him wlatler lie knew' anything of 
Lxird Charic s 1 err ir 

“ \\ h.it > \ .'li w mt tn km , 1 'm h ^nam< ,s ^ ” 

“ An\ thinp unsatisf.K'tory I’m told Ins father doesn't 
speak te> him ” 

“W'cll," Said \a], “it’s pcntrall) thnaudit he'll win the 
Lincolnshire with a horse that eluln’i win the Cambridge-, 
slnrc.” 

1 don't see the conni'eiion " 

\'al Dariie kK^ked at him thrnugh his lashes. He wai 
not gomp to enter for the slander stakes. “ Well, be’f 
got to bring off a coup scK>n, or gn under.” 

“ Is that dll ! ” 

“ Lxc-cpt that he’s one of those chaps who are pleasant 
to you when sou can be e>f use, and unpleasant when yew 
can’t.” 

“ So 1 gathered from his looks,” said Soaracs. 
you had any business dealings with him ? *’ ■ 

“ Yes ; I sold him a yearling by Torpedo <rf 

Ban&hecd’ 
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Did he pay you ? ” 

“Yes,” said \ al, with a i^^rin ; “ and she turned Muf no 
good.” 

“ lEm ! I suppose he ua^ unpleasant .ifteru ards ' 
That all \ ou l.rU'W ’ ” 

Val nodded ilc knew ni'tri, it .ip c.in !> '.died 

‘more *; hut what was putied so tr' < h with the smc'ke of 
racirn; men's c i^ars was hareih suite d to the cars ol la \ , ers. 

For so old a in. in ot th .'''rKI .'^'miiks was siriLMiknlv 
unaware how in that ei' sir.ihlc sphere, c.dh d hoti, ty, 
every one is sland< r^d d.oK, and no I'Miies hrokin, slan- 
derers and slandind dinme and }’' t me e.irds to^'( ther 
with the utmost L'ood to line ml Mi( ini* niion ot le- 
slandering eai h other the nionunt th' \ ar^ round l!i ■ 
corner. Siuh ,s^'eni d and ham raisme reports ri..jc]: no 
outside cars, and Soanies re ills did not know whc'c to 
begin in\estie.ition 

“Can )'ou ask this .Mr Curtew te> l..a ; ” he s*'d to 

Fleur. 

“ Wliat tor, F.ul cr ' ” 

“ So that I can pump him.” 

thought there w'crc detectives for .ill th.it sort of 

thing.” 

Soames went a sp. mal cok.ur ^mcc his employment 
of Mr. Polteed, who had c.iught him \isiting his own 
wilt’s bedroom in Pans, at the beginning of the century, 
the word detective produced a pain in liis di.iphragm. 
He dropped the subject. And yet, without detectives, 
what was he to do ^ 

One night, W inifred having gone t'> the tfieatre, he sac 
down with a cigar, to think, lie had been provided by 
Michael with a list of ‘ advanced * books and pkiys which 
* modem ’ people were reading, attending and discussing. 
He had cren been supplied with one of the books ; “ Can- 
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thar,” bv l\TLi.\al Cal\m ilc fcuhcd it from his bcJ 
r(H)m, and, turnini,> up a lamp, opened Uic volume. After 
rumdin^' the first tt’A pai:i's, in whuh he tould '.ee nothing, 
he turned to the tnd and rt id bai.h\\ards In this wa\ 

lie could skip h;tti. r, .Old eaih ( roiie to which 

he ver\ simui cai le, h d. iiini ins- rod'K on to ila one before 
it He had real lad tin midiiie ot the n-wtl, U lore he 
hid resort in \\i<’hicr to the tub pai;es How was it that 
tlu publisher and author were it lafce ' All i The 
imprint w o o| i f .r, nature .'soiim.s bn ithfd more 

frieh 1 h'iUL’h S’ .t\ mm, iiid iiudi'r [udi^u, ]ur\man, 

nor oiiurtvist } rot^ ssionalK loniiailed to lu shinktd, he 
was slial ( n it woimn were reading i:is sort of thing, 
then tliet' o ilK WIN no dasr- o tioji bitw(cn men and 
women iiowadi’.s Hi tor.k up tlu book again, .uid read 
steadiK on to tht beginnim: Ihe trotie passages alone 
interested him The rest Seeitud rambling, diMonncclcd 
stufi ] le rested again What w is tins mu el written for ? 
d'o make rnofi'S, of lourse Rut was tlu re another pur- 
pose ' Was Ilie author one of thist ‘artist ’ idlows who 
thought that to gi\c \oj ‘life’- wasn’t that the phrase ? 
thc\ must put down tsers \isit to a btdr<>om, and some 
besides ? ‘ Art lor Art's sake,’ ‘ realism ’ -what did they 

call It : In So ones’ t(jmj\ir itiv* Iv bienik e \periencc ‘ life ’ 
did not eonsist wholls eit \isiting bedrooms, sti that he 
was un iblc to admit that tins bo .k was hk, the whole of 
life, and nothing but life ‘‘C-lvin’s a crank, sir,” Michael 
had said, when he handed him the novel “He thinkf 
pt'ople can’t become continent except ihnmgh being ex- 
cessive! \ incontinent , so he shows his hero and heroine 
arriving gradually at coniinencc,” ‘ At Bedlam,’ thought 
Soames. They would sec what a British Jury had to fay 
to that, an^'way. But how elicit a confession tliat this 
woman and hex fct had read it with guito ? And then an 
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idea occurred to him, so brilliant that he had to ponde 
deeply before he ctMild feel any confidence in it, Thes 
‘advanced ’ yinim^ people had an\' amount of conceit 
every one \vho didn’t sh.irc their views was a ‘ dud,’ or ; 
‘ffrimdy’ S>ippos( the book were ..Hacked in tin Press 
wouldn't n draw their firt' ^ Aiivl it tin ir lire could lx 
drawn in print, coulJ it n"t Iv us<d afierw -rds as cvidtnct 
of their views on mt^ralii) ' 1 I’m ' 'Phis would w mt \er\ 
nice handlin'^ \nd lirn of ii], how w.is la to prove thai 
Marjorie Idrr ir h id re 'd this lv>ok ' 'Dm^ e about 

him, Soanu s was rewarded bv anoibc r brilliant thought 
Younii> Him- rti. Id who had Iwlix d lam to prove the i^uilt 
of Eldcrson in that matter -d t), 1‘ P R S arul ow d his 

place at O.inin ^ W’mt.r's, the pulbshcrs, to ones’ 
recommendation ' \\ )tv nut make us. of him > Mieliacd 

always said the younv man w.is e^rai. lul And obsuirin^^ 
the title (d‘ th ' book against Ion fi ink, tn (ms<‘ lie slumld meet 
a servant, S.i imes sought Ins own bi droom 
His last thought that night was almost diagnostic 
* In my young da\s we read th a sort (.t book if we could 
get hold of ir, and tfidn’t sav so ; mm, ir seems tiie \ make a 
splash of reading It, and pretend it does rl^m wood ' ’ 

Next nw^rning from ‘The Conn<.iss urs’ lie tedephoned 
to Danby Winter's, and asked to speak to Mr. 
Balter field. 

^YesV' 

“Mr. Forsvte speaking. Do you remember me f ” 
“Ytt, indeed, sir.” 

^ .“Can you step round to the Connoisseurs* Club this 
rnttfOiDg some time ? ” 

^ “ Certainly, sir. Will twxl\ e-thirty suit you ? ” 

Secretive and fastidious in matters connected with sex, 
Soaittei very much disliked having to speak to a young 
man about an ‘ immoral * book. He saw no other way of 

.ri'* .'.nit. 
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it, however, .inJ, on his visitor's arrival, shook hand* and 
began .U once 

“ This is coahJ. ntial, ?vlr. Puttcrfiold ” 

Buitf'rfield, whose dog-likt cw s li.id rlowid over the 
handsli.ikc, ansvw r \} • 

“ sir Tse : ot for^^i.tun wh.a \-u did tor me, sir.” 
So tints hi nut c ho'd' 

“ JJo \ t ' km w : ' a no\t 1 r ” 

Ilutt' : thi si'.d .1 'll h . 

‘‘'its, s.i ] t's p; , ii n in !’.i wss Is 'I h(*v 're p i\ Ing five 
ptiiinds n c ip' I T t. " 

“ n.l'o‘ S " . f' .It! IL ' ” 

Tiie )o:.' , ,:i s’. ,i his h'";! “Ids not come my 

waw sir " 

' > w.is r ’ ,i “We 11, dtm’t ’ Hut jiist attend 
.1 iihuij' - 1* C in s oti l)u\ t( II 1 . 1 ; . .tt i', .1: r u expense, 
and 1^ St ihtm t « tdi pi' u;...',- n .m s I 11 s,M\e you ? 
Tlic)'re .id ro-re </r k^s conn v t- d wuli lii-riiure. You 
can put in slips t > s.iy tlic coins arc cotiif'limentary, or 
wli.i!e\ er N I 'u . hit Hu’ mcnti nncnmits” 

Th'’ \oung m.in Buttcrfirld s »id deprccMtintily : 

“ The j FKt' IS rising all ilic ti.uc, sir. It’ll cost you well 
on sixtv p unds.” 

“ N('v_r mind that ” 

“ Yttii V. ;sh the book I ooint 1 , sir ? 

“ Guisj Gad — no! I iiase lliv riMSons, but we nee^’t 
go into til m." 

“ I see, sir. And you want the copies to come— -a* if—* 
as if from heaven : ” 

“ That’s It,” said buames. “ I r.ikc it that poblwlMOT 
often send doubtful books to people they think will mppoiri; 
them. There's just one other thing. Can you call a Hwck. 
loiter on one of the people to whom you’ve sent the jsoofcffi 
and offer to sell another copy as if you were an aieait {ckIc f 
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I want tf) make quite sure it’s alreaJ) rca^heJ that person, 
and been read. You u(jn't pivc your name, of i.ourse 
Will you do this for me ’ ” 

The e\cs of the \oun;: man HuttcrliJd atrain L:l')\\ed : 

“ Yes, sir I one you a i^rtat dkal, sir ” 

So.mits .iserted his c\es, he dislilcd .il! evpression ot 
gratitude 

“Here's the list of nanus, then, uith their addr^^sses. 
I’ve undcrlineel the one '.ou (all nfi I'll write \ ou a 
cheque tf) i,’o on v\ith , anel \ on e iii h t me know l.iter if 
there’s nnvthinL; more to p n 

He sat down, while tlie \ou:ii: man Buiiertield scruoinsed 
the list. 

“ I see it’s a lady, sir, that I'ni t^ ^ .dl on ” 

“ Yes ; does that make anv viift'. rciiee to \ou ' “ 

“Not .It .ill, sir \d\. lined liter. iture is writnii lor 

ladies novvada) s " 

“ H’m ! ” said Soames " I h >j e \tui'rc d<anc H ' 

“SpIcndidK, sir. I vsas \er\ snrr\ tint Mr .^Iotu left 
us ; wc’vc been doinu better ever snue 

Soames liticd an evebrow Hu st.itement conhrmed 
mniU' an old suspieion When the vouni: m.in had gone, 
he took up “Canthar” Was he r.ipaide lif writing in 
attackXon it in the Press, o\er the signature ' Pat.r- 
familias'? ’ Ilss- was no’ Ihe j»>b rt quirt vl some one 
used to that sort of thing Uesid.es, a rtal signature 
would be needed lo dr.iw fire It would not do t(» ask 
Michael to ‘St one, but OKI Mont might know some 
fogey «t the ‘ ^((.pthen.eum ' who carried met.il lending 
for a bit of p-iper, he disguised tiie co\cr with 

it, put the voliUj-^ in his overcoat pocket, .ind set out f(>r 
' Snooks.’ fast 

He found Sir .^fj ^rence .u>t)ut to lunch, and thc\- sat 
down together. waiter was not 
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lookir.'> over shouLier, Sn.urics. who had brought the 
bciok in \Mth him, jmshed it owr, .md s.nd . 

“ H.uc \oa read that ' ” 

Sir ]>au rent-'- v\}iinn!f d 

■' M\ dear ] Mrs\ i( , wl.'v i his m- -rh-vK iiri<i«;itv ? Evcr\ 
bodv's re 1 ill': 1 hee sa\ tn< iIiipl’*' iinspeak-iMe ” 

“ Then \->u Tt ' " ^ i > • mu s, } , < piiii: him to the 

point 

'‘\h>t \ct, hut it leid It me, I uill I’m tired of 
pc j'K wli'i’et '"I'lXt I it .(slvMv: me it ITc ri ad ‘that 
diseus'" ' i' hi'k ’ It's le i tar. lurseic Did you 

ei.i"} It ' ” 

“ I skmuiKvi it," s t‘ : So.mus, I -dane rmind his nose. 

1 iiad a re n \\'ht n \ < u’\ e ri ad it. I’ll tall \ ou ” 
r La\Kr(n.( hrMaeht it h n k tn him at ‘tin Connois- 
seurs ’ tw d 1 1 it r 

“ Ilae ) . r . nu d' ir }<>rs\tc,” he said “I never 
vsas mon i' ! to get rid ni a i><*,.k ' I’xe hi ( n in a con- 
tinu d ste\s t' r t 'T id Wim- -a-trseen uith it ' Perceval 
Calvin -qufl Mt-r'ii ur ' " 

" Exacils ' " said h'>ames " Nt a, I v.aiu tu get that 
Kf'k attacked " 

‘ You ' Is .''aul also among the pn-phets ? Why this 
sudden /eSt ' " 

*• It’s rather roundabout," said boames, sitting on the 
book He detailed the reason, .uid ended wjili . 

•• Dein’t say anything to Michael, or Fleur ” 

Sir Lawrence listen< d \snh his tuiMing smile. 

I see," he said, “ I sec \’er\ eunnini:, Forsyte. You 
want me to get some one whose name will act like a red 
r.ag It mustn’t be a noselist, or thcv’ll say heU jealous 
—which he probabi) is : the Folk’s selling like hot cakes 
— I believe that’s the expression Ah ! I think — I rather 
think, Forsyte, that I have the woman.” 
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Woman ! said Soamcs, “ They won’t pay anv 
attention to that.” 

Sir Lav\rcnce cocked his loose eyebrow. “ I believe 
yon*re — tlie only women they pay attention to now- 
adays arc those who ^o one better th.in themselves Shall 
I do it myself, and sign ‘ Outraged Parent ’ r ” 

” I believe it wants a real name ” 

“Again right, Forsyte ; it does Fll dmp mtu the ‘ Par- 
thenaciim,' and see if any one’s ili\c ” 

Two days later S<jamcs received a note 

“ The Ihirthemcum, 
“ 1 riJa\' 

“ My Dkar Foksyti , 

“ Pvc got tlie man — the Editor of ‘The I’mtagonist ’ , 
and he’ll do it under Ins ovsn n une. W hat's more, ITe put 
him on to the right line. W e h id .i spirited argument He 
wanted to treat it d*' hdi4t ftt ''/.r as the uork of a dirt) child 
I said: ‘No. I'ins thing is s\mptomatic 'I’rcai it 
serionsly ; siiow that it represents .i s^hcol oi thought, a 
deliberate literary attitude ; and make it a ple.i for censor- 
ship.* Witiiout the word ccnsorsliip, Forsyte, they will 
never rise. So he’s leaving his wife and taking it into the 
^country for the week-end I .ulmire \our umduct ol the 
defence, my dear Fors)tc ; it’s very subtle Hut if you’ll 
fox^pve me for saying so, it’s more important to prevent the 
^cas^^eoming into Court than to get a verdict if it docs. 

” Sinccrcl) \ours, 

"Law'rinci. Mont.” 

With which sentiment Soames so entirely agreed, that he 
Wetit down to Mapledurham, and spent the nc.xt two 
idtemoons going round and round with a man he didn’t like, 
' hitting a ball, to quiet his mind. 



Cfnrri k vi 

Mini \ri vi'^ns in ms \i curf s 

Tnr fcilinc J- pr. ;"n uirh uIih’u Mich.ic] had comc 
bacL Irt'-i ;hc tvanl nJ of.' • u is '■nnuwhit mitigated 
In IrtU'^'s lis v..n fnirn ['> > ot \'.ir\ini» classes, 

nL.irU all urn- dli-} n>r( so I'u., trul ( irncst. 'I’liey 
maJi inn non' r 'Ai.cri.tr .n< r all praan il politicians 
uar< Tin toM li.'hi la' iru d, in < Ua ni.inaL’v rs of music- 
iialls V ' o j ro’ Li-d I'a PuM. tar.lall', iroin their more 
i isutul Mi'vis '1 1.1 V m.u'lc lain led that there might be 
.1 spirit III (!a .ounirv that v. is ru^i r all\ represented in 
lilt } loiis' , ■ ^ V t n in tl'L Prsss Vinoni: tie se K tiers was 

one V. Ill h rail : 

“Siinsluiu House, 

“ lit thiuil Green. 

*•I')^AK^lF Most, 

‘•1 n n so I, ■.tally pi, id to r; .ul \o;ir speech in *Th^‘ 
Time*- ’ 1 pn'.oitK pot Sir James 1 otjpjrt’s book. I 
think tin nt'(/;e po’n \ js simph. sph ndul YouVe 00 
ide.i hon l.cait hrcakinc it is tor us \\h - try to do tllingf 
for Lhiklrcn, to know that v.halevcr we do is bound tO bc 
snowed under In tin nlr tlic) go to \vh< n school age eiuU. 
We have a good opportunity here of siung the realities 
of chdJ life in London It’s wonderful to see the foildotS| 
of the mothers tor the little (Jiies, in spite of their OWH 
hard lives — though n(;t all, of course, hv .my mcani; bdt 
we often notice, and I think it’s common expedenat, Aat 
when the children get beyond ten or twelve, the fcwriiieo 

‘ , S*’ ' 

S 09 ■ ..’v 
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for them to .rsumc anotiK-r ferm I kupposc it's 

really the tf)nimeru.il possibilities of the child m.i! iny 
themselves ft it U h^n money eoincs in at the door, dis- 
interested love seems to move towards tlu* \Mndt)\\. I 
suppose It’s intLir.il, but it's .iwfullv s.id, bei.iust tlic 
commercial possibilities .ire rerural]\ so iniseralde . and 
the children’s after-life is often h ilt mint d b;r tin s.da > .1 i he 
few shillings thev earn 1 doUrveritls hope soi u-thiriL: a ill 
come of )-our appi.d, oiih iKhil's nio\e so s]o\\I\, don't 
they? I wisji \ou would eouu down ..nd sf ( our House 
here. The children aic adorabl< . and we tr\ to true Uuin 
sunshine. 

“ ' r- 1\ \ ours, 

“ XoK \I1 Cl R1 1 ” 

Bertie Curfew’s sister! lUit sunK tfiu e.tse would not 
really come to .untlunc' (irate kii lor eiutuirae iiunt, 
and seeking light on 1 oe»gartism, lie d< v ided to go JCt- 
haps Norah Curfew would t.ike tiit little Hodduks' lie* 
suggested to I'lcur that she should aeeonip.in\ him, but she 
was afraid of picking up something unsuitable to the 
eleventh baronet, so he went alone 

I The house, facing the wintr\ space called Bethnal 
Green, consisted oi three small houses eoiuerted into one, 
with their three sni.dl back yards, trellised round and 
gravelled, for ,i pla\ ground (deer the docjr were the 
words: SUNbHINF HOCSK, in gold capitals. Tlie walls 
were cream-coloured, the w'oodwe>rk dark, .m 1 llie curtains 
of gay chintz. Mich.icl was rceciccd in the entrancc-lobb\ 
by Norah Curfew herself. Tall, slim and straight, with 
dark hair brushed back from a pale face, she had brown 
eyes, dear, straight and glowing. 

‘ Gosh I * thought Michael, as she wrung his hand. ‘ She 
is swept and garnished. No basement in licr soul I * 
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“ It pood of \ou to conir, Mr Mont Let me t.ikc 
you over the house. This is tin pl.iyrooiTi ” 

Mich.icl tnttred a r()orn i-t spi^tless durjctcr, which 
had c\idcntK Iwcn lorincd from scvcr.al knocked into 
one Si\ stii ifi'IlriH virossi d in I’liit linen uerc seated 
rm tin. door, pl.i\inp 'I Ik \ tml'r.ued the knees 

of Nurdi Curlew ulien ^'l< c inu’ within rc.uli With the 
e\« ; tion o} DiK' Imle mi] Miih.K-1 ^^’'>UL:ht them rathe; 

"'diKseari our rcMdrn^s 1 u- otii'is-inK <onu’outof 
siho(t] hours We to t- lil.\, irul that’s 

. ,i n, ^(Mu’ si|ut.e/t We \\ till luiids to till, the next 

two h. 'U'-'"- 

flow lu iro or . u .if' wori.inu !, ii 
“ Iwo '.{ u- do the v<»ok,.ij. one the accounts; 

.itid t!u r(.‘>t ’.'.oh'iij, nu n iiru'. c o i< mi.-:’ d.incinp, 
and general I l.or< - 'I’wo ni i.s lie- m" 

“ I don't s w-ur h irps .oid - rowiu,” 

N’l >r ih Cii^:- w sm'K d 
" P.iw :i i.” s!iC s lid 

*' W ii (t do \on do .ih-)ut n l.'Mon .iskrd 
thinkinv o» the ( ]>'\( nt^i h iron t’' tu’uri 

“ Util, on the w!’oh‘ vst. don’t Vo i sfv, tins 're none 
of tinfii mor. th .n twJs( , and ih- r- Iilmous ape, when ir' 
1 -pins ..t ill, Iv." 's witJi s( \ ihoat ! )urt< en. We just 
try to tea-h kindness and i lea riiiln- ^ . I h.ul my brother 
down ilie other .! is lie’s always 1 laplr d at me ; but lie's 
poiriL,’ to do a m.itincT for us, md u'.u us tin proceeds ” 
WhaT plas ' ” 

“I think It’s called ' ’Die Flam Heal-r’ He says he’s 
uhvavs wanted to do it lor a po^id object ” 

Mich lel starcvl “ I> - \ou know ’ 'J'he Plain Dealer’;*’ 
“ No , It’s bv one of the Restoration people, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Wscherlcv." 
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“ Oh! yes ’ ” Her eyes remaining dearer than tlic 
dawn, Michael thouglit : ‘ Poor dear ! It’s not m) business 
to qnocr the pitch of her monf)'-gctiing , hut Master Bertie 
likes his little joke ! ’ 

1 must bring m\ uife down here,” he snd , “ she'd 
love your walls and turiains And 1 wanted to as), sou 
You haven't r-^om, h.ac you, for iv, o more httl mrls, it 
we pay for them ' 'I heir filler's .loan and out, ,ind I’m 
Starting him in the eounirv — no iiioti,r” 

Norah Curfew wrinkled h< r sir.ueht br-'W . .in ' on lur 
face came the look Michael .ilw t)s conncit' i witli haloi % 
an anxious longing to stretch L'‘«'d-v. ni i . \ond power .nid 
pocket. 

“ Oh ! we must ' ” slu s.ud. ” I’ll rn.Tn.igt s-imehow 
What arc tluir lunus ■ 

** Boddick Christian, I d ui’t I c ill them hy 

their ages— -Tour and I'1V( 

Give me the .iddress I’ll go i, ! tin in mvsclf , if 
they haven't got .in\ thing c.uchmg, tji-y shall vomc” 
“You really arc an aned.” s.ud Muhiel, simp)' 

Norah Curfew coloured, and opened a de>or “ That's 
she said, still more simple. “This is our mess- 

room,” 


' It was not large', and contained a girl working a t\pe- 
writer, who stopped uitli her hands on the ke\s and 
looked round ; another girl beating up eggs m a howl, evho 
Stopped reading a book of poetry ; and a third, wlio seemed 
jpr^tising a physical exorcise, and stopped with her arms 
extended. 

“Thisi is Mr. Mont,” s.ud NOr.ih Curfew, “who made 


Ant ^plendid speech in the House. Miss Betts, Miss La 
fonume, Miss Bccston.” 


The girls bowed, and the one who continued to beat 


iilm laid : “ Ir hnllv ’’ 
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Micli.icl nho hfn^cd “ Bc.itinij the nir. I’m afraid.” 

“ Oh ’ injt, Mr Mont, it must have an effect It said 
what So main [M-oph’ arc realK ihinkim: ” 

“Ah'” saiJ Mkh .it-h "* hut tiu;r r}i(uj?hts are so deep, 
\ ou know 

“ I)(t sit down ” 

Muhael sat on tin ' nd of a {eu'uk hhu divan. 

“ I was born in ^nu^h Vtrk.i,” said the eqir-heater, 
“ and I know what's w.iitimt ” 

“ M\ father vs. IS in ifu Iloust," said tlie virl, whose 
.irms had dane down to hir sjb.iidid suits “He was 
V t rv riukli strut !• \n\wa\,wt’r( jollv itratclul ” 

MkIkk'! lookfd iron) oiu’ to the otin r 
“I ,su['posf it \oij didn't .dl bdicvt in thinp's, you 
wouldn’t be .!» inc ih.s • Vnu don't think the shutters arc 
up in I nulan.l. .iir. w a\ 

“ (lood Lord, no'” s.iid the pirl .it the tvpcwntof ; 
“yc>u'vc onlv to hve amonj:,’ tin poor to kntiw that ” 

“ 'I’he poor havt n't everv virtue, and llic rich haven't 
t,»ot every viee - that's nonsense'” broke in tlie physical 
exerciser. 

Michael murmured s.K»thinitly. 

" I wasn’t thinkinj: ot that. I was wondermp whether 
sometiunp doesn't han^: over our heads tixi much ? ” 

“ D'vou mean poist)n-pas ’ ” 

“ Partly ; and town blight, and a feeling that Progress 
has been found out.” 

“ Well, I don’t know,” replied the egg bcuitcr, who was 
dark and prettv “ I used to think so in the war. But 
Europe isn’t the world Europe isn’t c\en very important, 
really. The sun hardly shines there, anyway.” * 
Michael nodded ” After all, if the Millennium comet 
and wc do blot each other out, in Europe, it’ll only mean 
another desert about the size of the Sahara, and the lofi 
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"of a lot of people obviously too ill-conditioned to be fit 
to live. It’d be a jolJ\ ^)od lesson to the rest of the 
world, wouldn’t it ? Luckily the other continents are far 
off each other.” 

“Chcerlul ! ” exclaimed Norah Curfew 
Michael f^Tinncd. 

“Well, one can’t help catchinj^ the atmosphere of this 
place. I admire you all fnphtfulh, vou know, j^ivin^ up 
everything, to come and do this 

“ lliat’s tosh,” s.aid the j>:irl at the t\}H venter “ What 
ii there to give up — bunn\ -hugging f One got used to 
doing things, m the war.” 

“If it comes to that,” said the egg-hc.itcr, “we admire 
you mucli more, for not giving up P.irlurncnt.” 

Again Michael grinned 

“Miss La I'cMUaine — wanted in the kitclu n ! ” 

The egg-lK-atcr went tow.ircU tin door 
* “Can you beat eggs ? l)\ou mind — '-han’t l-ea minute ” 
Hainiing Michael the bowl and inrk, she vanishtJ 
“IVhat a shame ! ” said Norah Curtew' “ Let me ' ” 
“No,” said Mich.ul; “ I can beat eggs with anybodv, 
What do you all feel about cutting children adriit at 
fifteen ? ” 


“Well, of course, it’ll be biUerly "pposed,” said the girl 
ft the typewriter “ They'll call it inhuman, and all that 
It^l much more inlium.m really to keep them here ” 

“The real trouble,’’ said Norah Curtew, “ apart from 
tike shillings earned, is the class-ititerfercncc idea. Resides, 
Impexialisin isn't popular.” 

i “I should jolly well dunk it isn’t,” muttered the 
exerciser. 

“ ^ I ” said the typist, “ but this Isn’t Imperialism, is it. 
Hr. Moat I It’s all on the lines of making the Dominions 
llu; tqiul of the Mother Country,” 
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Michael nodJcd. “ G)mmonwc.»lth.” 

“That won’t pR\cnt their ( amouflacinf' their objection 
to losini» tlic children's u.ipes/’ 'i.iid tlie physical cxcrcii^r. 

A close distussjun cn*^ucd between the three young 
women as to the exact clfect of v^liildrcn’s wages on th<i 
workim.'-clas*, budi,'cr Michael Uai his ci,’gs and listened. 
It was, fie knev\, a point <>[ the utmost imj-v^rtanec. Th« 
general conclusion sccmcii tn b< th.it children earned on 
tht whole rntlicr more than tlu ir keep, but that it w«» 

‘ \er\ sliort-ML'l.ti d in tin haiL' run,’ because H fostered 
surplus }M.puK/i-*n atul uncmpl>’Mu< nt, and a “great 
shame ” to sp al the t hildreii’s chances for the sake of the 
parents 

The Tt. cntrirue <-t the tgg-lx.iltr put a stop to it. 

“Tli'w’rf bte.iriirg to oiik in, N'Tah ” 

The phcsKal exerciser shp{ cd out, and Norah Curfcw 
said : 

“ N(tw', Mr Mont, would you like to sec them ? ” 

Michael followed her H'. was thinking ‘ 1 wish Fleor 
had cc/mc 1 ' These girls seemed really to Ivhevc in 
tilings 

Downstairs the children were trielling in from $chooL 
He stood and watched them 'I'liey seemed a t|uccr blend 
of anxmia and. vitality, <tf r flervc sccncc and obedience. 
Unselfconsentus .is puppies, but (»ld Ix-yond their ycwr§; 
and \et, lociking 's if thc\ ncsir thought ahead. ErKfh 
movement, eacli action vs as as if it were ihcir last. They 
were vers quick .Mo t of them carried something to eat 
in a p.ipcr bag, or a bit of grease-paper. They chattered^, 
and didn’t laugh 'Hicir accent struck Michael as deplotx 
able. Six or sev en at most were nice t<» look at ;batafnd^ 
all looked good-tempered, and none seemed to be fcIlEkllu* 
Their movements W’cre jerky. They mobbed Norah CoBtitW 
and the physical exerciser ; obeyed withoot 
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ate without appetite, and grabbed at the house-cat. 
Michael was f.iscinated 

With them came four or five mothers, wlio had questions 
to ask, or bottles to fill 'J'liey too were on perfect terms 
with the vouni,' wormn Class did not exist in this house ; 
only personality was present He noticed that the children 
responded to his pnn, that tlic women didn't, thoui.th they 
smiled at Norah Curfew and the ph\''ic.il exerciser, he 
W'ondcred if the\' would i;i\t him .< bit ot their minds if 
they knew ol his spe< i h 

Norah Ciirt( w aiiornpanied him it> the diMir. 

“ Aren’t the\ diu ks : ” 

“i’m afr.ud if I s.iw imuh of them, I sln-uld give up 
I'oggarttsm ” 

“ Oh ! but w h\ f ” 

“ Well, \ou see it elesigns to m.ike them nun and woiiun 
ofpropertv 

“ V(ju mean that would s['oil them * 

Micliiel grinned riure's soniethim: d mgerous about 
silver spoons Here's my initiation Ue " He handed her 
all his monev . 

“ Oh ! Mr Mont, we duln't ' " 

“ VVYll, give me back sixpence, otherwise I shall have 
to walk home' ” 

“It’s frightfully kind of \ou Do ei>nu again, and 
please don't give up Eoggartism ” 

He walked to the train tliinking of her eves, and, on 
reaching home, said to Elcur 

“You absolutely must come and sec that place It’s 
quite clean, and the spirit's topping It's bucked nu* up 
like anything. Norah Curfew's pe'rtcctly splendid.” 

Fleur looked at him belwe’cn her lasiics. 

Oh ! ” she said. “ I will,” 
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C 0 M It \ - I ^ 

’I’m Kind the uppue .it Lippu; -h il! v is .i ten- 

nr< hit nt p".r t h./ll .n.-l iviu'd round, 

to sh'iu ihit It w o ri > 1 '.'ptliToni i \perimcnt 

with L'oits, ih imJmii' « i l''i.'usi I' >! wouUdrink their 
in II I' ! MM'i'rx ii..t dll n 't -i riit ui ifcll hv gr<?winii; 

\ ' .d, rmihin' ' .1 I Ineii don. w ih 1 ' H\ I), ci^inhcr tins 
pi nr I j.'tii-M >'! ^lr L.iwriiiM M '.nt’s iM.it* was being 
aetiM U o} !i "t d CIjSc t'l til' ^'’ppi^v the iiul had been 
i rt ai d, .in 1 I* ast an acre < <»rni n-.d into a sea of mud. 
The coppiee iistli prewnd .«n iiuiid and draggled 
appear ;iu, owing to tin ri\agts ot 11 nry Hoddltk and 
aaoilicr rn.in, who j. .1 tut .ind sWi.Kd a iju.miity of 
timber, wimh a contr.a t..r was gr.i ' ' dis njccting for 
llu foul hou''' n i <;r..ri ir\ '1 Ik im i.ln.t''rd.ousc was at 
prtbcnt in liu n iturc oi .» pn plnss Progress, in fact, 
u IS soimwhii si'.w, but It w.is hoped that fowls might 
be asked to 1" nn tli-ir opcrati eu sixan after the New 
'V’ear In the nu.iniinu Miehael li.td decided that the 
colon) h.id betti.r get the wi rst over and l'o into residence. 
Scraping the M.inor llonsi for lurniiurc, and sending in 
a store of gronries, 'kI lamps, ar.d so.ip, he installed 
Bixldick on ilse ku, earmarked the centre tor the Bergfelds, 
and the nglit hand for bwain He was present when 
the Manor car f>rought them from the station. The murky 
day was turning ct>ld, the trees dripped, the car-wheell 
splashed up the surface water. Irom the doorway of 

5*7 
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the hut Mich.icl watcJicd them get out, and thought he 
had never .seen three more untimely creatures. Bergfcld 
came first ; having only one suit, he had put it on, and 
looked what he was — an actor out of a job. Mrs Bcrgfeld 
came second, and liaving no oiJtdf>or coat, looked what 
she was— nearly fro/cn Swain came last. On his 
shadowy face was notlnng quite so spirited as a sneer , 
but he gazed about him, and seemed to sa\ : ‘ M\ 
hat ! ’ 

Boddick, with a sort of prescience, w'as absent m the 
coppice. ‘ He,' thought Muhael, ‘ is my onlv joy ! ’ 

Taking ih<'m into th( kuclun messroom of the hut, he 
deployed a tliermos ot hot tollec, a cake, and a bottle of 

rum. 

“Awfully .sorr\ tilings htdk .so dishevelled; but I think 
the hut's dr\, and there arc plentv of blankets These 
oil-lamps smell rather You vsere in tlic war, Mr Swain ; 
you’ll feel at home in no time .Mrs Borgield, \ou look 
SO cold, do put some rum inte) \our coffee ; we alwavs do 
when we go over the t®p.” 

They all put rum into their eoffee, which had a marked 
effect. Mrs. Bergfcld’s cliceks grew pink, and lier eyes 
darkened. Swam remarked that the liut w'as a ‘ hit of 
all right ' ; Bcrgfcld began making a speech. Michael 
V checked him. “ Btwidick knows all tlie ropes. I’m afraid 
, Pve got to catch a tram , Tve onlv )ust time to show )ou 

y 

Whik whirling hack to town afterwards he felt that he 
■ had, indeed, abandoned his platoon just as it was going 
* over the top. That night he would be dining in Society ; 
a' there would be' light and warmth, jewels and pictures, 
‘ 'wine «ttd talk ; the dinner w'ould cost the board of his 
y*dcfwn and outs' for a quarter at least; and nobody 
sHOIlld give them and their like a thought. If he 
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xxnturcd to draw Fleur’s attention to the contrast, ihc 
\Mmld say • 

“ My dear boy, that’s like a hook b\ Gurdon Minho ; 
you’re seniirmnial” And he would feel a fool 

Or would li( r Would he not, jxrlups, Iciok at her small 
disiinituishcd iiead, and think . ' dfMi ease a way out, mv 
dear, tiiobc who raki it lia\( littk heads'* And, then, 
hi5 c\ts, sir,'\in^ firtlier viouii to that wliitc throat and 
all the xlaint) lu\thiuss kdow, would v.onvc\ a warmth 
to his hli'oj and a w.irniiiu to hiv hrain not to pivc way 
to blasplum} , hsi it t tul b\ Ui'iturbiu*: blis^ For what 
with } 0 ):i:ariivrn, poultr), .nd tiie nst ol it, Muhacl had 
serious thouphls s> iiu limes that 1 kur had none; and 
wnli wisdom I'orn ot In. kiu u tint il slie liadn’t, the 
never would liave, and he must ).’(‘t used to it. She was 
wliai she o, itid Lould be coin tried (Uih in popular 
fiction i' v.'lhnt iuiMiicss for tiu s* li-centrcd heroine to 
turn from int<rist tn her own lHl(tnirni'’s to interest in 
pt opie who lu.d no In lonji^ings , but in ht<. 11 wasn’t done, 
I'leur at k.>^t > aui.ailhigcd tu r s< It wia t ntraiiun grace- 

full) , and vMih Kit ! Alt' Inn Ktt was herself I 

bo liC did not ni( niton Ins ‘down and outs’ on their 
wav to dinner in f .iton b^juan He loi'k instead a lesson 
in the roval IkrsoiiaLtc named on their iiiMiation card, 
and marvclh i at 1 k ur's km'wi'dje “She’s interested 
in social matters And J*. rM'umbtr. MiH-ae!, not to sit 
down till she asks \ou to, and not logo away before hef, 
.ind to sa\ ‘ in i am 

Michael grinned " I suppose they’ll all be Dobi, or 
sn-“er--wh) the di ecc did the) ask us ? ” 

But Fleur was sthn;, thinking ot her curtsey. 

Royally was afiable, the dinn<r shon but Sttperb^ 
serv'cd and eaten off gold j late, at a rate which suited tJl* 
impression that ilicrc rtall, wasn’t a moroeot to ajptflPt. 
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Fleur took a mental note of this new necessity She knew 
personally five of the twcnt\-four diners, and the rest as 
in an illustrated paper, darkly. She had seen them all 
there at one time or another, steppintt hideousls in pad- 
clocks, photographed with their nfisprmt: ^r thur does, 
about to reply for tlie Colonies, or ‘ takine a lunar ' at a 
flying grouse Her quick instinct appreheiuied almost at 
once the rcas('n wh\ she and Mu had had been invited. 
His speech ' Like some new spitimen at the Zoo, he was 
an object of curiosits, a stunt She saw peoph nodding 
in the direction of him, seated ftpposite her between two 
ladies covered with flesh and pearls I'.xiited and \ery 
pretty, she flirted vsith the Vdmiral on her right, and 
defended Michael with spirit from the I'ndc r-^n rclars on 
her left, ‘riic Admiral grew warm, tlie I'ndcr Sccretar\, 
too young tor emotion, cold 

A little knowledge, Mrs Mont," he said at th< end of 
his short second innings, “ is a dangerous thing " 

“ Now where have I heard that ? " said I'leur. “ Is it 
in the Bible ? " 

The Under-Secretary tilted his clan 
We who ha\e to work Departments know tf>o much, 
perhaps ; hut \our husband certainK doesn't know enough. 
Foggartism is an amusing idea, but there it stops.*’ 

“ Wc shall see!” said Fleur. “What do you sa\, 
Admiral ? ” 

Foggartism ! What's that — new' kind of death ray ! 
I saw a fellow xesterday, Mrs. Mont — give you my word ! 
— who^S got a ra\ that goes through three bullocks, a 
nine-inch brick w.dl, and gives a shock to a donkey on the 
other side ; and only at quarter strength.” 

FTcur flashed a look round towards the Undcr-Sccretary, 
who had turned his shoulder, and, leaning towards the 
Admiral, murmured : 
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“ I wish \')u’d a sIkhT to the donkev on mv other 
side; he \santv it, :»nd I’m not nine intdiev thick.” 

Hut before the Admir.d <.ouLl shout his death ray, 
Ruvalts li (d r’srn 

In till a]Mrti:.<nt to ufarh I leur u is withdrawn, she 
had bdii ^ IV III': littli Jiir s"n'f minutes, and notictnji; 
inueh, whiii her hovtis'' c inm u[' md s.nd 
“ M\ di ir. lb r R..' 1 ] lliidiiuss - ” 

} leur I'lHoUf.*, n t ii'iiiie e \ t r\ uit 
A frml. aTid M’lif-le }i md j'lttid ilie sofa Inside her. 
I' bur Svit (town \ tr..rik md smijl^ \oue s ud 
"What ill I’.t'r stinc syueh sou’’ husband made! It 
was n 'u 1 t}i"Ui:ht 

""^hs, m.i .mi,” s.iul 1 Rur ; “but there it will stop, I 
am told ” 

A f lint sned' eurhd Irps euiltbss ot Milourmi: matter. 

" Well, perhaps H.is he b' en long in H.irh.mu nt ? ” 

" ( )nl\ a s< .If ” 

" \h ' I liked his t.ikimt up the eudK’els for the 
e hildrtn ” 

" home people think he’s proposing a new kind of child 
shuers ” 

*■ Oh * really * H.ive sou .m\ ehildreii } ” 

" One,” said J Irur, .md .iddi d lionesti) “ .And 1 must 
sas I wouldn’t part witli him .it tourteen ” 

" Ati ’ And hast' sou been long married ? ” 

“ l our years ” 

.At this moment tin royal Iad\ saw some one else the 
wished to speak le;, and was compelled to break off the 
conversation, \shicii she did very graciously, leaving Fkur 
with the feeding that she had been disappinted with the 
rate of production. 

In the cab trailing its way home through the foggy 
night, she felt warm and excited, and as if Michael wats’c. 
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** What’s the matter, Michael ? ” 

His hand came down on her knee at once. 

** Sorry, old thing ! Only, really — w'hen you tliink of it 

--^h r* 

“ Of whnt ? Y';u were quiti a li — object of interest.” 
‘‘The whole thing’s a game Am thing for novelty!” 

Tlic Princess was very nice abemt you.” 

“Ahl Poor ihint^ ' Bur I suppose you get used to 
anything 1 ” 

Elcur lauglud Michael \\ ni on • 

“Any new idea gets sci/c d and talked out of existence. 
It never gets farther than the braiii, and the brain gets 
bored ; and tlicre it is, already a bad: number ' ” 

That can’t be tntc. Mu had W hat about 1 rec Trade, 
or Woman ^ulTr.ige > ” 

Michael squec/ed lu r kmc “All tlie v\omcn sas' to 
me: ‘But liow' inten sting, .Mr .Mont, I think it's most 
thrilling ! ’ .\nd the nun sav : ' (joi.d stunt, Mont ! But 
not practical politics, of course ' And I’sc only one 
answer: ‘Things as big got done in the war ’ By George, 

it’* foggy •’ ” 

They were going, indeed, at a snail’s pace, and through 
the windows could sec nothing but the faint glow of 
‘the street-lamps emerging slowly, high up, one by one. 
Michael let down a window, and leaned out. 

“Where arc wc ? ” 

' T/ ** Gawd know s, sir.” 

A Michael coughed, put up the window .igain, and resumed 
Jim clutch of Fleur. 

“ By the way, Wast water asked me it I’d read ‘ Canihar.’ 
'He says there’s a snorting cut-up of it in ‘ The Protagonist.’ 
ItTl have the usual effect — send sales up.” 

“ They aay it’s vcr\' clever.” 

**£bndldy out of drawing— no: fit for children, and 
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tells adults nothing they don’t know. I don’t sec how it 
can he justihcii ” 

“ Genius mv drar If it’s attacked, it’ll he defended,’^ 

“ Si!' ^wai uiui’t }it\(‘ It — hr si\s it\ niiKk.” 

“Oh ! \ts , IkH Sih’s LH'ttin ' .1 huk number’’ 

“Tliet's vtr\ true," said .MiJiatl, f I k uglilfull) . ** By 

|n\ c ! i ist It ’I'.-' r:'<-\c, r • t - ; I .n iMihtu .md fog.” 

'Iheir c ib !i ui c r.t to a st OhStill Muhscl let down 
the windi'V. 

“ I’m tair lost, sir,” said the drurr's linarse voice. 

‘ Ought to Ih nt ir tl t I mb.ird.im iit, but for the life of 
me I can't bn I the turning ” Mkliad l)iittoncd his coat, 
put up the v tiduw JL’ on, and c^t out '.n the near side. 

The nieht u.i-' sm<>fh'r(d, aluc oiib. wi'h the tontinual 
hootines ol irupirij i irs Tlu bl u k \apour, acrid and 
cold, suri:ed into Mnhail’s lune'> 

“ I'll w dk 1 c oilt urn , SM r< ■/ inst the curb , creep 00 , 

till \se strike the river, or a bobbv.” 

'I'hc e lb (. ri { t (»n, and Mu had w tlk'-di beside At, feeling 
with his foot lor the curb 

The r^tiiud v^ucc ot an invisible man s .id : “This il 
S.inguinarv ! “ 

“ It IS,’* s.wd Midud “ W d ri. .ire we ? ” 

“In the twentii th centurv, and llu ht-iri of civilisa- 
tion," 

Michael laukdicd, .iod n grcitcd it ; the h-g tasted of filths 

“Think of the polkc 1 " said the voice, “ having to be 
out in this all night ! ” 

“ Splendid force, the police ! " replied .Mkhacl. “ WbcTC , 
are you, sir r " 

“ Here, sir. Where arc )ou ? " 

It was the exact position. The blurred moon of a lamp ' 
glowed suddenly above Michael’s head. The cab oeatcd to 


move. 
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“ If I could onlv smell the ’Ouscs of Parliament,” 
the cabman ” They’ll be ’avin’ supper there be now ” 

“ Listen ! ” said Michael —Big Ben was striking. “ That 
was to our left ” 

“ At our Ivick,” said the cabman. 

“Can’t be, or ue should be in the river; unless \'oir\c 
turned right round ' ” 

“Ciavsd knows where Tse turned,” s.iid the cabin. in, 
sneezing. “ Never saw such a night ’ ” 

“There's onl) om thing for it — drive on until we hit 
something (lintlv does it ” 

The cabman startid tiw c.ib, and Michael, with his liand 
on it, continued to feel tor ilie curb with his fuot 

“ Steady ’ " he s.ud, suddenlv “ C.ir in Iront ” Thtre 
was a slight bump 

“ Nah then!" said a voice. “Where \er eomm' ’ 
Cawn’t yer see ^ ” 

Michael moved up alongside of wh.it seemed to be 
another t.i.xi 

Comm’ along at that pice ! ” said its driver , “ ,ind lull 
moon, too ! ” 

AwfulK sorrv,” said Mith.iel “ No h.irm dune You 
got any sense of direction left ^ ” 

“The pubs are all elosed— worse luck! There’s a 
bloomin^ car in front o’ me that I’ve hit three times. 
Csn't make any impression on it. The driver's dead, I 
think. Would yer go and k>ok, Guv'nor ” 

Michael moved towards the loom in front But at that 
moment it gave wmv to the more universal blackness. He 
ran four steps to hail the driver, stumbled off the curb, 
fell^ picked himself up and spun round. He moved 
along the curb to his right, felt he was going wrong, 
Stopped, and called : “ Hallo ’ ” A faint “ Hallo ! ” replied 
frOQk^where ? He moved what he thought was back. 
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and called again No .ms^ver ’ Fleur ;\oiild l>c fnuhtenevi. 
He shouted Halt n dozen taiiii liallos replied to him, 
and Mtineonc at his elho^v said . ‘‘ Don’t Hicr know where 
y’are ^ ” 

" N ) , do \ <>u ^ ” 

“ Uh.tt vio \mu think r I.o^ oiMtung 

“'its, pi'v (, .lb " 

“ I ' in > i hin.: in it ^ ” 

“ M\ VMI. 

“ l,aud ' ^ oa Aou't ri t Vr back to meht ” A hoar'C 

l.aigh, ind obo en. , llo.j-d i-v \ bn oj darkness 

loomed for a III 'nn-nt, md l.id d out ^ll^ h i I stood 
still ' Keep \our h* .‘vi ' ’ he th .ein ' Here’s the curb 
— either tliis'r' in trt»in, or ih' . ri 1" hind , or else INc 
turned a eorntr' Hr ste pp« di lorvsard alone the* curb. 
Niiiiiiiie’ Hi si(‘j{'<d baek Nothing’ “What the 
bhoes ii.ut I done ' ” he luuttcrcJ “ or ha\e the) moved 
on ? ” Sae A poured down him in *pi!i of the- cold I'lcur 
would 1 h' re.ilK seare-d ’ And the words ot his election 
address spr .ng from his lif'S “ Cluctlv b) the elimination 
ot smoke ' ’’ 

“ Ah ’ ” said a \okr, “ got a ( ig.irrttc, (iu\ *nur ? ” 

“ I’ll give sou all Fve got and hall a erown, if you’ll find 
a cab close b\ ssith a lads in it What street’s this ? ” 

“ Don’t arst me ' The streets ’a\c gone mad, I think,” 
“ lastcn ! ” said Michael sharply. 

** 'I'll. It’s right, ‘ borne one callin’ so sweet.’ ” 

^ Hallo ! ” cried Michael. “ i’Je-ur 1 ” 

“Here! Here!” 

It sounded u> his right, to his left, behind him, in front. 
Then came the stead) blowing ul a cab’s horn. 

“ Now wt’vc got ’em,” said the bit of darkness, **Thi* 
way, Guv’nor, step slews, and mind my corn* I” 

Michael yielded to a lugging at his coal. 



A MODERN COMEDY 


“ It’s like No-M m’s Land in a smoke barrage ! ” said 
his guide. 

‘‘ You’re rigid. Hallo ! Coming ! ” 

The horn sounded a yard otT A \oicc said; “Oh! 
Michael ! ” 

His faee louthed Idcur’s in llie window ot tlie cab. 

** Just a second, darling 'riicre arc, my friend, and 
thanks awfully! Hope \niril get home ' " 

“I’ve ’ad worse niirlds out th m this. Thank \ou, Cap- 
tain! Wish y<iu .md the laci\ liuk.” There was a sound 
of feet shuillmg on, and ilic fog sighed out “ long ! ” 

*^A11 right, sir,” said the hoarse voice* ot Miihael’s i ab- 
man, “ 1 know where I am now. First on the letr, s* m nd 
, on the right Fli bump the curb till I get there. Themeht 
yoti was swallered up, sir ! ” 

Michael got inif* the e.ih, and clasped 1 ]< ur Hose. Mic 
uttered a long sigh, .ind sat quite stil! 

“Nothing more staring tluin a log ! ” he said. 

“I thought you’d been run o\cr!” 

Michael w. IS profoundl) touched. 

“Awfully sorr), darling. And \ou\t‘ gr*t all that bcastlv 
fog down your thniat Well drown it out when we get 
in. That poor chap was an cx-Senicc nun, W'onderlul 
" the way the Fngiish ke*cp their humour and don’t lose 

their heads.” 

** I lost mine ! ” 

kfV' you’ve got it back,” said Miciiael, pressing it 

his own to hide the* emotion he was teelmg. 
,'i^kFog^t our sheet-anchor, after all. So long as we have 
will survive.” He felt Fleur’s lips against 

V*'," 

t ' He belonged to Iter, and she couldn’t afford to have 
yhimAltn)dn^ about in fogs or Foggartisml Was that 
And then he yielded to the thrill 
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Tiic c*ibman was standing by the opened door ** Now, 
sir, I'm m your Square P'r’aps you know your own 
'ousc.'” 

\\ renched from the kiss, Michael stammered “ Righto I 
I'lic fog was thmiier here, he could consult the shape of 
trees “On and to \our right, third house " ^ 

There It w is — drvir.i^T with its h i\ irtts in its lubs 
and Its t inhrlit shiiiini: Ih put liis Ntch kc\ m the door. 
“ \ driiT " he s ud 

rie. » thm.jri ».«)ugli'd “1 Won’t s (\ ij(», sir” 

Mii.h.i<.l I'Foi.L'ht tht ilnnk 
“ 1 ar to go 

"Nett }’ :!!iM Ikidgi Your ’( i!rh, sir!” 

MiOi u'l w loi.'d hi^ jiiulud tu( drinking 
“ ^orr\ \ol’\ got to ploiigii into thit .ggain ! '* 
d ill lahnnii h iiuli d h ii k tie gh«ss 

“ d’*' mk’ef. sir, I sh.ili hi .dl right tiow . k^ep along the 
riser, md do\Mi t he I id.'i nn Ro id d houghf thev couldn't 
lost me in ho'idon W la ri I wt nt wn ’u' was tr\ ing for a 
short 1 ut insti id oi t.ikiii’ tin s'r.of' i ro .d round. ’Ope 
tlic \oLing lid\’s nont the worse, sir ,'^h( was properly 
scarcii whih \'>u w ,s out thirc it' tlu* dark d'heSe fogf 
ain’t tit for ’unnn h< in's d’h< \ ought to do somethin* 
about 'em m Parli mu in 

“d'h'.v ought'” Slid Miihel, handing him a pound 
note (I'oosl night, and gfHnl luck ' ” 

“ It’s an ill wind ' ” s.od the cahrnan, starting bil CSib. 
“(ioid night, sir, an I thank \ou kinJK 
“ d'l.ank you ' ” said Michael 

The cab ground slowly awa\, and wms lost to sight* ' 
Michael vsent in to the Spanish room Fleur, bdl^tll 
the Go\a, was boiling a silver kettle, and burning pjtttiBefc- 
What a contrast to the world outside - its black matod^lWOlIt 
cold reck, its risk and fear ! In this pretty 
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with this pretty glowing woman, uhv think of its tangle, 
lost shapes, anil stra\nig cries ' 

Lighting his cigarette, he took his drink from her by 
its siKcr handle, and put it to iiis lips. 

1 really think v\e ought to ha\c a car, Mich.ieii” 



CH\ni R \ 1(1 

Cul I ] I I 1N< I \ IM Nv 1 

'I'm IM't ir of ‘ 1 ^' Rr ■ hid evidently 

tnj'>\i.vl tiiiiisilt til it hi (..lusid .1 niii.io r ul o'ditr people 
to d'* lh( ' tr'' 

“'Hurt's lie n "fi pMjUil.ir so-hi in tlu i urs> te,” 

buid !Mr I..i\’r iH'. ‘ lii.m a l'« \ K ini.' sj’.nked, and the 
onK w'‘iir''i>r 1 ' o’Mii 1 ast .oid Wisi is th o in tlic East 
tlu l'i>\ at ell'' ‘ V '• liHiistli nil at so imu h a spank 
I dnii't sti .Mr i\ r».i. \ ,d C il\ 111 vl 'I iil: th It " 

“ It Ik d' li.ruls IiimsMt,” said N)anus, f.'!oomilN, “other 
pcoj I', wtadt ’’ 

'I'hcN wilted, R idinp daiK d( nuJk lations sii^ncd : ‘A 
Mother i-t liiric’, ‘ Rniv r \Mrth..n)pton \ ‘ \ ictorian ’ ; 
‘ Al\ s M Maiirut ’ , ‘ Plus hours ' , ‘ .\riliur U'hifflcin ’ ; 
‘ Sportsman if ra»i (kiitlinian ’ , and ‘ I’rn Patna ’ ; which 
practKalls all contained tlu vs-.rds ; ‘I cannot say that 
J have read the book thnni^'h, [>ut I have read cnoDgh 

It was five divs hefon. the defence fired a shot. But 
first came* a letter above tla Mi,'naturc . ‘ bwisliing Block/ 
winch, alter eomincriting on ifie fact that a w’holc fchoo) 
of so-called literature h.id been indicted hv the Editor of 
‘The Protag(-nist ' in Ins able letter of the 14th imi., 
noted with satisfaction that the said scliool had grace 
cnouch to take us swishing without a murmur. Not even 
an anonvmous squeak had Ix'cn Jicard from the whole 
apostolic body. 
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“ Forsyte*,” s.ad Sir Lawrence, handing it to Snames, 
“that’s my very ov\n mite, and if it doesn’t draw them 
— nothing will ! ” 

But it did. Tlie next issue of tlie interested journal 
in which tlie (orrespondciue was appe.irnig lontaincd a 
letter from the greater lundist 1, S D which restored 
everyone to his place 'Fins b'nik niiL'lit or niieht not be 
Art, he hadn’t read it, but the hdiotr ot ‘ 'Fhe Pro- 
tagonist ’ wrote like a |x*dagoi.nie, .iiul the r< was an end of 
him. As To the claim that literature must alvcavs wear 
a flannel peiiieitat, u vsas ‘ pitlle,' and tii.it w.is tliat. 
From under the skins of this letter the dJcriee, to what 
of exultation Soames ever p^rmitod himsi-lt, moved out 
in force. Among the defenders vccrc o marv as tour of 
the selected ten assoc mtes to wh<*m couiig Ibittenicld had 
jiurveyed cc^pies The\ wrote o\<r their own nanus that 
■** Canthar ” w.ts ciistmctK' LrilRM’l Rh, , thtv were 
"iorry for people wlio thought m ihcs' da\s that LlTl^RA- 
TURE had .my business with morals 'Fhe work must be 
approached .cstheticall\ or not at all .VRT was ,\RT, 
and morality was morahts, and nc\(r the iwawi could, 
would, or .should iiuet It w.is nionstruus that a work of 
this sort should }w\e to .ippear with a foreign imprint. 
"When would England recognise genius wlun she saw it .' 

‘ Soames cut the letters out one dter the other, and 
|Mltted them in a book He had got what he wanted, 
' .Jind the rest of the discussion interested him no more 
'ife had received, too, a communicaiion from voung 
• Butterfield. 

*«!caBed on the ladv last Monday, .and wnas fortunately 
Mt ..to sec her in person. She seemed rather annoyed 
"Arties^ I offered her the book. ' That book,^ she said ; * I 

VOJ.’" ' 
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read it weeks ‘ ItN c\uting a great deal of interest. 

Madam,’ I s.nd ‘I kn>‘w,’ she said ‘Then you won’t 
take a c(‘pv , the prnc is rising ste.ulilv, it’ll be very 
valualdc in time ' ’ ‘ I'vo get (itu/ she said. That's what 
)ou told ITU to hfid out, sir , '^o ) liidn’t pursue the matter. 

I liopi 1 h.ae ticiiie uli.it \ ou vs.tnuil iiut it there is 
ainthing iTi' T', I si. ill 1-e most haj-ipx I consider that i 
owe in\ [Tcsiiit position entiriK to stni” 

Soam s ill in’t ^nou ahoui luif as to Ins future 
j’osition lu V' hf 1 m’>( to put the \i>.ing ni in into tbe 
!)o\ I !i( ipi' loll III .1 j I.i\ r^'iiMiiud lie umsuhed 

“l)(ns r}, v ,M e ' -linn siii! .o ! in the advanced 

theutrr [ ' . < V ..1 u. MR tiir ’ mi oi ? ” 

Midi a 1 V\i:.«d ‘‘I don’t kiiou, sir, hut 1 could find 

out 

Impj ir\ rs ’o t’- d th If sin u IS I ist !or the pare of Olivia 
111 iLnic Ciu^'u’s matinee ol “'liie I’l.iin Dealer,” 

“‘The Plan said .Soames “Is that an 

advatued } l.i\ ” 

“ Ves, sir, (uo hun.irtil .ind fitt\ v'ars old ” 

“ Ah ! ” ' 'd ‘HI- , “ilux were .1 < ..arse lot in thoic 
da\s. Hou IS It she I .s on t!,<rc if slic and the young 
man ha\e spin 

“ Oil ' well, tiu ;v‘rc ser\ cool hands. I do hope you’ne 
going to kei'p things out of Court, sir ? ” 

“ I can't tdl \\ Irii's this pcrlormance I ” 

“ January tits seventh ’’ 

Soames went to liis lion library and t<M>k dovs'D Wych- 
erley.” He was dis.ipp>intcd with tht early portion* of 
“ The Plain Dealer,” but il improved as it went on, and 
he spent some time making a list of what George Foriyte 
would have called the ‘ nubbly bits.’ He understood 
at that theatre they did not bowdlcriic. ExceUdU $ jpbeift 
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were passage*' that should raise hair on any British jurv 
Between “ Caiuhar " and this pla\, lie felt ns if he had a 
complete answer to am claim h\ the \oung w-oman and 
her set to having ‘ morals about them ’ Old professional 
instincts w'en rising within him lb* h.id retained ^ir 
James Toskissun, KC, not beeaiise he .idmired him 
personally, but because if he didn’t, tin otlu r sid'- might. 
As junior he was emplo\ ing \ery \oung Ni< hoi is 1 ors\ te , 
he had no great opinion ot him, but it was as w< 11 to kei p 
tlic matter in the family, espeei ills if it wasn't to eome 
into Court 

A conversation ^Mth 1‘leur that ewcning loruributed to 
his intention tliat it should not 

“ What's happened to that vnuiiv AimTn an ' ” he s od 
Fleur smiled audl\ “ braneis Wilmot ' Oh! he’s 
* fallen for ’ M irjoric berrar ” 

** ‘ Fallen for lier ’ ? ” said Soames “ Wh.it an ex- 
pression ! ” 

“ Yes, dear , It’s Anuruaii ” 

“ ‘ For ’ her ? It means m>thing, so far as I can see ’’ 

“ Let’s liopc not, lor his sake ' She’s going to marry 
Sir Alexander MaeCiown, I'm t(»ld ” 

“ Oh I ” 

‘‘Did Michael tell \ou that he hit him on the nose } ” 
“ Which — who ? ’’ said Soames testily “ Whose nose ? ” 
“ MacGown’s, dear ; and it bled like anything.” 

“ Why on earth did he do that ? ” 

“ Didn’t you read his speech about Michael ? ” 

“ Oh 1 ” said Soames “Parliamentary fuss — that’s 
nolliing. They’re alv\ays behaving like scluxilboys, there. 
And to she’s going to marr)* him. Has he been putting 
her up to ail this ? ” 

“ No ; sbt^s been putting him.” 

Soaxncs discounted the information with a sniff ; he 
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«iccntul tlic ImstilitN oi uom.in for uom.in Stilly ihickcn 
.'lui p<']itK.»l tcclini,^ .irui scui] lichiitr. who could 
'i.iv which hr^t promptivi whuh ' In iro ; ,isc, tins made 
.1 diftorcncc (Joinp t<» in in irritvi u.o vIk ' lie dch.itod 
th( in. liter l"r s<>nu uni', nul tiir ii dnidid tli.it iic w'oulJ 
l:o .md su' .^eitkwhite md ht .re It t!ie\ I. ui been a firm 
c>t [our n |\,ri nr the I nut ,iK\i\s < nij 1 -s d in ‘causes 
M 1 ' i'T' s,' \\>' uniildn’i h i\(' dr< .MU d -'t It , Init, .is fact, 
th<\ stood hich, win snhd t.iiiii'o [<"plc, with .in .iristo- 

u ith ( oniK K ii' 'll iiui dl ill It 

III did 11' T vrio. I‘..i tnoK hit .rul went i'\('r from 
‘ ']'ln Conno'ssi urs ' to ihiir ■ lii i' in Kii.t: Stnrt, St. 

I nii'‘s’>> 'he jouriuc r- ' dd' d ' iv! d \s i" h- w m.iny 
•■LKh ii'coiii’ore incitiiiL’s h.ul in imt C"iic or i.iuscd his 
idc c rs tri' s t" ' ' 'iiK ' 1 1( h id 11 ' M r I iri d to t.ikc things 

into Court It till) lould hi vnl-.l out ot it .Vnd always 
ho h.id .ippro. hi d noc'oti iiioii wih tin impersonality of 
one p.isMuni' 's .ihout to niei t aiiotlur of tin s.imc kidney 
--two I oK lil itini.' ni.utiiiits, m.ikiriL' flmr livings out of 
hum. (11 n.itiiri He did not ti h lik< ih.it to-day; and, 
.lu.irc of this luindii.ip. Slopped to st.ire into the print 
.ind pniuri sh< p nt\t dour Ah ' Tin ri were those first 
priKils of the Roussil tntjr.n iii|:s ot the Trinic Consort 
1 xhihition of '51, that f)ld .Mont h.id spoken of— he had 
.in e\c for .m engr.iving, Old M'-nt Ah ! and there was 
a 1 red Walker, quite a i^ood one' Mason, .ind Walker 
—they weren’t done lor \et b) .mv memns .■\nd the 
scnsition that .1 m.in ImK hearing .1 hhekhird sing on a 
tree just coming into blossom, stirnd beneath Soaincs' 
ribs. I-ong — long since he had bimghi a picture I Let 
him but get this confounded case out of the way, and he 
could enjoy himself again. Ruing his glance from the 
window, he took a long breath, and walked into Scttlcwhitc 
and Stark’i. 
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Th^ chief partner’s room was on the first floor, and the 
chief partner standing where chief partners stand. 

“ How do you do,‘ Mr, Forsyte ? I’ve not met you 
Mnee ‘ Bobbin against the L & S. W'.’ That must ha\c 
been 1900 ! ’’ 

“ 1899,” s.iid ^o.^mcs “You were for the Compan\.” 
Mr. Scitlcw’luie pointed to a eh.tir 
Soames sat down and glaiued up at the hgure h(.toro the 
fire. H’m ! A long-hpped, l<>in: c\ tiashed, lonc-chmned 
face; a man of his own e.ilihre, education, and probiiv 1 
He need not licat about the Inisii 
“ This action,” he said, “ is a very ptitv business. What 
can we do about n ? ” 

Mr. Scttlcwhite fr«*wncd 

‘^That depends, .Mr. Eorsv te, on what you have to 
propose ? M\ client has been \cr\ gmsslv libelled.” 
Soames smiled sourlv . 

** She began It. And wliat is she rching on — private 
' letters to personal friends (tl m\ da uenttr's, written in 
very natural anger! I’m surprised that a firm ut your 

standing ” 

Mr. Scttlcwhite smiled. 

** Don’t trouble ti) compliment m\ firm ' I’m surprised 
myself that \ou arc acting for \our daughter. You can 
luurclly see all round the matter. Have you come to oifer 
Jipolog)’ ! ” 

*; *hTbat 1 ” said Soames. ” I should have tiiought it was 
'Inryoor client to apologise.” 

** If inch is your view, I’m afraid it’s no use contmumg 
. di»cu«ion.” 

^ SomM regarded him fixedly. 

"ii. “How do you think you're going to prove damage ? 
:^lic bek>iigs to the fast set,” 

Mr* Scttlcwhite continued to smile* 
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“ I understand she’s going to marry Sir Alexander 
MacGtiun,” said Suames. 

Mr ^cttleulnti-’s lips tightened 

Mr Eor'^vtc, if \uu have eomc to offer an 
apology and a siihsi intial sum in settlement, ue can talk. 
Otherwise — 

"As a sen^d'if m ai," said >.'iines, " 1,011 know that 
these Sonttv svanviiK art il\vi\s dead sta fruit nothing 
but costs and sevatnin, and .1 ir ist !'>r .dl tlie irossips about 
t<)i\a I'm {‘tepircd to \<ii! .i th-msand p^ninds to 
settle the' csh-'l' thinv. hut an ap"lw/\ 1 vaii’t look at. A 
mutual exprtssi-)!! ot reert i periups. hut an apology’s 
out oj the tjurs’iiui ” 

" 1 ifteen huiMr-d I iiuvhi ac<tpr ila insults have had 
wide curr''ni\ But an ipolie'* isesstiiiial” 

So.tnu s s It s:'< nt, ( ii me the injiistu e of it all Fifteen 
hundred! M- nsitous ' Mill In would p.i\ < ven that to 
keep Fleur I a.' ot tour* But humhli pu ' Slit wouldn’t 
cat it, and h -aKliFt ni ikt h r, md h< didn’t know that 
he wanted to IF pot uj^ 

“Look htri, .Mr Sitiltwl'it', il \<tu take this into 
Court, \ou wjil find \ ourself up apunst more than you 
think But the whole thing is so olftrisive ttj me, that 
I’m prep 1 red to m< 1 1 sou ovi r the monev, though I tell 
\ou Irankls I don’t heiuse a Jure would award a penny 
piece As to .iti .ir aoijx, ,i • jormula ’ could be found, 
perhaps ’’—wh; the deuce was the fellow smiling f— 
“ something like this • * We regret that we have laid 
hasiv thrngs about each other,’ to be signed by both 
parties.” 

Mr. Scttlewhitc caressed his ihin, 

“Well, ril put \our profx>niioii before my dient* I 
join with you in wishing to sec the matter settled, 
because Tm afraid of the result ” — * Oh, no I ’ 
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Soamcs — “but bcnnusc these eases, ns you say, are not 
edihinfj” Do }k 1 J out his liand 

Soamcs t^a\c it a cold toueli 

‘‘You unJir-.tanJ ih >: this is entircK ‘ \Mthout preju- 
dice,’ ” he s lid, md went out ‘ SIr’II tekt it ! ’ he thouidit. 
Fifteen hundred pounds of his in..ne\ tlimwn av\a\ on that 
baggape, just Ih\ aust' for i.iKt slu h id Inin IdHllLd what 
slie v\'as , .iiu! all his troubh to i e\ivlenee wasted ’ I'or 
a. moment he resented Ins d* .'•oi.n in 1 kur RealK it 
was f.ituous to b(. so fon 1 .e. th it ’ ddu n his Iwart re- 
'bountled d hank (h d ! He h..d s, nled n 

Christmas was .tt hand It d’.l rmt .darin him, iherctore, 
that he rceeuevl no answeriiiL' eommuiiu itinii hit ur 
and Michael were at Lipj inehall with tie ninth and 
eleventh biroiuls He ami Vniv'ite had Wimtred and 
the Cardigans d*-wn at ‘ The v^hdt- ^ ’ Not till the oth of 
January did he reeci\e a letter Imm M< ssrs .''cltkwlnte 
and IStark 

Di’ar Sir, 

“In refereiKc to \our eall of the i"!!! ultimo, \our 
proposition was duK jdaceJ before our elicnt, and we arc 
instructed to sa\ that she will accept ilie sum of /h, 5 oo 
—fifteen hundred pounds and an apology, duly signed 
by your client, cops ot which we enclose 
“ \\ e are, dear bir, 

“ EaiihfulK \ours, 

“SllTIIWlini ANt>bT\RKd’ 

Soaines turned to the enclosure It ran thus ; 

“I, Mrs. Michael Mont, withdraw the words concerning 
Miss Marjorie Fcrrar contained in nn letters to Mrs. Ralph 
Ppynrrya and Mrs. Edward Maltese of October 4ih last. 
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.ind herein lender j tuU and tree .ipolctj^y for h.ivmg 
written them. 

“ (Sn:nod) ” 

PushiiiL' 1 ' 11 1. the hrt i lid- . co M-ihrith tluit It 

p>"()anL‘d, >' I till- s e'' 't uf' 

“ \\ h.i! IS T. >" ini' s ' ” i ViiJiitti “Have you 
hr-'k-n V'-in {'Kte iv; iin ' ^--u should not hitc ^0 hard.’’ 

“ id ih.it ' ■' 

Aniit tt( r- I 1 

“ woull j’.M rh it uoiJi in hto-n hundrid pounds ^ 

I tliinl- --n .ir- m id. S-- .m- s 1 w ,ui 1 n u\c her hftccn 

hundr- d [i(*ru - ' P r. i his uom.in, Uui'ht i- IlOu r friends 
'1 ill! IS I'ltt- > '1 1 iiiulri d ,p Mil i!l • 1.1 ir rLin-ls Really, 
.'soinus 1 ..m surpri I .j \i:ii;i--:l i n- • s, .i 1 . 1- \ i r man ! 

I )( - \ o'l ii> -t I- 11 ". V til' u.-rhl I'l 1 1. r ’ ' -I! : t. r. ' \\ ith c\cry 

pi-uiid \ "U I' i\ , 1 1< ur ( (ts )u r \*.ords ' “ 

So mi' s ilush- .1 It w IS -lit- mil, .ml ct somehow it 
w.issotrut H< u liked t'-tlu '.Mid'W I lu fretKli — they 
h.id no Sense <-! o -inpr-.rniso, n.d (V<.r\ s' nsi <4 money ! 

“ W'c 11," lit s ml, “ th It truk ,in\u.i\ She won’t sipn. 
And I sh.ill wrhvlr.iw ni\ otkr" 

“I siiould h-'pi so 1 It ur h .s i im-kI Ik.O She will 
look \ir\ prtn\ in Court I third ih it woman will be 
,sorr\ sht evtr Ir.td ' Win Y i-'i v-ii h.i\e her what you 
call sl.jdowcd ? It IS no y-*'-d t-. !h dtlivate wiili women 
like that " 

In a wt.ik immunt ht h id told Annittc about the book 
and tlu , for, unall. to speak ot them to Fleur and 
Mkhael, he h.id rt.ill) i.ad Iti tell some one; indeed, hc 
had shown In, r " Cantliar,” with the wtirds: “I don’t 
advise sou to read it , it’s \( rs 1 ren^ Ii ” 

Annette had rcturntd it to him two days later, saying; 
** It IS not 1 -k ncli ji rfli , u is dispuning. You English are 
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10 coar»c. It has no v\it. It is only nasty. A serious 
nasty book — that is the limit. You arc so old-fashioned, 
Soames. Why do you say this b(X)k is French ? ” 

Soames, who really didn’t know uh\, liad muttered : 

Well, they can’t get it printed in England ” And with 

the words : “ Fruxclles, Jlruxelhs, call llruxcllcs ” 

buz7ing nb()ut his ears, had left the room. lie had never 
known an) people so touch) as tin I’rench ! 

Her remark about ‘ shadovsing,' h"A('vcr, w.is not easily 
forgotten. W'hy be squeamisli, \\h(n all depended on 
frightening this woman ? And on arming in Londrni he 
visited an offue that was not Mr holteed's, and gave 
instructions for tli(‘ shadowmg (»1 Maij(tne i'errar's past, 
present, and lutoj-t 

His answer to tilew lute and Stark, too, was brief, 
determined, and written on the j'aptr oi his own firm 

“Jan 6th, nj:;; 

“Dear Su<^, 

“I have )our letter ot vesierdav’s dale, and note tliat 
your client has rejcctevl ni\ proposition, whuh, as \ou 
know, was made entirJv without }''rcjudKe, and is now 
■withdrawn ut totu 

‘ “Yours t.»iUitidi\, 

- ‘ " ^0 \.M! ' 1 OK- YTE.” 

uu did not mistake, they would b(‘ snir' And he 
gaxed at the words ‘ m loto ’ , somehow the\ Loked funnv. 
^ In tOlO ! And now tor “The Plain l)eaicr'’! 

The theatre of th« ‘ Nc Plus I'ltra ' JMa\ -producing 
“ Society had a ding) exterior, a deatii-m.isk of Congreve m 
V peculiar smell, and an apron stage. There was 

"‘ Sio music They hit Something tlirce times bt'fore the cur- 
; tain went up. There were no footlights. The scenery was 

' < 'U " ' 
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peculiar— Soamcs could not take his eyes off it till, in ihc 
first Entr'acte, its principle was revealed to him by the 
conversation of two pct-plt sittini,' just l>chind. 

“ Tlie point of the stenery lu ri is that no one need look 
at It, \ou Xic. The\ go tarilur than an\ thing yet done/* 
“ They’ve gone farther in Moscow ” 

“ I belies c not Curtivs went o\er tlicre He came 
back rasinp about tlie was t}i( s spe ik tlair lines,” 

“ 1 )o(.s he knoss Kussi in ' ” 

“ N(t You don't lutvi to It’s tht iinil're. f think 
he’s doiiu' prats s\cll iiere sMth ili-a You couldn’t give 
a plas lik(' this if sou took t.hr ssords in ” 

boanics, ssho had I" ■ a trv.nc to take the ss'ords in — it 
sN.is, ind'^cd, wha' a had c irn tor — sijuinird round at the 
S}'( da rs 1 ties were pile and sounp and went on with a 
Straiic'i unconicrn 

“Curlew's dt'ing great work He’s shaking them up/* 
“ ( see thes’se got M irjoric herrar as Olivia.” 

‘‘ Don’t knoss whv tie keeps on an amateur like thlt.*^ 

“ Ho\ othec, dear bo\ , she bnnirs the smart people. 
Slu''s painful, I think " 

“ bhc diil one gf^^id tiling— the dumb girl in that RuuUd 
plus But Stic can’t speak for nuts ; you’re following the 
sciiNt of her ss< rds .dl the time. Slic tiexsn’t rhythnutitc 
Si.u a little hit ” 

•* bhe’s got looks ” 

♦‘M’ses” 

At this moment the curtain went up again, SlAoe 
Marjorie. Ferrar had not set appeared, Soames was obliged 
to keep awake ; indeed, whether because she couldn*t * ^pc*k 
for nuts/ or merely from duty, he was alwajn nwike 
while she was on the stage, and whenever she ha4 
thing emirageous to say he noted it carefully; odumie 
he passed an excellent afternoon, and went 
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rested. In his c.ih lie mentally rehearsed Sir James 
Foskisson m the part of i.ross-c\amincr : 

“I think, ni.id.ini, y>ii plavcd Olivia in a production 
of ‘ 7'lie Finn Healer’ In the ‘ Nt Plus Ultra ’ PI, i\ -Pro- 
ducing: SoueU : Would It be lorrect to sa\ that 

the part was th.it of .i modest woman Preciselv. 

And did It contain tin follow iiil; lines ' (Cjuot.ition of 
nubbK bits) . Did ilml concev .in\ thine to s'uur 
mind, mad.im ' . . I siipj^ose th.it \ou tvould not sa\ 
It was an iinriior.il p.iss.ic ' No ? Nor t.iluilated 
to offend tin e irs .iiid dtbio th- nior.ils ot a decent- 
minded audienu " No In fat, \ou vion't tile the 
same view of moralit\ ih.ii 1, or, 1 V(iitun to think, the 
Jury do . . No I 1 r d irk si i nt — \ on did not remon- 
strate with the produet r for not oinittiny tli.it scene ' 
Quite. Mr Curfew, I think, was the producer^ 

Arc you on sirIi terms with th.it yeiithm m .is would h.i\e 
made a remonsir.mte (*.is) ? . Ah' N<'w, m.Riam, 1 
put it to you tli.it tlirougliout 1923 \ou were seeint: this 
jfcntkman ne.irly e\crs d.i\ Well, s i\ ihrtt or huir 

times a week And \ ti sou s.i\ th.it \ou wef'* not on sueh 
terms as would h.i\e m.ide it possible f(»r \nu to represent 
to him that no modest \uuni: worn. in should bo asked to 
play a scene like lh.it . . . Indeed ! The Jure will form 
their own opinion of umr answer ^’ou .ire not a pro- 
fessional actress, dependent for \our Ining on dointj wh.ii 
you are told to do ' . , No. And \et \ou h.i\e the face 

to come here and ask for substantial dam.ipos because of 
the allegation in a prisatc letter that you haven’t a moral 
about YOU ? . . . Have you ? . '* .\nd so on, md so 

on. Oh! no. Damages ! She wouldn't get a farthing 
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opinion ili.ii if il.:s all- nu'. wo. M go as far as 

Hitccn liunJrtJ, ht mu'vt l-t dLa.i kc'.-n (Jii settling, and 
she h.ui onl\ t<* vTiss i',r tl;c i,, ^cf it. Anyw'ay, 

she should let them slew in their junr for a Kit. On 
Monday he w.jntid to s.how In r his y irlings She did 
not, therefore, return to Town till tin 23rd, and found 
the office closed for Christ m.is It had never occurred to 
her that solkitors had holidays. On Christmas Eve the 
herself went awav for ten da\s, so that it was Januar)' 
the 41I before she wus again able to call. Mr. Scttlcwhite 

54 * 
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was still in the South of France, but Mr. Stark would 
see her, Mr. Stark knew little about the matter, but 
thought Lord Charles’ advice probably sound ; he proposed 
to write accepting the fifteen hundred pounds if a formal 
apology were tendered ; they could full back on the 
formula if necess.irv, hut it v\as ah\a\s uise to yet ns 
much as you could. W’llli some inisyiving Marjorie Ferrar 
agreed. 

Returning from the matinee on January 7ih, tired and 
elated by applause, by Bertie Curfiw’s vo-rds* “ \'ou did 
quite well, darlme,” and almost (,M look on his face, 
she got into a hot hath, and u.is ]usi out when her maul 
announced Mr Wilmot 

“Keep him, 1 anny ; si\ I'll b '.Mtli him in twenty 

minutes.” 

Feverish and soft, as if .ipj'rouh'ng a truis, shr dressed 
hastily, put essence (»t or.inge -blossom on her neck and 
hands, and went to the studio She entered without 
noise. The young man, back to the door, m the centre 
of the room, evident!) did not hear her Approaching 
within a few feet, she waited for the effect on him of 
orange-blossom. He was standing like some Eastern 
donkey, that with drooped cars patiently awaits the fresh 
' b«rdei\ing of a sore back. And suddenly he spo).-^ : “ I’m 
^ all in.” 

Francis ! ” 

The young man turned, 

**Ohl M.irjoric ! '' he s.'iJ, “T never heard.” And 
taking her h-ands, he buried hi.s face in them. 

* She was hampered at tliat moment. To convert his 
mouth from despairing kissing of her hands to triumphal 
'flame upon her lips would have been so eas\ if he had 
^ been modem, if his old-fashioned love h.id I O' compli- 
snented.her so subtlv ; if, too, she were not feeling for him 
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somcthinj^ more — i^r wjs it less f — than passion. Wan she* 
to know at last the scns^tion^ nf the simple — a yt)unjj; 
girl's nivll— Sunn thing she havi missf\l ' She led him to 
the divan, sat down i'v Ids side, and l<fkid into his eyes.^ 
f’ablcd sw-tetju-ss, as t‘f a Spring morning--Francis and 
she, children m the wood, uii'n the world well lost! She 
surrencitrtd to t;,: inn'K<.nct. <it it, dOiheraicl) grasped 
something de-huouv, mw lh«ir }o\ ! Ihnv dclifhtful to 
feel liiin happ'. at list -to pr-tinis, marriage ind mean fo 

p< rform it ' Ih n * Oli ' v*. h. n ht liktd S>M,n, quite 

S(>(»n , the s I. ncr tie h'tirr* \liu--st uiui-nsi<ous that 
she was ‘ j 1 icjig ’ a \ miig eirl, she was v irried away by 
Ins am i/' tp n.i j..s pw IK was on tire, on air; yet 
he rciHa;:;' i ! i > .’> h* w.is wonvlt rliil ' I'or an hour 
thev Si! a !'■ i/raiil tiour for nKOiory to snilf - before she 
rcnitml' " -i ’ m’ sIk uas dininc oui .it halt past eight. 
Slit put la r li; N to h.s, .iiivl ; 1..M ,i lur t\( s \iid thought 

rail not > 1.0 ;h! Ml- '■pod If, ifid nnl.i sun o| him in 

modern /.ish’- n * \Ui it was Ins im ig' • f iunr but a phlizz, 
inn a irmi siw hn (vts grow troubled, felt hit 

nan-ls groA iinr-.d > miLtiui’g sediud drowning before 
her c d >h( s' M d a;- 

“No\s, P)' ,1 vou nvist fls !” 

U’fien lie I .1 ri"W'i, siu ti.r« w off /ler dn ss .md brushed 
out her hair tliat in tn- mirror Mtirud to have more gold 
than red. . . Soine I m m on her -Ircssing-i.iblc caught 
her t 4 . The hrst w bid, the sceond a bdi ; the third 
ran thus ; 

“ I)i \R M\n\M, 

“ \Vs regret to sa) that Ciiliioott Kingson tc Pofiyte. 
haw rslas. J tu give ih * apology we asked for, and 
drawn their verbal offer in toto. We presume, 
that the action must go forward. We have every llOpe, 
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hfjv\evcr, that tiny may reconsider the matter before it 
comes into Court 

“ Voar obedient ser\ants, 

^ “ bi n 1 1 w nm & St\rk ” 

She dnippid It and sat vcr\ still, staring at a litlli' hard 
line on the ri^dil side of licr mouth and a Inti'' liard line 
on the left 

Francis Wilmot, living, thoueht ot stf aiiiship-lini^'' and 
staterooms, ol registrars and ni'r'' \n hour leo he had 
despaired, now it seemed he h ul al\N.i\s known shi 
was ‘too tiru not to give up tins ltll<)u uiioni she dnin’t 
love.’ He Would m.ik<’ her the (jinen of bouth Carolina 
— he surel) would' Hut if she didn't lik< it t,ur there, 
he would stll th( ‘ old home,’ and thev would l'o and 
live where slu wished m \’eni<.c , lie hid heard lu r 
say Venice was woiuiertul , or w ^'ork, or bicilv , with 
her he wouldn’t cari. ' \nd London in the <.old drv wind 
seemed beautiful, no longer a grey ma/e of unrealitv and 
shadows, but a tit) where vou could Iniv rings and steam- 
ship passages. The wind cut him like a knite and lie did 
not feel it. 'Lliat poor devil Mudiown' Hr h.tted the 
sight, the thought of him, and vet felt sorrv, thinking of 
him with the cup dashed tmm his lips And all the davs, 
weeks, months himself had spent circling round the flame, 
his wings scorched and drooping, seemed now hut the 
natural progress of the soul tovsards Par.idisc. Twentv- 
four — his age and hers ; an cternitv of bliss before them ! 
He pictured her on the porch at home. Horses ! A better 
car than the old Eord I The darkies would adore licr — 
kind of grand, and so white! To walk with her among 
the azaleas in the Spring, that he could smell already; 
no — it was his hands wiicrc he had touched her! He 
ihlvered, and resumed his flight under the bare trees. 
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well-nigh alone in the East wind , the stars of a bitter 
night shining 

A card vv.is handed to liim as he entered his hotel. 

“ Mr V\ilrn"t, a gentleman tt. see xoii ” 

Sir AKxander was stated in a e<irner <>f th< laiungc, 
with a crudi i. it in hi'’ hand He rust and lamc towards 
1 rancis Wilmet, mm and stju trt 
“ I’ve h(cn nuaning to (all on \ou for s<ime time, Mr 
Whlmot ” 

‘'Yts, sir Mi^ 1 I'lhr vou a (otht.«il, or a glass of 
sh( rr\ ^ ” 

“ N's thiiiit Miu Von .iTc .iwart of m\ engagement to 
Mi^s I < rrar ' ” 

" 1 w IS, sir " 

I'his nd .i.’/rrssui f.n e, with its stitT moustache and 
burning cms, n \i\(d his hatred , so that lu no longer felt 
sorre 

“ '^'uu krioa thti I \er\ much object to \our constant 
visits to that Noting l.id\ In tins eountrv it is not 
the part of a gentiem.m to pursue an engaged young 
woman ” 

“That,” said Francis WlJmot, C()o11n,‘‘is fc^r Miss 
Fcrrar herself to say ” 

MacCown's face grew even redder. 

“ If vou hadn’t been .in Ameru m, I should have warned 
\uu to keep clear a long tim<^ igo,” 

Francis Wilmot bowed 
Well ' Arc \ou going to ? ” 

“ Permit me to decline .in ansescr 
M.icdown thrust forward his face, 

“ Eve told you,” he said. ” If you trespass any more, 
look out for ) ourself.” 

“ Thank you ; I will,” said Francis Wilmot, softly. 
MacGown stood for a moment swaying slightly. Wai 
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he gomg to hit out ? Francis Wilmot put his hands into 
his uouscr pockets. 

** VouVe had your warning/’ said MacGown, and turned 

on his heel. 

“ Good night ! ” said Francis Wilmot to that square 
receding back. He iiad been gt rule, he had been polite, but 
he hated the fellow, yes, indeed ’ Save for the triumphal 
glow Within him, tlrere niigh: l.ave been a lussl 



ai\PTER X 


PHOIOORAPHY 

Sl'MMOM i> to tlic .innual Clin 'iin.ic c<i\<'rt-shcH>tlng at 
Lip puighall, MkIi.)-! found !),(rt tun praitical politician*, 
and one member of the (lovcrnnunt 

In the mullion-vsindowe J sm(/kin;,'-room, wlicrc men 
retired, and women too sometimes, iiiii> chairs old, soft, 
Icathere, tfie b ul ot t.ilk w.is li^htK tossed, and naught 
so dewastatinu is jo.^'^Mrtjsm mentioned Hut m odd 
minutes and h .it hours MilIkuI i,’ained insight into politi- 
cal realities, .trid respect for j'raaual politicians. Even 
on this hulida) the) Sat up late, ^ot up e.irly, wrote letter*, 
examined petiti-ms, dippcel into Blue Hooks They were 
robust, ate heart. K , took their lupior like men, new cr seemed 
fatigued 'I'he) .sliavcd clean, looked healthy, and shot 
badl\ with cnjovmcnt Th<' mernlxr of the Government 
pla\ed poll instead, and i le ur v\ent round with him* 
Michael learned the Icsseui Ha\e so much on your mind 
tliat \ou ha\c practicaD) nothing in it, no time to pet 
your schemes, fancies, fechngs Carry on, and be caiefal 
that )ou don’t know to what end 
As for I''ugi.:.irtism, thev didn’i~i la ‘ Evening Sun’— 
pooh-pooh it; they mcTcl) asked, as Michael had often 
asked himself : “ Yes, hut how arc you going to work it f 
Your scheme might be very gcwjd, if it didn't hit people*! 
pockets. Any addition to the price of living is out of tho, 
question—thc country's taxed up iv the hilt* Yoni Fog- 
gartism’s going to need money m every direction. Yon 
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may swear till you’re blue in the face that ten or twenty 
years hence it’ll bring fivefold return ; iiobodv will listen. 
You may say . ‘ W'ltliout it we're all going to the devil ’ , 
but we’re accustomed l(» tint - some people think we’re 
there already, .tnd the\ resent its being said Others, 
especially manuf.Kturt rs, b(lu\f wlnt they want to 
They can’t bear an\ one uIim + ri( s ‘ stinking fish,' wliate\er 
his object. Talk .ibout resume rr id( , and less taxation, or 
offer more wag< s ind t.dk *■! .i i ipu d k\\, and, .lecording 
to Party, we shall btlu\e \ou’m doiu tin irkk— until we 
find you haven't But t.ilkine of less trade and 

more taxation in iIk present with .i vn w ti/ .1 better tuture. 
Great Scott ' In pnlmes \.ui v m simfUc the eards, but 
you mustn’t add or subtran I’ei-jk onl\ re.m to im- 
mediate beneht, or, as in tin w.ir, to imminent J.inger 
You must cut out sens itionalism ” 

In short, lhe\ were intelligent, .md eomplctelv fatalistie 
After these quiet talks, Mkh.ul understood, mueh better 
than before, the pngession id polities He was greatly 
attracted In the member of the (kicernnitni , liis per- 
sonality was modest, his m.mner ph tsanr, he liad l)c 
partmenial ideas, and vs .is doing tiis l^est with his (»wn 
job according to those ideas ; if he h id others he kept 
them to himself He seemed to admire Meur, and he 
listened better tlian the other two He said, too, some 
things they hadn’t “Of course, vshat we’re able to do 
may be found so inadequate that there’ll be a great jour- 
nalistic outcry, and under cover of it we mav bring in 
some sweeping measures that people will swallow belore 
they know what they’re in for ’’ 

“ The Press,” said Michael , “ I don’t see them helping ” 
Well ! It’s the only voice there is. If you could get 
fast hold of the vociferous papers, you might even put 
your Foggartism over. What you’re rcall)* up against is 
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the slow town prowth of the last hunJrcd and fifty ycais, 
an ini^'rained state of mind whuh e.tii only see England 
in terms of industrialism and the carrying trade. And in 
the lossn-mind, ot eoursc, h'>pr springs eternal. Thc\ 
don’t Ilk'- lalaniits till. Nu u yenmncK think wc can 
go on indtluiiuL on liu old liiu v, .»nd yt t more and more 
prosperous into the haryain 1 \ rsunallv, I don't. It’s 
possible th.il inuOi ot whit old 1 ogg. 4 rt advoe.itcs m.i\ 
b( aJ.opled bit b\ bit, t\cn Oiild tmigrition, from sheer 
jrKtu'al mussite , but it won't b- i .died 1 oggartism 
Irue ntor’s Im k ' //, kV gt t no , r. dir tor bring the first to 

s( e. It And," .uKli 1 riu Minist' r, gloomiu , " by the time 

It's aeloptt ei. it'll } rob ibl\ Ih lo«.l,t( 

RMeiMiii’ til* Millie dn .1 nepiist n .r in interview from 
.1 Press t’e whos< r jTt se nt iti\t would cornc dow-n 

to suit his e''!i\tnienee, .Mivh.i'l made the appointment, 
and pretaridi in cl.iboraie <\[osition t>l his faith The 
T' pr se 111. ills* , however, turned oat to be .i camera, and 
a photograph entitled ‘ '1 he .Membtr tor Mid-Bucks cx- 
pi-unding iogyctism to our Re j re se ni.itjve ,’ luxamc the 
onlv reeord ot It The e.irntr.i was aetive It took a family 
group in iront of the poreh ' Right to iA,-ft, Mr Michael 
Mont, M P , Ladv Mont, .Mrs Michael Mont, Sir Law- 
rence Mont, Bi ’ It took iltur ‘Mrs Michael Mont, 
with Kit .ind Dandle ' It took the Jacobean w'ing. It 
te)ok the Minister, with his pipe, ‘cnjo)ing a Christmas 
rest ' It look ,1 corner of the walled garden ; ‘In the 
grounds’ It then lud lunch After lunch it took the 
whole house -pariv ‘ At bir Lawrence Mont’s, Lippmjhall 
Manor, Bucks ’ , with the Minister on Lady Mont’s right 
and the Minister’s wife on Sir Lawrence's left. This photo- 
graph would have turned out letter, if the Daadic, in- 
advertent]) left out, had not made a sudden •nslanght on 
the camera legs. It took a photograph of Fleur alooe: 
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‘Mri. Michael Mont — a charming )oung Society hostess’ 
It understood that Michael was making an interesting 
practical experiment — could it take Eoggartism in action ? 
Michael grinned and said : Yes, if it would take a walk, 

too. 

They departed for the coppice The colony was in its 
normal state — Ihidduk, witli tv\o of tlie contr.ict(,)r's men 
cheering him on, w.is working at tla. construction of the 
•ncubator-house , Swain, smoking a cigarette, was reading 
‘The Daily Mail ' ; Bergteld was sitting wnh ins head in his 
hands* and Mrs. Ikrgfdd u.is w.isinng up 

The camera tue»k three photographs Mieli.icl, who had 
noted that Ik-rgiehl had begun shaking, suggested lo the 
camera that u would miss us ir.un ft at once ii»ok a 
final photograph of Muhael in front of th,. ),ut^ i^vo cups of 
tea at the Manor, and its departure 

As Michael was going up-stairs ih.it night, the butler 
came to him, 

“The man Boddiek’s in the panirv, Mr. Michael; Tm 
afraid something’s hapjxntd. sir." 

“ Oh ! ” said Michael, blankl) . 

Where Michael had spent many happv hours, when he 
was young, wms lioddick, Ins pale face running with sweat, 
imd his dark e\'cs ver\ ahve. 

“ The German’s g'me, sir.” 

“ Gone ? ” 

“Hanged hiSvSclf. The woman's in an awful state. I 
W him down, and sent Swam to the \ilj.igi. " 

“ Good God ! Hanged ! But why f ’* 

* “ He’s been very funny these last three days ; and that 
camera upset him properly. Will \ ou come, sir ? ’’ 

They set oOt with a lantern, Hoddick telling his talc. 

“As soon as ever you was gone this afternoon he started 
to shake and carry on about having been made game 
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of. I told ’im not to be a fool, and went out to get on 
with It. But when I c.ime in to tea, he was still shaking 
and talkin’ about his honour and his savin’s , Swain had 
got fed-up and was jeerin' at him, and Mrs Bcrgfcld 
was as white as a ghost in tlic corner I told Swain to 
shut his head ; and 1 nt/ simnured down after a bit, and 
sat humped up as he does for hours together. Mrs. Bcrgfcld 
got our tea I had some chores to tmish, so I went out 
after. When I come in at sevt.n, they was at it again 
hammer and tongs, and Mrs Bergfcld cr\in’ lit to buit 
her heart. ‘Can’t v>)U see,’ 1 said, ‘ hovs you're upSCtlln’ 
your wile ? ’ ' Henrv Boiduk,’ he said, ‘I’ve nothing 
against ymt, vou'sc alwacs Ihcu decent to me. But this 
i^vv.iin,’ he saiil, ’ 'is name is ^wlne ' ’ and he took up the 
bread-kmfc 1 got it away troin him, and spoke him 
calm ‘ .\h ' ’ la- s.i'd, ‘ but V".v’tr no pride.’ Sw'ain was 
lookin' at him with ihit sort o’ dr(»op in his mouth he’s 
got. ‘ Pride,’ li< si\s, ■ \ou mIK 'slighter, what call ’ave 
you to hue an\ pride r ’ We!!, I see tliat while WC wai 

tiiere he wasn't e-an’ to get .tn\ better, so 1 took Swain 
off for a glass at the pub Wien we e.tmc back at ten 
o'clock, Swrnn went sir.iight to b'd, and 1 went into the 
mess-room, wi-.c-re I lound his wil.. ,ilr>nc. ‘ Has he gone 
to bed ? ’ I •'.‘id. ‘ No,’ slie s»i.i, ' he's gone out to cool 
his head. Oh ! Henrv B^jJdick,' she said, ‘ I don’t know 
what to do with him ! ’ W'c sat there a bit, she tcllifl’ me 
about ’im brooding, and all that nice woman ihc is, too; 
till suddenly she said: ‘Henry Boddick,’ she s.»d, ‘I’m 
frightened. W’liy don’t he come f ’ We went out to look 
for him, and where el’)ou think he was, sir t Yoli know 
that big tree we’re just goin’ to have down ? Tbcrft*l 
a bidder against it, and the guidui’ rope all fixed* „ Hc*d 
cUmlx'd up that ladder in the moonlight, put £0pe 
round hit neck, and jumped ; and there hft wai| 
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feet from the ground, dead as a duck I roused up Swain, 
and we got him in, and — Well, v\c 'ad a proper time I 
Poor woman, I’m sorrv for her, sir---though realiv I think 
it’s just as wefl he’s gone — he couldn't get upsides with 
it anyhow, d'hat camera cliap uould have given sometliing 
for a .shot at wh.it we saw tliere in tin nioonliglit " 

‘ Foggartisni m at turn ! ’ thouglit Mith.iel, hiuerlv ‘ So 
endeth the First Lesson ’ ’ 

The hut liutked londv in th< tlirc uling nioc.nlight .and 
the bitter wind Inside, Mrs Ih rultld w.is kneelniL’ htskie 
the body plact'd on ilit deal tilde, witli .i h tndkerchit f 
over its face Mu hat 1 put a liaiul tm (ler shoulvitr She 
gave him a wild look, bowed lur head .ig.iin, and her lips 
began moving ‘ Pravir ' ’ tlu’ught Muh (tl ‘ C.ahohc 
of course ! ’ 11c took Ilodduk asuL ‘ Don't Itt lur see 

Swain. I’ll talk to him " 

When the polite .ind the doctor eamt in, ht button- 
holed the hair-drcsser, whose shadt'wv fatt hatked gh.istiv 
in the moonlight He stemed much upset 

“You’d better tome down t<) the lumvc for tlie night, 
Swain.” 

“ All right, sir I never me-int to hurt the poor beggar. 
But he did carrv tin so, .irul I've got mv own trouble 1 
couldn’t stand 'im nionopoliMn' mistoriune the way he 
docs. When the inquc.st's over. I’m t)d It I can't get 
tome sun Stuin, I’ll be as dead as 'im ” 

Michael was rehevud Boddick would be left alone 
When at last he gt)t back to the house with Swam, 
Fleur was asleep He did not w.ikc her to tell her the 
news, but lay a long time trving to get warm, and thinking 
of that great obstacle to all salv.ition — the human clement. 
And, mingled with his visions of the woman beside that 
Still, cold body were longings for the warmth of the \oung 
body dose to him. 



554 


A MODERN COMEDY 


against that whitish sky the yew-trees looked very stark. 
He had ordered a hit; vsreath laid on ilic i^rave, and when 
he saw it thus offered up, he thou;^dit : ‘ First human beings, 
then rams, now flowers ’ Profrress ? I wonder 1 ’ 

Having arr.ingt.d that Nor.di Curfew should take Mrs. 
Bcrgfcld as cook in Bethnal (Jrcai, ho drove her up to 
London in the Manor car Dunne that lont: drive he 
experienced again fvelim^s that he hail not had since tlie 
war. Human hearts, dresscti up to iliC nines m circum- 
stance, interests, manners, at Lints, nee, and class, when 
Stripped by griif, \n love, 1<\ hoe, bv laughter were one 
and the same heart. Bui how S( Idom utre they stripped ! 
Life was a clothed afl.nr' A cod thing too, perhaps - 
thc strain of n.ikedness was too considmbl. ' He was. m 
fact, infinitely relieved to s< e the laie ot Ni-r.ih Curfew, and 
hear her cheerful words loMn. Hcrghld • 

** Come in, my dc.ir, and }i.i\< s,.nu‘ tei ! ** She was the 
sort who stripped to the heart without strain or slnmt 
Fleur was m the dr.iwing-riMjm when lie got home, furred 
Up to her chei ks, which were bright as if she had just come 
in from the cold. 

Bctai out, my child ? " 

“ Yes. I — ” She stopj cd, looked at lirm rathe r quccrly. 
and said r “ Well, have vim finished with th.it business 
Yes ; thank God I’ve dR»pped the poor creature on 

No«h Curfew d’ 

* Fleur smiled. Ah ! Yes, Norah Curfew ! Shf live* 
for everybody but herself, d.)esn*t she ? ” 

» ** Sh® docs,” said Mith.iel, rather sharply. 

The new woman. One’s getting dean out of fashion.^’ 
kithael took her cheeks between his hands, 

Wiuit’s the matter, Fleur i ** 

« There ii.'* 



THE SILVER SPOON 


5SS 

“ Well, one £^ets a hit fed up nith being left out, as if one 
v\cre fit for noilung but Kit, .irul lo(»king appetising.'^ 
Michael clr(»ppcd his hands, liurt .ind pu/,/lcd Certain!)’ 
he had not consulted her ahoui his ‘ dovsn and outs ’ ; had 
fedt sure it would only bore or make her laugh — No 
future in it ' And h id ihcre b . n ^ 

“ An\ tune \ou liN : > iro ires in an\ mort.al thin^, 
I’ lour, souAe onU to s a so " 

“ Oh ' Id n’t w ini to p. .kc into \ .)ur afiairs. Tve got 
m\ own ll.ue \ou had te i ^ ’* 

“ i )o it!I me wliat's lia muter ' " 

‘‘ M) di ir bo), vouAi tlr< i,:> isked me that, and I’ve 
alrcakls :*>!.! \ ou n.-tnif^' " 

“ W ' >11 ': i.a kiss me ^ " 

“ ( )t co'aist \nd thci’s Ku' bith — would you like to 
go up ' " 

I' ish short stab went in a litth farther This was a 
spiritual (.nsis, and he did not kriu\\ in the hast how to 
handle it Uidn’t shr \ant him t-* admire her, to desire 
her ' W'haf liul shi warn ReioLmition that she wai as 
interested as he in -in the state <jf the Country ? Of 
course ! Only - was she ’ 

“Well,” she Slid, "I want tea, anyway. Is the Oew 
woman dr.iniatk ' 

jcalouss ’ I lie notion was absurd. He said quietly t 
“ I don’t quite follow you ” 

Fleur hx)kcd up at him with very clear eves. 

“ Good God ! ” said Michael, and left the room. 

He went up'Stairs and sat down before ‘The White 
Monkey.’ In that strategic posiinm he belter pCTCcrvt^i 
the core of his domestic moment blear had to be 
had to take precedence. No object in her coUeetkm IlMilt 
live a life of its own ! ITc was appalled by the bittenieyi of 
that thought. No, no ! It was only that the $■ com^ 
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picx — a silver spwn, .mJ it had hixomc natural in her 
mouth She resented Ins having interests in whuh she 
was not first ; or rather, perhaps, resented the faet that 
they were n(»t her iiutrests too And iliat uas to her 
credit, when you came to think of it Mie was vexed vsiili 
herself for being cg(uentru Poor i hild ! ‘ lAt to 

mind my eye,’ thought MiOiaO, ‘or I sliall make some 
modern-novel mess ot this in three parts * Vrui his nund 
strayed nalurilly to tlie suerice ot iiishiru; up s\nijnorns 
as if they were roots- ha' fh remembtred his nursere 
governess IcKking him in, lie had dr<.tdid bung puiiud 
up ever since 'ijie psvc ho-analvsis would sa\ that \cas 
due to the action ot his goctnn ss It w isn't- mam sm.dl 
boys wouldn’t have cared a hang, it was due to a mitur^ 
that existed before that action Ih t-'ok up tlu pioin 
graph of Fleur that stood on his desk lie lo\ed the face, 
he would always love it If she had limitations-- well ! 
So had he — lots ! This was coniedc, one mustn’t make it 
into tragedy ! Surely slie had a sense of humour, too ! 
Had she ? Had slic not ? And .Muliael searched the face 
he held in his hands . . 

But, as IS usual witli liiisbands, he lud diagnosed without 
iqiowicdge ot all the facts 

Fleur had been bored at Lippinghall, even collection 
of the Minister had tried her. She liad concealed her bore- 
dom from Miciiael But scit-sacnficc t.ikcs its revenge 
She reached home m a mood of definite antagonism to 
public affairs. Hoping to fed better if she bought a hat 
or two, she SCI out lor Bond ^rm't, At the corner of 
ButUngton Street, a ^oung man b.ir<.d his head. 

"Ficu/J’’ ^ 

WiUrifll Desert 1 Very lean and very brown ! 

“ You !>» 

•‘Yef. I’m just back. How*$ Michael ' 
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“ \'cry well Onl\ hr’s m P.irliamciu.” 

“ (I'rc.U ^lOlt ' \ik 1 how .ue \ou ’ " 

“As you see I)iJ . ou h.uc .1 t:ooj time ’ ’* 

“ Yts Pm onls {'erilnii^' The I'.ist h.is t^ot me * 

“ Arc V ou u »mui£: t" e ijs ' 

“ 1 thinlv Hot Th' huriu vi.ild, \ou know ” 

“ Yts , \ou dTf hroun 

“ Well, Ho.ul-lne, 11 er ' ^'ou l<^ok just the sume, only 
jiiort so rilsM Midi I I suriRwIurt " 

“ (u)oJ-!n t ' ^ht. v\ ilki li on without l"oking liuck, 
.iriJ then rr^’rtiud ii"t .'MMiiy found vul whether Wilfrid 
1; d done the s.iiiK ^ 

>hc li u] Wilirid up tor well, for Mu hid, who — 

\Mio h.ui It ' R-.ilK she was too sell s untieing! 

\iul (lien it three o\ 1 <k k a note was brouglit her : 

“ B\ h,.nd, I.) (' im , answi r w'aiiing ” 

die I penid .m uivd-'j,., stamped * Cosmopulis Hotel/ 

“ W < apol-ieisc for troubling you, but are in some per* 
plcMts Mr I ratu is Wilnuu, a \oung Anuruan gentle- 
man, who lias been stasing in this hotel since early Oc- 
tober, has, wc are sorr\ tf) sav, eontraeted pneumonia. 
The doctor n ports uutaeour.ibK on his condition. In 
these emumsMnees wt thought it right to examine his 
effects, m order that wc might communic.itc with his 
friends ; but the onl\ indication we c.m find is a card 
of vours 1 venture to ask \ou if you can help ut in ihc 
matter. 

“ Behave me to be, 

“ Your taithtul scr\,int, 

“ (for the Management).*’ 

Fleur stared at an illegible signature, and her tlwttgbtl 
were bitter. Jon had dumped Francis on her ai a herald! 
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of his happiness ; her enemy had lifted him ! Well, then, 
why didn’t that Cat look after Inm herself ? Oh ! well, 
poor boy ! Ill in a qrcat hotel — -without a soul ! 

“ Call me a taxi, Coaker.” 

On her wav to the Hotel she tclt sliirht excitement ot the 
‘ ministering angel ’ order. 

Giving her name at the bureau, "^he was taken up to 
Room 209. A chambermaid was there 'I'hc d )Ctur, she 
said, had ordered a nurse, who had not vet come 

Francis Wilrnot, verv fluslud, was Kim; I'aek, propped 
up ; his eves were Hosed 

“ How long has la 1 h <11 ill hi .-ho 

** I’ve noticed him looking <jmt r, ma'am, hut we didn't 
know how bad he was until to-d (\ 1 think he’s just 

neglected it 'I he doctor s.as he's gut to be pieked. 
Poor gentleman, it's verv sad You see, he's hardlv 
there 1 ” 

Francis \\'ilm(»t’s lips were moving, he was evidentlv 
on the verge ol delirium 

“Go and make some lemon tea in a jug as weak and 
hot as you can ; quick ! ” 

When the maid had gone, she went up and put her cool 
hand to his forehead. 

“ It’s all right, Francis Much pain ? ” 

Francis Wilmot’s lips ceased to move , he looked up at 
her and his eves seemed to burn. 

“If you cure me,” he said, “ I’ll hate vou I just want 
toget ont, quick ! ” 

‘She changed her hand on his forehead, whose heat 
•e^ed to scorch the skin of lier palm. liis lips resumed 
thehr almost soundless movement. 7 ’hc meaningless, 
mcaoingful whispering frightened her, but she stexx! her 
grooad,' constantly changing her hand, till the maid came 
Jbodt with the tea. 
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** The nurse has come, miss ; she’ll he up in a minute.** 

“ Pour out the tea. No\s, Franks, drink ! *’ 

His lips sucked, chattered, sucked Fleur handed back 
the cup, and stood aw.u His e\es h.id closed a)>ain. 

“Oil' ma’.iin," whispi red tin. m.iid, “ he u had ! Such 
a nice vouni? L’cnth m in, too ” 

‘‘ W hat u.is his temp- riture , do \(hi kno\s : ” 

“I did hear tie do( tor s.i\ n< irlv toJ; Here is the 
nurse, ma'am " 

h h ur \\ ent t' • In. r m tin do. .i a a \ 

‘‘ It’s not just ordin , nursr he .7 .;'//> to I think 
a l()\(.-.iu iir's pone uroni' hhall I stop ii,d help you pack 
him ' " 

When tin pni 'im.tiii.i j.n.kct had I'c.n put on, she 
hnper* d, lookim: down .it him Ills (v<lislus lay close 
.ind d mk aLMirist his i h, ( ks, lone md iniiount, like a little 
bo\ ’s 

Outside th' door, the 111. ml toiuhed her arm 
“ I found this htier, m.dam , ought I to show it to the 
doctor ' ” 
hleiir r< id ; 

“ My Pooh Or ar Boy, 

“We vstre <.r,i/\ sest. rdav. It isn’t any gtxxl, you 
know. Wdl, I h jven’t pot .1 hr» d.thle heart ; nor have 
you rcalK, thf)uph \ou rn iv thinl so when you get this. 
Just gti back to \our sunshine and sour darkies, and put 
me out of \our thoughts I couldn’t stay the courie, I 
couldn't possibl) stand Kone po<^r 1 mu.si just go through 
It with my Scotsman and travel the appointed roud* 
What IS the gfnad of thinking we tan play at children ill th« 
wood, wlien one of them is 

“ Your miserable (at the moment) 

Majijoakk. 
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“ I mean this— I mean it Don’t conic .iiui see me any 
more, and make it worse for \ourstlf M " 

“ Exactly ! ” said Fleur “ Eve told the nurse Keep it 
and ^ivc U him hack if lie >:(.ts \S(}1 If lie d icsn't, hum 
it. I shall (.oine ti> morrow ” And, luoiinc' at the m.tid 
witli a faint smile, sIk added • “ / am not that l.id\ ! ” 
“Oh! no, m.t’ini miss - tv*. I’m sure’ E^or \ounLc 
gentleman ! Isn't tin rc riothine to he done ' ’’ 

“ I don’t know I shoulJ think not 
She had kept all iIkm.' Ironi Muhael with a sudden 
rctaliator\ hOini; Ih wouldn’t ha\( jriv.Me or was it 
public- --life all to hims( If ' 

After he had goiu out with his ‘ Gotid < iod ’ ’ she vsent 
to the window OiKtr to hue seen \\ iltriJ auain ' Her 
heart had not jluittied, hut it tantalised licr n^t to kiu>w 
whether she could .ittraa him luuk Out in the square 
it was as d.irk as when last she had seen him I'efore Ik 
fled to the East -a face pressed to this vsindow that she 
was touching with her fingers. ' The burnt ehild ! ' No ’ 
She did not want to reduce him to that state again , to 
copy Marjorie Ecrrar, wlio had c»»pied her If, instead oi 
going East, \\ iltnd had chosen to ha\c pneumonia like pcxjr 
Francis! What would she ha\e done ' Let ium die for 
want of her } .And what ought she to do about Erancls, 
having seen that letter ? Tell .Muhael ? No, he thought 
her frivolous and irrcspt»nsible Well ! She would show 
him! And th.u sister -who had married Jon? Ought 
ihc to be cabled to ’ Ilul tins would have a rapid crisis, 
the nurse had said, and to get over from .America in time 
would be impossible ! Fleur went back to the fire. What 
kind of girl was this wife of Jon's ^ .Another in the new 
fa$hion<»4ike Norah Curfew j or just one of those 
Amencans out for her own way and the best of every- 
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thine; ? Rut they uuuhl have the ncv\ fashion in America, 
too--- even ihiiu.h i Juln't come from Pans. Anne hor- 
syte ! — I !cur uMve a Iittlv slnwr in troiu of the hot fire. 

SIk- ucnr up stairs, took otf h- r hat, anJ scrutinised her 
inuoe Her fi(< uas u'lo«rcd and rounded, her eyes 
Were ele.ir, her i'r os unhii'd, iicr liair rather flattened, 
.^lie tlullcvi It out, aiid utril atri^ss into the nursery. 

Thi clcscntli h.ironit, asleep, svas his private life 

uith a \er\ dt t< rmineil c\['rosion on his late , at the foot 
of his 1. ■ : 1 1\ ti ' I ) I’ui.. , \Mih i.is • hin pri ss' d to the fh^or, 
tnd it th( t.ih’' th« nurse u.iss<umL: 1 n front of her la\ 

ui illusint.d [Mpcrunli the plioto^'ra[>h insirihcd. ‘Mrs. 
.MichaH .Mont, wtl. Kit .iiid Dm. Ik 
" W'fiat do \ou thm' '.t It, nur- ” 

“ 1 tiiiiik It'-' hornl K , 111 i' mi , 11 in ikes Kit look as if he 
hadn't an\ si ns< m Imn .1 .1 iri lik. that ' ” 

ricur t<M.k up the { tp^r , h' r ipm k m s h.id .seen that 
It eotKc.d'd .mother 'Idk re oil the I d'h vs. is a second 
of furvlf ‘Mrs .Mich.itl .Mont, the pretty youn^ 
London li isii ss. vs ho, rtniour s i , s, will shortls Ik- defendant 
m a ^outts l.i'.vsuit ’ Vnd, .those, set .mother effigy, 
msenbed . ‘Miss .Marjorie hirr.ir, the brilliant grand- 
dauirhtcr of the M irquis of M.o.pshirc, uhost engagement 
to ^l^ .\b \.in.'. .M (>'»v\n, M P , is .mtiouiKed.’ 

I'lcur dropped paper bask on paper. 
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SHADOWS 

The dinner, which .M.irjurK. Krr.ir h.ul so suddenly re- 
collected, w.is .md when she re.ielicd the 

appointed rtst.iur.mt, ht ve.is w.otinir m the liall 
“Where .ire the others, Alev ' " 

“There jre no others,” said M uliown 
Marjorie Kerrar reined Kiek. "J can't dine with you 
alone in a plaex* like this ' ” 

“ I had the P|nnrrwis, hut th< \ t- 11 ihr ai^'h ” 

“Then I shall eo to nn Cluh ” 

“For God's s.ike, rio, M irjorie Wv'll ha\c a private 
room. Go and wait in there, wliih I arrange it ” 

With a shru^ she passed into a lit tk ‘ lounge ' A voung 
woman whose face seemed f.imili ir idled in, looked at her, 
and idled out .igain, the ormolu clock tuked, the walls of 
striped pale grey star<\l hlankh' in the brilliant liuht, and 
Marjorie Ferrar .st.ircd Idankls hack- sfie was still seeing 
Francis Wilmot's ee'siat’c face 

. “Now!” said Mae'(i'o\Mi. “ Tp lh(jsc stairs, and third 
on tite right. I'll tollow m a minute ” 

' She had acted in a pl.iy, she* had passed an emotional 
honri and she was hungr\. At least slie could dine before 
.making the necessary scene. And while she drank the 
best dbampagne MaeG<'wn c-ould buy, she talked and 
watched the burning c\cs of her adorer. That red-brow'Q 
visage^ aquarc, stitf-haircd head, and powerful frame — 
what a contrast to the pale, slim face and form of 
Frqnciab This was a man, and when he liked, agree- 
561 
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flhle. With him she v^ould h.nc ever) thing she wanted 
e\ccpt~uh.u Fr.mcts tould tfive her And it «ds one or 
the other — not hoth» .ts she had thought it might be. She 
had once crossed the ‘ striding edge ’ on Helvellvn, with a 
pre».ipice on one side and a prcnjutc on tlic other, and 
herself, douhting down whn h to fall, in the middle. She 
li.idn’t t.ilkn, and -shi supposed she wouldn’t now! 
Oiu d. ind. ’! on< kr ['t oie 's ht id ' 

Collet wa^ It .ul'!,! , .iiid sle* s.it. Min'king, on tiic sofa. 
Her knoulidg' ot {rnatt ro..-- e t lught her that ^ihc was 
nf)W as alone with in r hitro'ti'J ..s monc\ lould make 
the m } I' T\ Would he 1 m !. i\ i 

He thr.w his 1 igir tw.i., ml sat down by her side. 
This w.o i*;, nioti,' nt to rise nivl till him that he was no 
longer hi r h-tro'hed His arm wt ni round her, his lips 
sought tier I. " .\IiriJ m\ elr^ss , u\ the only decent 
one I’v< go' 

And, sud.i t'’’ , not b(eause she hi .ird a noisc, but 
bci.iuse lier s. os. s wen not absorl (d like his, she* pcrccivcd 
a tigure in the open Jot-. i. \ woin.it.'s voice said: 
“Oh' I beg \ our pardon , I thought ’’ Gone I 
Marjorie Itrrar started up 
“ Did \ou see that )oung worn m ; ” 

“ Yes D imn her ' ” 

“ She’s shadowing me ” 

“ What ? ” 

“ I don’t know her, and \ci I kno\% her perfectly. She 
had a g(X)d l<K)k at me dejwn-st.urs, wiicn I was waitirvg.” 

MaeGown dashed te> the door and flung it open. Nobody 
was there ! He shut it, and came back 
“ By heaven ! Those people, riD-' Well, that eodf H t 
Marjorie, I shall send uur eng.igemcnt to the papers 16* 
morrow.” 

Marjorie Fcrrar, leaning her elbows on the 
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piece, stared at her own face in the aho\e it ^ Not 
a moral about her ! ' What did it matter : If onlv she 
could decide to marry hrancis nut ot hand, slide away 
from them all debts, lawyers, \hH ' And then the ‘ A\)U 
be damned ’ spirit in her blond r{\n]itd The impudence 
of It ! Shadowing her ’ No ’ Mr was lint ^niny to leave 
Miss Fleur triumphant - the Intk snnb , and that “Id p-irty 
with the ehin ' 

Mac( jown raised lur h md tn his lij * , and, '^nrnehnw tlie 
caress toudu d her 

“ Oh ! well,” she said, “ 1 siij’pnst \ wii'd bi.tt( r 

“Thank God ! “ 

“Do you really think that tn L'et im is a talisc r 
gratitude ? ’’ 

“ I would go through Hell tn get \nu ” 

“And after? Well, as wt’re publu property, let's go 
down and dance “ 

For an hour she danced She wf)uld not 1. 1 him take 
her home, and in her cab she cried Slie wrote to I'ratKis 
when she got m. Slic w'cni out again to post it The bitter 
stars, the bitter wind, the bitter niglit ' At the little 
slurred thump ot her letter dropping, she laughed 'bo 
have played at children ! It was too funn> ! So that was 
done with ! ‘ On with the dance ! ’ 

Ejttraordinar), the effect of a little paragraph m th« 
papers! Creciit, like new-struck oil, spurted skc-high. 
Her post contained, not bills for dresses, but solicitations 
to feed, fritz, fur, flower, feather, furbelow, and photo- 
graph her. London offered itself. To escape that c\ meal 
avalanche she borrowed a hundred pounds and flew to 
Paris. There, every night, she went to the theatre. She 
had her hair done in a new style, she ordered dresses, ate 
at places known to the few — living up to Michael’s nick- 
name for her ; and her heart was heavy. 
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She returned .jfier .1 \%eek, and burned the avnl.inchc — 
"rtunatelv all letters of cnni^r iiulation contained the 
'lirasc ‘ of Course \ou won’t think ot ansvsering this ' She 
hdn’t 'I'he weather was mild , she rtjdt in tlu Row ; she 
're pared to liunt On tiieece of departure, she received an 
.ruitu nious ( Mminurikatifin 

ir.iiuis Wilnu-t is \er\ ill with pneumonia at the 
atsinopolis H.itO Ih IS not e\p^ Ue^^ to li\e ” 

H(.r heart llurrud niund within In r brtwst and llumjxid ; 
u r knees tclt wt ik , her hand h'-ldintt th< in-te sluHik ; 
-nh her heavl st i\ed so ,i i\ 1 1,. h oulwrniii)^ was ’ that 
ittlc sivih's ' ILid I r.inus e.ois»d this im ssa^e to 1 >C 
ent ^ W .is It his ipptal ' Ikinr I’-w ' \nd must she go 
nd see him li la wire emit to da ' ^l.c so hattd death. 
Td this mean tiiat it was up to h< r to save him ? What 
hd It m.in ' but indeiision was mu her strong pr)int. 
n ttn minute ‘ sla u.is in a cab, m ivseiitv at tlic Hotel, 
ianding her t.irvi, she saul 

“ You lm\e a Mr W’llmot here .1 rtl.itise of mine. I’ve 
ust heard of his serious illness Can I go up and see the 
lursc ^ ” 

I’he Man.icemcnt looked at tht c ird, impiisitivcly at her 
ace, touched a bell, and said 

“Certainly, madam. . , . Htre, \ou — tike this lady up 
o Ro((m — c.r — 2og ’’ 

Led by vs hat poor Francis called a ‘ bell-boy ’ into the 
ifi, she walked behind his buttons along a pale-grey river 
f corridor carpet, between palc-grev walls, past cream* 
oloured after cream-coloured door in the bright electric 
ight, with her head a little down. 

The ‘ bell-boy ’ knocked ruthlessly on a dtx^r. 

It was opened and in the lobby of the suite stood 
icur. . . . 
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HowEvrR untvpictlK Aimriv.m v sordini: ro Soamcs, 
Francis Wilinot bct-mcJ to iui'vi Mi< pabsu»n for 

short cuts 

In two da\s fr<'in Mtur's first visit ho }jad ro.ivhcd the 
crisis, liurrvinjtt icu.irds it hla a man to his bride. Vet, 
compared with tin insutut to li\<, the human will is 
limited, so th.it Ik tailed to die lleur, sunmioned bv 
telephone, went homo eh^reel hv the doe tor's weirds: 
“He’ll do now, il we ean eotv a lut!- screnaTh into him ” 
That, however, w. IS the troiibio I or three .tticrnucjiis she 
watched his exh.iustod inJitierviKe. soemim,' to increase 
And she was haunted b\ cruel aii\i< t\ Un tlic fourth 
day she had been sitting for more iii,*ii an iumr when his 
eyes opened 

“ Yes, Francis ? " 

** I’m going to quit .ill right, after all ” 

“Don’t talk like that— It's not American Of course 
yott’re not going to quit.'’ 

He smiled, and shut his eyes, bhc made up her mind 

then. 

Next day he was about ilio same, more dead than alive. 
But her mind was at rest , ha messenger iiad brought back 
word that Miss Fcrrar would be in at tour o’clock. She 
would have had the note by now ; but would she come ? 
How little one knew of other people, even when they were 
enendesi 

He ww drowning, white and sircngthlcss, when she 
566 
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heard the ‘ bell-bov's ’ knock. Passing into the lobby, she 
closed the door softly behind her, and opened the outer 
door So she h.id come 1 

If this meeting' nf tvvn decl.ircd enemies had in it some- 
thing dramatic, neither peru-utd it at the mnment It was 
just mtense]\ unple.isani to them both d'hev stolid for a 
moment looking at each oiIk r's dims Then I leur said ; 

“He’s exirenuK v\cik Will sou sit down while I tell 
liim \ riu’rc here ^ ” 

Having s'v n in'r s-ttUd where Frani.is Wilmot put his 
clothes out to be sale ted in da\s wh<n iie had worn them, 
Fleur passid biek inu- the bedroom, and again elosed the 
door 

“ Franc ]s," shr * o.i'i, one IS w'.oting to see you.” 

Fruicis \\ iln.ot did not slir, but Ins c\es opened and 
cleared str.jiijtle Ic* 1 h ur th<-\ seemed suddenly the 
c^e‘s she had known; as if .tli t)us^ di\s lhe\ had been 
‘ out,’ and sonic one had ag on put a iiiateh to ihem. 

Y(>u un it rstand wh it I lUf an ' ” 

The words eame clear an 1 let Fie: “Yes, but if I 
wasn't good enough tor her bet<trc, 1 surely am not now. 
Tell her I'm throu di with that fool business” 

A lump rose n I Inir’s "hroat 

“'Fhank her J-r eoiiniig!’’ s,iid Francis Wilmot, and 
closed ills e\cs . 0 : un 

Fleur went baek into the ]obb\. Marjorie Fcirar wai 
standing against the wall with an unlightcd cigarette 
between her lips 

“He thanks \ou fur coming, but he doesn’t want to 
see vou Tm sorry I brr^ughi sou down." 

Marjorie Ferrar took out the cigarette. Fleur cottld mt ' 
her bps quivering “ Will he get well ? ” ", 

“ I don’t know. I think so — now. lie sayt 
with that fool business.’ ” 
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Marjorie Ferr.ir’s lips tightened. She opened the outer 
door, turned suddenly, and s.ad : 

“ Will ) ou make it up ? ” 

“ No,” said Fleur 

There wa'i a moment ot complete stillness * then M iriorie 
Ferrar p'a\e a Itltlc laurh, and slij'p’ d out 

I'leur wtiu hack He u is asleep Next dav he uas 
stronger 1 hr< e da\s later I leur u ased her Msits ; he uas 
on the road to reeovirv, Sla had become consuous, more- 
over, that she had a little lamb uhuh, uiicreccr Marv uent, 
was sure logo She veas bcine shadoued ' }b>u amusing ' 
And wliat a bore that sIk iMul.hi’t t 11 Midiu^l , because 
she had not \ ct Ik gun again (m oil ium ancthim: 

On the d (\ that sin ceased Ik r \ isUs h<‘ c.ime i n vs hile she 
was dressing tor dinner, uith a ‘ \\ cekls ’ in his hand. 

“ Listen to this,” he said 

Fondoi'k 

* When to Hod’s tondouk the donke•\^ are taken — 

Donkcv s of Afric a, Sn ilv. Spam - - 

If peradventure the Dens uaken, 

He shall not easilv slumber again. 

Where in the sweet ot Hod's strass they ba\( 1 ud them, 
Broken and dead ot their hurden> md - 'rc^. 

He, for a Hi.uigi, sh ill remember He made tbciu — 

One ot the best ot Hi'> numerous dh-res — 

Order from some one a sigh of repentance — 

Donke)S sn Arabs , b\ ria, Hreecc — 

Over the fondouk distemper the sentence : 

“ God’s own forsaken — tlie stable of peace.” * 

** Who’s that by ? It sounds like Wilfrid.” 

** It is by Wilfrid,” said Michael, and did not look at her. 
** I met Ium at the Hotch-Potch.” 

•* And how is he i ” 
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“ Ver> fit ” 

“ Hci\c \()U asked liim here ? 

“ No He’s F.i«vt HLMin '.••.m ” 

Was he ? Did he know that she hid seen him ? 

And slie s.ud 

“ Tie dovsn to fatlicr'% Mivhat] He's written 

luivt 

Mh had put ju r hand to hiv Irps. 

" \llrirht,darhn-” 

IKur redderu d , lu r strariL’hd confidintrs seemed 
knotted in her thro it ^hr went lu \t da\ with kit and 
Ihi'idie The 'little 1 unh ’ would hard!’. Jollitw to ‘ Tlic 
>hdter ' 

\nnette liad itone with lur niotlur to Cannes for a 
month; and >o. trues was alone with the i’nitlish winter, 
lie was paMtU' little attention to it, lor the ‘ < .tse ’ w'as in 
the list, and nneht he rcaviicd in a tew wteks' tune De- 
prived of 1 ritu h influence, he was aLt.iin \s.i\erinj^» towards 
compromise Th< annoupn mtnt <>{ M.irjtiric Ferrar's 
ui£,Mi;ement to M.iv(iown li id niattrialh <.hani,rd the com- 
plexion of atlairs In the (\fs of a British Jury, the 
character of a fast \oun^ lad\, and the diaractcr of the 
same voiin;;^ lads' puhlul’, tn^a^ed to a Member of Parlia- 
ment, with wealth and .1 li. indie to his narni , would not be af 
all the same tiling Tiic\ were now \irtually dealing W'ith 
Ladv Maefiown, and nothing, So.imes knew, was so fierce 
as a man about to be married To libel Ins betrothed was 
like approaching a mad dog 

He looked verv grave when Fleur told him of hef ‘ little 
lamb.’ It was precisely the retaliation he had feared ; tjor 
could he tell her that he had ‘ told her so,’ because he 
hadn’t. He had certainly urged her to come down to 
him, but delicacy had forbidden him to give her the reason. 
So far as he could tell through catechism, there had 
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been nothing ‘ suspect ’ in her movements since Lippinghall, 
except those visits to the Cosmopolis Hotel. But they 
were bad enough. Who was going to believe that she 
went to this sick young m.in out of pure kindness ? Such 
a motive was not current in a Cnurt of Law. He was 
staggered when she told him th.it Mich.iel didn't know of 
them. Why not ^ 

“ I didn't feel like telling him ” 

“Feel? Don’t )ou see what .i position vou’vc put 
yourself in ? Here \ou are, riinmni’' to .1 soung man's 
bedside, witliout your hush uuLs kiM'uh.dve “ 

“ Yes, darling , but he u.is terribK ill " 

“ I dare s.i\ ''.lid Soanes, “so ir(. Ills ot }u oplc ” 

“ Besides, he was over he.id and e.irs in loce with hrr'" 

“ D’you think he’s g<.nng to admit that, c\en if we could 
call him ? “ 

Fleur was silent, thinking of i rancis W ilmor's face. 

“Oh! 1 don't know," shi. saul at hist “ How horrid it 

all is ! 

“Of course It’s horrid," said i'o.nncs “ Have )ou had 
a quarrel with Mich.ul ? " 

“ No ; not a quarrel OnK he doesn’t tell me things, ’’ 
“What things ? " 

“ How sliould I kni'w, de.ir ' ” 

Soames grunted " Would he have minded your going ? " 
“Of course not. He'd have minded it I hadn’t. He 
Uket that boy.” 

“Well, then,’’ s.nd Soarnes, “ either you or he, or both, 
,wiU have to tell a lie, and sa\ that he did know. I shall 
3;o up and t.dk u> him Thank goodness we can prove 
the iilneas. If 1 catch anyUjdy coming down Ifr/r after 
you -—1“ 

went up the following afternoon. Parliament being 
Itoest^ he sought the Hotch-Potcli Club. He did not 
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like a place always connected in his mind with his dead 
cousin, that fellow y()ung Jolvon, and said to Michael at 
once : “ Can we go somewhere else ? ” 

“ Yes, sir , where would \(>u like r ” 

“To your pkac, if \uu can put me up tor the night, I 
want to have a talk with \ ou " 

Michael looked at him askance 

“ N(m,” said Sumts, ati(r dinner, “what’s this about 
rieur— she s.iss \ou don't tell lur thines ’ ” 

Michael gM/td int" Ins ckiss tit port 
“Well, sir," he s.ud «.Ioi\]\, “ I’d he only too glad to, of 
course, but I don't tnink th(\ rea!l\ initresi her. She 
doesn’t feel th .t pabhe things m nter ” 

“ 1‘ublic ! I me mt pri\ iie " 

“There aren't ms pris.ite things l)’\ ou mean that ihc 
thinks there .in ' ’’ 

boames dre<jiped his scrutine 
“ I don't kiioes -she s nd ‘ things ' ” 

“ Well, \ou e.t'i put that out nt \ our head, anil hers 
“ H'm ’ An\vsi\, the result's been tliat she’s been 
visiting tlial \oung American vsith pneumonia at the 
Ceismopilis Hotel, without letting \ou knejw It's 4 mercy 
she hasn’t pieked it up " 

“ ITancis W ilmoi ’ 

‘‘Yes He'sout <;f the we>od, ne>w Tliai’s not the point. 
She’s been sh.sdoweil ’’ 

“ (joovl (lod ' s.iul Mieh.iel, 

“ K\aell\ \ This IS wh.it ce>mcs of ne)t talking to yoor 
wife Wises are funns ~the\ d<jn’t like H " 

Michael grinned 

“ Put yourself in m\ plave, sir It’s mv profession, now, 
to fuss about the state e>t the Country, and all that; aiui 
you know how it is— erne gets keen. But to Fleur, it’i aB 
A stunt. I quite understand that ; but, ) ou see, the hee&er 
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I get, the more I’m .ifr.ud ot boring her, and the less I 
feel I can talk to licr about it In a sort of wav she’s 
jealous.” 

Soames rubbed his chin The state of the Country 
was a curious sort of co-respondent He himself was often 
worried by the stale of the Country, but as a source of 
division between husband and wife it seemed to him cold- 
blooded ; he had knowm other s<nirees in his tinn ’ 

“ Well, you mustn't let it go on," he said “ 1 t's trivial " 
Michael got up 

“Trivial ' Well, sir, I don't know, but it stems to me 
very mudi the sort ot thing that happened when the war 
came. Men had to leave tlu ir wivts then " 

“Wives put up with tliat,” said isv-uues “ the Coiuur'v 
was in danger ” 

“ Isn’t It in danger now ^ ” 

With his in\eter.«te distrust f){ Wiirds, it seemed to 
Soames almost ind<i.em tor a voting man to talk like that 
Michael was a politician, of course, but p<'htKians were 
there to keep the Cknimry quiet, not tt> go raising stares 
and talking through tlieir hats 

“When you’ve lived a little long< r," he s nd, “vou'll 
know that there’s alwav s something to tuss about if vou like 
to fufs. There’s nothing in it reallv , the p<'und's going 
up, . Besides, it doesn’t matter what vou icU bleur, so long 
as you tell her something ” 

She’s intelligent, sir," said Mu liael 
Soames was taken aback He could not denv the fact, 
and answered : 

“ Well, national affairs are loo remote ; )ou ean't expect 
a woman to be interested in them.*’ 

“ Quite a lot of women arc.” 

** Blue-stockings.” 

** No, sir ; they nearly all wear * nude.’ ** 
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‘‘ H’m ! Those ' As to interest in national affairs — put 
a tax on stoLkini^s, and see \shat haj'ptns ! ” 

Muhael i:rinned 
“ ril bUL:j;cM It, sir " 

“It \()U ('xptit,'’ Slid Soames, “ th il people - women 
or not - ar( jonn: (o put tliemsr Ues out ot the n i\ for any 
schenu like this this } oi;i:ariism ol \.'urs, be very 

nuich dis (ppoint< d " 

“>•1 ce.rxl 'is tells nu Il‘s just luiause I don’t like 
col i wanr It h >nic .iS vsdl .i' ibro id, liiat I’ve t,M\cn up 
vvorrv inu 1 !< ur " 

“Well, il "U take tin adv It (, \ oil’ll tike up bomelhint; 
prae tieal tie si ot of the tr i*ht . or p nnv pt)siah'e Drt)p 
ptssiniism , jt '{d< who t ilk a' I l^^'c lila that, ncv'cr 
trusted in th's duntrv In am ease vou'll have to say you 
knew il'oui li'T visits to th It vteanit man ” 

“Certiinlv, sir, wile and husbiiui are "He But you 
don’t rcallv nu an to let th* m niai ' a eiri us of it in Court ! ” 
So.inu's w IS silent He did lUtt ////.;« them to , but wliat 
if they did ' 

“ I can’t tell,” he s ud, at last “The fellow’s a Scotch- 
man W h it did \ou );o Iiiitinh' him on tin nose for ? ’’ 

“ He yavt me a thick car first I know it was an excel- 
lent opportunity for turnim; the other check, but 1 didn’t 
think of It in time ” 

“ ^’ou must have called him somethin^'.” 

“ C)n]v a dirtv doc '\s \ou knovs, lie su^^TSted a low 
motive for mv speec h 

boames st.ired In his opinion this young man wa* 
taking himself mucdi to<* sermusiv 
“ Vour speech ' You’ve got to get it out of your mind,” 
he said, “ that an\ thing you can sav or do will make any 
difference ” 

“ Then what's the g(K)d o! my being m Parliament ? ” 
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**Wcll, you’re in the same boat with everybody else. 
The Country’s like a tree ; you can keep it in order, but 
yon can’t go taking it up by the roots to look at 

tEctn/' 

Michael looked at him, impressed 

** In public matters,” said So.nncs, “ the thing is to keep 
A level head, and do no more than you're obliged ” 

“And whnl’s to govtrn one's \ lew of nccessitv ? ” 
“Common-sense, One can’t hast cver\ thing.” 

And rising, he began scrutinising the Goya. 

“ Arc you going to buy amujur (.o\.i, sir ’ ” 

“ No; if I buv an\ nn)rc pictures, 1 shall go back to the 
English School ” 

“ Patriotism ? ” 

Soames gave him a sharp look. 

** There’s no patriotism,” he said, ” in fussing And 
another thing y<Hrve got to remember is th.it foreigners like 
to hear that w'e’vc got troubles It di'esn't du to discuss 
<mr affairs out loud.” 

Michael took these sayings to Ind with him He re- 
membered, when he came out of the war, thinking; ‘ If 
there’s another war, nothing will mdute me to go,’ But 
now, if one were to come, he knew he :iouU be going 
agmn. So Old Forsyte thought he was just ‘fussing!’ 
Wasj^c? W as Foggartism a phlizz ? Ought he to come to 
llte2,<and take up the state of the traffic ^ Was evcr\ thing 
ttnicai f Surely not his love for Fleur ? Ans'w.iv he felt 
for her lying there. .And Wiltrid b.ak, too! To 
Ytsk hit happiness with her for the sake of— what ? Punch 
hadCalt^ a snap at him this week, grinning and groping 
At « Wltounding fog. Old England, like Old Forsvtc, 
had no use for theories. Self-conscious national 
elMtS k.Wcit just p<imp05iiy. Pompous ! He ? The 
thonidit was lerribiv disturbing. He got out of bed and 
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went to the window. ! In foi^ all were shadows ; 

and he the merest shadow of them all, an unpractical 
politician, takint^ thm^js to heart ! One ! Two ! Big 
Ben ' Ihnv man\ hearts had he turned to water I How 
many dreams spoiled, with 1ns in- .tsured resonance I Line 
up witli tlif' toj. d,'. iwjvl the Couiur^ to tuck it! 

silver sj-ouu 1 




PART III 




CIIMTFR I 

* MKt ' S ’ 

In 111*: f ir]\ hovliMMii <> ii Ivcn i^ivcn to the eirens. 
III. had uui);r<'utj it , were now to Inni little 

s}i(<rt o{ .in ah'itnin iiiwii jul'ihis uhl that 

rtijrri.nl lietinia!, th( Lotvl ^Iimu. I' tri’s Court, 

()!\ nij'i i, \\ tnihlf'v all ht vlislil.td H'‘ i ouhi not stand 
a la ot ptoj 1' a.iMi th ir inoiiifi<i o|''.n Dressing up 
was to him a S' n.j loin of wt al. iniiuii viiu ss, and the 
tollmue toittntnt ot a tftiwvl an t'travigarue that 
otinidtd his rcM < nt indisidu dism 'llauiith not deeply 
strsed in histors, he ii ul an idi a. loo, that nations who 
went in Itir ‘tiruisM’ were decadent Queen \ ictoria’i 
funeral, indeed, had imj'resscd hiui there had Ik'CH a 
Itelinq in the air that dav ; hut, ever sinee, things had 
gone from had lo worse riiev made c\«r\thing into a 
* circus ’ now ' A man couldn’t commit a murder without 
the whoK paper-reading peipulation - himself included — 
leKiking over eaeh other's shoulders, and as to thclc 
fiK)thall-matches, and rodef)5-thcy interfered with the 
traffic and the normal eoursc of conversation ; people were 
se) cra/\ about them ! 

Of course, ‘circuses’ had their use. They kept the 
people quiet. \’iolencc by proxy, for instance, was ob- 
\iously a f>olitical principle of some value. It was difficnlt 
to gape at the shedding of blood and shed it at the same 
lime ; the more people stood in rows to icc others being hurt, 
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the less trouble would they t.ikc to hurt others, and the 
sounder Soames could sleep by night. Still sensation- 
hunting had become a disease, in his opinion, and no 
one was being inoculated for it, so far as he could see ! 

As the weeks went on and tlie eases before it in the List 
went off, the ‘ cirms ’ ihe\ wire proposing to m.ake of 
his daughter appeared to him m-Tc .ind more monstrous. 
He had an instinctive distrust of btotchmen— tlicv i. died 
themselves Scotsmen nowad. i\s, as if it helped their char- 
acter! — they never let go, .uul he could not approve in 
Other people a quality native to hinisc If lU sides, ‘ Scotch- 
men ’ were so — so cxulur.irit .ilw.ivs either dour or else 
hearty — extravag.mt tli.ips ' Towards the middle of 
March, W’lth the case in the list for the folhnvmg week, lie 
took an extreme step and tnt^rul the Lobby of the House 
of Commons. He had spol.m i«» no one ot Ins dclerinin.i- 
tion to make this last t ffort, for it sc i.mcd to him ih.it all — 
Annette, Michael, j’lcur lierselt--h.;J done their best to 
Spoil the c fiance (ff settlement. 

Having sent in his card, he waited a long while m that 
lofty purlieu. ‘Lubbvmg,’ he knew the phrase, but had 
never realised the w'asic of time iiuoKcd m it The 
statues consoled him somewhat Sir Stafford Norilicotc 
— * a stead) chap, at old Eorsvtc dinner-parties m the 
’eighties hlb charavler had been as much a standby as the 
laddk of mutton. He found even ‘ that fellow (iladstonc ’ 
hoaJrable in stucco, or whatever it was up there. You 
might dislike, but vou ccmldn’t snec/.c at him, as at some of 
them modern chaps. He w.is sunk in coma before Lord 
Granville when at last he heard the words : 

*’Sil Alexander MacGown,” and saw a square man with 
amddj^face, stiff black hair, and dipped moustache, coming 
bcrt.'Wceil the railings, with a card in his hancL 
Forsyte ? ” 
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“ Yes. Can wc go anywhere that's not quite so 
public ? " 

The ‘ Scotchman ’ notldeJ, and led liim down a corridor 
t<j a small room 

“ Well ? ” 

Soames SUV .othed Ins hat “ I’iiis ,itT nr,” he said, can’t 
be anv ni'-'re aer* cable to \ nu ih n. it is t>' nv 

“ Arc \'ou tht 10 lixidiial nil ) nas e'»‘'d eiioneh to apply 
the nerd ‘ tr nircss ' to iht !ad\ Tm cnitaeed to ? ’’ 

-Thai ivvo' 

“ llien I vl 'ii i '.et- Ians \uu Ivui the inipuduKO to COIDC 
and speak to im 
Soames bn hi' lips 

“ I spoke iiriviir the protocan'in of he inne sour jitmif 
call m\ dau^h’i r a snob, in In r "e n houst Do \ou want 
tins \\ ir\ t!i at n idt pal In ' ” 

" if \ou tMiii iImi vou and \our vJaui(iiur can get 
;u\ay nith caibng the lad\ I’n c to marrv ‘ a snakCf’ 
‘a trutress,’ ' .m immor.d pirson/ sou’rt m«»rc mistaken 
that \ou e\(.r nere in your hte \n unqualiiicd apobgy 
that her Counsel can annouiU( in Court is tour only way 
out.” 

“ Tliat )ou vson’t . mutual regret is another thing. 
As to the quesM ju ot dainat^ss -• 

“ Damn the damages ' ” s ii (3 MaDiown violently, AluJ 
there was that m ^oam( s whuh ippLiuded 
’* Well,” he said, “ I’m sorrv lor )ou and her.” 

“ Wii.ii the devil do vou mean, sir ? ” 

You will know by the end of next week, unlesi ycm 
revise )our views in between. H 11 comes into Court, wfr 
shall jusiifv 

The * Scotchman ’ went so red th.ii for a moment SoaUMi 
was really afraid he would have an apoplectic fit. 

“ You’d better Icnik out what you say in Coun.” 
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“ Wc.pay no attention to bullies in Court.” 

MucGoun clendicci his fists 

“Yes,” s.iiJ Soumes, “it's a pity I’m not your agf. 
(lood evening ' ” 

He passed the fellow and vsent out He had noted his 
way in this ‘ r.ihbit w.irren,' .ind was soon back among 
the passionless st.it ucs Well ' He had turned the last 
stone and tould d(» no more, except make that over- 
bearing fellow .md liis vounLt vvom.m S(trr\ they’d ever 
been born He i.ime out mt<t the dully mist of Westmin- 
ster. Pride .ind temper ! Sooner than .idmit themselves in 
the wrong, people would turn tiirmsi Kts into an expensive 
* circus ’ for the g.ipinu .md the sneers, the j.ipiny and 
the jeers of half the town' I'o eindk.ite her ‘honour,’ 
that ‘Seotehman’ would h.i\e hn \oung woman's p.ist 
dragged out' And t.urK fated In the ejuesiion uluther 
to drag it out or not, ^o um stood still It he didn't, she 
might get .1 verdict, il he did, md didn’t corumce the 
jury, the dam.iges would be shoekmgK increased Thev 
might run into tlnms.mds He felt tlie need of definite 
decision. One h.id been drifting in the klict that tlic thing 
wouldn't come into Court ! Four o’elo«.k ' Not too late, 
perhaps, to see ^ir J.iraes Eoskisson. He would telephone 
to very )Mung Nichol.is to arr.mge a eonferenee at once, 
and if Michael was at South Square, he would take him 
down to it. . . . 

In his study, Mich.iel had been staring wth lugubrious 
relish at Aubrey Greene’s cartoon of himself m a Society 
paper. On one leg, like Gu\ —or was it Slingsh)' ? — m the 
Edward Lear * Nonsense ’ IxM^k, he wms depicted cr\ing in 
a wilderness where a sardonic smile w.is nxmg on the 
horizon. Out of his mouth the word ‘ Foggartism ’ 
wreathed like the smoke of a cigar. Above a hole in the 
middie distance, a mcercai’s body supported the upturned 
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face and applaudini; {t)rcp.u%^ of Mr Bl\thc The thinij 
was dcvastatini; in trcainicnr and design - not unkind, 
merely killmi: Michael’s tacc had been endowed W'lth a 
sort aftcr-dinatr rapture, as if he were enjo\ mg the sound 
ot hi'' ovsn \o!ce Ridicule! Not c\cn a pirs<tnal friend, 
an artist, Could see that the vsildcrncss was at least as 
dtsirving of n Mcule as the pclivan ' cartoon seemed 

to wnt( th( W'.r ! laliht’. 1 iriti across his [’age It recalled 
to him Ilcur's words a the outset “And by the time 
llu Foni s go out \"u'll ha\e sour lueiut ” bhe was a 
N-rn realist ' I'rom tin first sh- hid l-T'-sctn tor him the 
position ot an cicciunc, [^c tun squi 1\ be iting a little 
private drum' A d<Med good <. .rtoon ' \nd no one 
could aj'i'Ti ii’t It so vlctpK as rs vkiini But why did 
esers om Mill' .It I oggariism ' Whs ' Be c.iusc among 
a [ 1 1 >['li \s ho n itur ills w ilk<\i, it Ic ipi d like a grasshopper; 
to a n.itiofi t/i It tell Its was in fog, n seemed a will-o’-thc- 
wisp ''I'cs, ii' ’\..s a fool tor his [Mins! And just then, 
^>1 laiiK s arris d 

“I'se be n .0 see that ^cotchman,” he s.iiJ He 
me ins to take 1: into Court ” 

“Oh! Nc't rcalls, sir ! I alwass thought \ou\i keep il 
out " 

“ Onls an iiiHju ilitied a['ologv will do thit 1 leur can’t 
gi\e It siic'.s in the right Can sou come down with me 
now .iild see Sir Janies 1 oskisson ' ” 

They Set out in a ta\i for the Temple 

The chambers e4' sers S'sung Nicholas Forsyte were tn 
Paper Jiuildmgs. Chinns, mild and nearly forty, lie 
succeeded withm ten minutes in presenting 10 them every 
possible doubt, 

“ He seems to enjoy the prospect of getting tonked,” 
murmured Michael while they were going over to Sir 
James. 
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poor thing,’’ Soamcs responded; “but careful 
Foskisson must attend to the case himself,” 

After those necessary minutes during which the cele- 
brated K.C. was rcgathcring from \ery young Nicholas 
what it was nil about, the\ were ushered into the presence 
of one with a large head garnishcxl by small grev whiskers, 
and really obvious brains bincc selecting him, Soamcs 
had been keeping his eye on the great ad. ficate; had 
watched him veiling his appt.jls a jupv with an air of 
scrupulous equity; \Try tew— he was ton\inccd' — and 
those not on juries, could sec bir Jaiuts hoskisson coming 
round a corner Soames 'liad spcci,dl\ remarked his 
success in eases concerned with murals or naiionalii) — no 
one so apt at getting a Tv pundau, (ierman, a Russian, 
or anybody at all had, non-suitcd ! At close quarters his 
whiskers seemed to give him an intensive rLspectahility-i- 
difiicult to imagine him dancing, dicing, or in bed. In 
Spite of his practice, too, he enjov ed tiic reputation of being 
thorough ; he might be rclkd on to know more than half 
the facts of any case by the time lie went into Court, and 
to pick up the rest as lie went along — or at least not to 
sho#‘that he hadn’t. Very }ouDg Nicholas, knowing all 
the facts, had seemed quite unable to see wliat line could 
possibly be taken, Nir James, on the other hand, appeared 
to know only just enough. Sliding his light eyes from 
^atnee to^ichacl, he retailed them, and said ; “ Eminently 
'' ucase for an amicable settlement.” 

Indeed ! *’ said Soamcs. 

Something in his voice seemed to bring Sir James to 
' tttentioiL 

** Hnve you attempted that •? ” 

** I have gone to the limit,” 

** Excuse me, Mr, Forsyte, but what do you regard as the 
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“ Fifteen hundred pounds, and n mutual expression of 
regret. They’d accept the money, but they ask for an 
unqualifiLd apology ” 

The LTiat hivvser rested las chin. “ IIa\c you tried the 
unqu.ditkd .q'ojogv without the no ne\ r ” 

No " 

“I would .ilniosi h<. IP.' hru d M-icliown is .1 very rich 
m-an 'i'hc sh-wi-'V. .trd tla Svibs;,.:Ki . < h i'lu expressions 
in tlie !(- tttrs .ir? Mr-uic' W h c. d'- \<ia sa\ . Mi Mont f 

‘'Not s'lstroivc IS ih>'s< si. I iist.i<aiii\ win 

Sir James 1 s. j, 1 . >1 i d at ^ < r\ \ umii!.: Nkhohis. 

" Let me in ^ 0 i, ‘ thos^. 

“ laoiidiLii.t'' .iivi ''ind'/' Mid Mu oirtlv 

bir 1 mu . w ■/ ' d 1 !s he. id j r< ^ ) < ]\ ..s i* It were a pair of 
.sv.ih s 

“ Imiimr.ii. ‘'U u.< , tr.oiriss, w.dojt < [i.irin - vou think 
those \S(. ai - 1 r ' 

‘‘ d liM do-, I u; ike \ou si:ic/- r, sir, iht others Jo, In 
Soejctv It's li ' r th it i-aii < " 

Sir J.ipo , '■ 

“ Tlie J.*rv w.'ii't t>^ !’i > ui’. , .Mr M .nt ” 

“ M\ doiMi’i icil l.k< m o .Mg an .ipology, ari^way, 

unless tt . re's .0 - j rt ssi, i, ..t r. -r. i on me other side ; and 
I don't “v. w • '1 shoii! i 

Sir j. r es 1 -.‘J s- ^ d to l-ri-tila n.-Tc freely. 

“ In tii.it i.'s he -Sod, • we i lu to loMsider whether 
to use the dit'.M’v.'s ' \ : ' 'AL ‘>r not If wo Jo, we sliafl' 
need to su't'po'M tK h jH {-orp.r ..nd the servants at Mr/ 

— cr—Curfew’s f.at ’ ■ 

“ Exactly,” said ^oames; ‘‘ that’swh.ii we’re here tode^^. 
cide.” it was as if he had said * Tl;e conference U OjOl^ 
opened.’ /:/ 

Sir James perused the detective s evidence for five 
minutes. 
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“If this is confirmed, even parti. he said, at List, 


Micliacl had ^onc to the window. The trees in the 
garden had tiny buds ; some pit>eons were struttinj; on the 
grass below. He heard Soanio sav : 

“I ought to tell you th.it the\\e been shadoning my 
daughter. There’s nothitii^', ot loursi*, exiepi snme \isits 
to a young American dangcr<jusl\ ill dt pneunioni.i at Ins 
hotel.” 

“ Of which I knew and ap pro\ id," s.ud Miehatl, w ithout 
turning round 

“Could we call him ?” 

“I belic\e he's still at Bournemouth Hut he was m 
love with .Miss I’err.ir ” 

Sir James turned lo Soames. 

“ If there’s no cjiHstion <>1 a setthmeni, we'd In tier go 
for the gluccs Merely to cross-t x-nnine is to hodks and 
plays and clubs, is \cr\ iiunn hnuc *’ 

“ Have \ou re.id tin d.irk scetu in ‘ The Plain De.iler ^ ’ ’’ 
asked Soanus , “ .md ili.ii uom 1, ‘ C inrh.ir ' ' ” 

“^1 very well, .Mr Fursc te, but impossible lu s.i\ what a 
jury would in. ike of iniptrson.d esidciKc like that ” 

Michael had come b.ick to his sc.it 

“Eve a horror,” he said, “of drigging in .Miss Ferrar’s 
private life.” 

“ No doubt. But do you w.int me to win the case : ” 

that way. Can't we go into Court, say nothing, 

cs Foskisson smiled and looked at iso.imcs. 

* Rcaijy * wliv did yo 1 bring me this 

Soaiijcs IT ^ pursuing his own tlioughrs. 

Thcrc*s tc alx)ul that flat ; if we failed 

it might ^ ^ naaitcr of twenty thousand pounds. 
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Reside^;, they wr-uKl urtunK c.ill m\ d.niijlitcr I want 
to pro\cni ih.ii at all uists I thought \nu louUl turn the 
uhoE’ thinp into an iruln tnu-nt oi rniKiorn niorditv.” 

Sir I ini(,s } (iskisM»n iii hi*' tl nr, and chr pupili 

of his lii^'ht Mm CSV'- hevame a*- pin-p-'ints He nodded 
alniM^t nnp; n ( j tiM\ thru’ turn >,} fi .im K as if he had seen 
thclh.]s(d.st 

“ W 1m 11 sh .11 sst 1 e rt ai h- d ' ” lie s (id tr» \ ( r\ \ oun/j 
Nu 1m ’1 .s 

“ I’rol'ihls ..c t 1 hursd iN M- 1 iMue Rrin* ’* 

‘‘\er\ Will I’ll si. \(<ii '.111 on Mi.ndu. (JchkI 

(.s'ninu” '\nd la s.,nk h.n h into .ni inunohilns, which 
TKilla'r So inu'^ r^r Mn hail tilt < iju li t< l.^tl]rhl^^^ 

'I’hcs went iw.i\ sihnt s-rs .ouMl’ \u/m)1is tarrying 
in c on\( rsatinn with Sir jaims’ d* \ il 
'ruriiinL: it tie dtinph st iti"iu Mn h iM murmured ; 

" It was just as it lu ’d said ‘ Some --tunt ' ’ wasn't it ? 
I'm loolvinc in at ‘ Tlir OlJtp(>^t,' sir It sou’rr p'oing back 
1(1 Mi'ur, will } (»u tell h( r ' " 

Soanus noddui T' • ri it vsas ' He had to do every- 
thing that was painlui. 



aiAPTER II 

‘ \(J1 10 HAVl IT ’ 

In the office of ' 'I'he ()iitln..k ’ Mr lll\ilu had just been 
in conversatu)!! uitli enc <il th<'‘ -r< .it lniMn(.ss men 
who make such deep impression on .ill u> whom they 
voice their views in strut contuhnee If Sir Thomas 
Lockit did not precise 1) monopolise the control of manu- 
facture in Clreat Britain, he, like others, caused almost an) 
one to think so- his kn<'uhdge was so positive and his 
emphasis so cold In his \ic.\s the C<»umry must resume 
the position held before the (ht it War It all limbed on 
eoal—a queslum <*f this se\en liours a day , and the) were 
‘not going to have it ’ A shilling, p rhaps iw(^ shillings, 
off the cost of loal. The\ were, ‘not going to have’ 
Europe doing without British provliuc Vcr\ few people 
Jenew Sir Thomas Lockit's mind , but nearly .ill who did 
weM»*xtraordin.iriIv gratified 

Mr. Blythe, however, was biting his finger, .md spitting 
out the result. 

“Who was that fellow with the grey moustache I ” 
7 ' 4uked Michael. 

; “Lockit. He’s ‘ not going to have it.’ ” 
v “Oh I” said Midiacl, in «nme surprise 

“One sees more and more, Mont, that the really dan- 
■,jgeioa$ people arc not the pditicians, wlio want things 
^inth public jpassion— that is, mildly, slowly; but the big 
, men, who want things with private passion, 

ttItntKm$ly» quickly. They know* their owm mind* ; and 
klf ire don’t look out they’U wreck the country.*’ 
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“ Wh.it nrc thcv up to now ? ” s.iid Michael. 

“ Nothing for the moment ; but it's brewing. One scci 
in Lockit the futility of uill-power. He’s n^tt going to have 
uluit it’s entirely <iut of his power to present HcM like 
to break L.ibour anJ m ihe it work like .1 nigger from sheer 
nccessits Beh.re that we be li.:\tng civil war. 

Some of the L(l>our people, i»| (f»ursc, .ire just .is bad— 
they want to br<' ik (_\crvboJ\ It’s .1 bt e luiismcc. If 
ui.'rc .ill to b( I lung-'d into industrial struggles again, 
how .ire ue t" ; t 01 vviih f'-g'’ irtisin 

1 k'( li ‘'.niine ibout I’l. c. untr’ s lul .Mkhacl. 

" \r(.n*i I iMi .h< ar, Hi.th-' Hit .n\' good telling 
.1 m.m uh H h^; i lung, tl it uh t lu .‘.ants is a new 

('Ht. ’ 

.Mr lib. t la [ dolt .'til clu I k 

" V' 1- • vl, "tilt C''uriir> hid .1 hundred very 
sttik'dstirs \\ I'v rh. . to th^ \\ T t ^ get into its present 
state, It’s g.-i us line ..t bit s- li\ ’ ind its h.ibits so 

S(ttl'd th .1 n ■' "d\ -n.itivr editors, polititians nor 
busintss mtn -■ .1 think c ' 1 - pi m terms of its bloated 
town industrial .n '1 ht Co intrs’s got b' \onJ the point of 
balance in th.u hundred stitkJ wars, .ml it’ll wnintAfty 
setihd vers I ' I'M buk to ti, it point .igain. Tlic real 
trouble vs till! vsc'rc not going to get lift) settled yean. 
Some bee thing or otliM - vmt uith Turkey or Russia^ 
trouble in Intii.i, civil r.ii^tu-ns, to s.iy nothing of another 
general tl , re-up— m.n kn .ck the bottom out of any settled 
plans at anv time We've s'ruck a disturlKrd patch of 
historv, and we know it m our bone j, and live from hand to, 
mouth, according.” 

“ then ! ” Said Mishacl, glumly, thinking of wluit'’ 
the Minister had s.iid to him .it Lippmgh^- 

Mr. Blythe puned out the other i 

No backsliding, young man foggartlim we 

■; t cAi.clrnf^;'-, 
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the best ponds we can see beftire us, and we must bee well 
deliver them, as best we can U'e\e outgrown all tlie old 
hats ” 

“ Have \oii sc'cn Aubrev Hrecne’s cartoon ? ” 

“Ihave” 

“(jood isn’t If ^ IJiit what I realh c..inc in to tell 
you, is tliat this bcasiK libel case of ours will be on next 
week ” 

Mr, Bivthe’s <, ,trs mo\ ed 

“ I m sorr\ lor that Win or Imsi'* -nofhinp’s worse for 
public lifi thmpri\atc nuiauis ou'rc mu aoing to ha\ c 
It, are \ ou r ” 

“We can’t lidp it But our d(hm< is to be confined 
to an .ittac k on the m inorditc 

One can’t ittac k vsliat mii'i,” s nd .Mr liKile 
“ l)’\oii mean to sa\,” s ,m \1. h -rinntng, “ tliat \ou 
haven’t noticed tlie new morilu\ - 

“ Ccrtainls not Formulate* it ii vou can ’’ 

“ ‘ Don’t be stupid, don't be dull ' “ 

Mr. Blvthc grunted. “'Flu old morahts used to he 
‘ Hchavc like a gentlem.in 

“Yes! But in modern thought there ain’t no sich an 
animal.” 

" Tiicrc arc fragments King about , the) rccnnstructed 
Neanderthal man from half a skull ’’ 

A W'ord that’s laughed at can’t he used, Bh the.” 

Ah ! ” said Mr lilsthc. “The chief failings of your 
generation, young Mont, arc scnsitiseness to ndicuie, 
and terror of being behind the times. It’s bee weak- 
minded,” 

Michael grinned. 

“ I know it. Come down to the House. Parshara’s 
Electrification Bill is due. We ma\ gee some lights on 
Unemployment.” 
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Havin/^ parted from Mr. Blythe in the J^ohhy, Michael 
came on his father nalkin|[^’ down a corridor with a short 
bnplit old man in a trim erev he ird 
“Ah* Mithaih we\e hc< n sctkinc \ou .Ntarques*;^ 
m\ liopeful son ! ‘11 k m.irqu« wants to interest \ou in 
( let iru n\ ” 

■Mr had reriT t d his ha. 

“ Will )ou fill' to tht ft idint; riKim, m\ lord ’ ” 

This, as Ik knew, v. .s \I irjone l‘<rr.tr\ i,’r.ah!father» 
andmi:fah( ustta! In i r( inoo t oriu r of a room hirlited 
so th<a iiohods toiild s<( mvom else reading', tliex sat 
down in tri inmdar formation 

“ ^ ou kriMW about (hitruitv, Mr Mont'” said the 
m irtiiK ss 

“No, t'r, t\ttp( ih a more of it would be desirable in 
tins room ” 

“E\(r\wherc, .Mr Mont INt r(ad about y<»ur Fog- 
)i,Mrtism , if \ oudl allow me t(> say so, it’s tjuite pcjssibly the 
pdits of tht future , but nothiiiL; will be vioiic with it till 
nouNl clrttrifud th( eountrv 1 should likt \ou to Start 
bv supportini^ this Bill of Barsh iin’s ” 

And, with an eni^Mging disiuution of s\ liable, the old 
pttr proceeded to darken Midi id's mind 
“ I set, sir,” said Midiad, at last “ This Bill ought to 
add considerablv tfi UncmploMiKiit ” 

“ 'rcmjsorarily.” 

“ I wonder if I oui^hi n* take on any more temporary 
trouble I’m hndmi,' it difficult enough to interest people 
in tlic future as it is — ihcv seem to think the present so 
important ” 

Sir Lawrence whinnied. 

“You must gi\c him time and pamphlets, Marqueff. 
But, my dear fellow, while vour Foggariism is confined to 
the stable, you’ll want a second horse.” 
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** I’ve been advised already to take up the state of the 
traffic or penny postage. And, by the way, sir, that case 
of ours is coming into Court, next week ” 

Sir Lawrence’s loose eyebro\^ shot up . 

Oil ! ” he said “ Do )<ju remember, Marquess — your 
granddaughter and my daughter-iii-lav\ ? I came to you 
about it.” 

“ Something to do with lions ? A libel, was it I ” said 
the old peer “ My aunt — ” 

While Miiliacl w'as tr\ing to duidc \vliethcr tins was an 
ejaculation or the beginning of a reminiscence, Jus fatlicr 
broke in ; 

<‘Ah! \<‘S, .in interesting case tliat, M.irquess 't‘s all 
in Betty Moutu ' -urt’.s Memoirs” 

Libels,” rtsiiiiit'd the m.irquiss, ” h.id tl.iv<»ur in iJiose 
days. The Words complaimxi ot were ; ‘ Her eriiiohne 
covers her cimsidf r dde oldiqun).’ ” 

If an) tiling's to he done to sa\e scandal,” muitcrcd 
Michael, “ It must be done now. We're ,a a dc idlm k 
** Could y(’U put in .1 word, sir ? s.*id bir Lavsrciiee 
The marquess’s l'i..rvi quivered, 

I see from iJie p.iptrs lliat my graiidd.mghter is 
mnny'ing a man e.ilKd M.ieChiwn, a .Member ot tins House. 

^ Is he about ^ ” 

‘‘Probablv,” said Mii liatl But I had a roa w-itli him. 
Ttyhk, sir, tliere would be more chanee with her.’’ 

Thc^arquess ri>\e " I'll ask her to breaktast. I dis- 
like pttblicit) Well, I hope \ou’ll vote tor thus ihll, Mr. 
Mont) and think over the qaestion of ehctnfjing the 
CotsnUy. Wc wain voung men interested. I’m going to 
peers’ Gallerv , now (h»od bye ! ” 

' When brisk] V lit had gone, Mmliad said to his father: 

' * If he’s not going to have 11, I wish he’d ask Fleur to 
bfe»ki«»S| too. There are two panics to this quarrel” 



CHMTI R III 

Sv') \M1 s IiKI\ J s HOME 

Sn-wfr*! in tlic rh *rinni« u (s «.( it<J with (‘m* of thoie 
s lit i,' r ' j ,irl > ir ’ >h< ' i \ I’siv ru d in Mirncc, but 

vMth ,i siii!'t>Mrii ml p t,!;.,’ ' lu \\ it it ilui he know 
of iIk' Imii liru .!i>! Irusrr iiioii h.ni bcui feeling? 
Cotil i K’ ' ttit ''"W’. "'"R :> >^1 irrvJ it- 1 mirrored 

initir ut !.' • , 'hit til V, .rjs 'mi"!',' atid ‘ lion- 

iiuhirtsv,' h,J 'M'r'-l ]i< r va\ swul H( ujuld not 
urult r I, 111 1 li,' 'j ir;!.’ i! iriurv • f, h id r- . i im the sudden 
dcpri’. •<! 'l.ii s< / i:n[- rt t'ln . .md hope of rising, 

iK\(.ss,ir\ to ill CwR. I riK d tilt > \} 't ssioR on iicr face, 
pr<.o(.i.:ji d u :h the {ru*' d .l^j<vt.s <4 the ‘ cifCUS * 
betoH ■! 1 '•ti ; m-.oi'.id in th'iUi,dils of how 

to lutp li< '■ mit ot It .IS nukh is possible, boamCI Wat 
rcdiktd to rh< Josentss ot a iish 

Vt u'li 1 1 . suint! ki iron:, i.tM t « mf,” he said, “I 
shouldn't ki.tr .mwt tny i<m, } ri.d.t Would you hkc your 
mollur tlu rt . t- - 

I'kar shrik:. ’ .itr sh uldkrs 

“ |ust so,” su'vi boano s “ Hut if slie wants to come^ 
she'd hciur. pt rn. ps Hr ok is not .i jok n^' judge, thank 
g\H.'dness. H.ise you t\. r Inen in a Co-art r ’* 

“ No.” 

“The ^rc.it thing is to keep still, and pay no attetttioit 
to anything. They’ll all be In hind you, except the jory 
—and there’s notiung in them really . If y uu look at 
don’t smile 1 *’ 
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“ Why ? Aren’t they safe. Dad ? ’* 

Sonmes put the levity aside 

“ I should wear a small hat Michael must sit nn your 
left. Dave \ou got over that -cr - not telling cadi (Uher 
things ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ I shouldn’t begin it .igain lids \ c r\ fond of \ou ” 
Fleur nodded 

“Is there anything \ou want t*i tell me? You know I 
— I worry about v<iu ” 

Fleur g(U up and sat on the .irm ot his diair , he had at 
once a fetling of assuagemmt 

“I reallv don't care now The harm's done I onl\ 
hope h.i\e a bad lime ” 

Soames, who had tlie same liopt, was somewhat shocked 
by its expression 

He took Iea\c of lier soon .iftcr and g-u into his car for 
the dark drive back to Maplcdurh.im 'Die bpring evening 
was cold and he h.id the windows up At lirsi lie thought 
of very little ; and then of still less }|c« h.ki passed a tiring 
afternoon, and was gl.id of the slight snull of stcphanotis 
provided by Annette The road was t<to familiar to rouse 
his thoughts, bevond wonder at the lot of people tliere. 
always seemed to be in the world between six and seven. 
He dozed his wav into the new cut, woke, and do/ed again 
What was this — Slough ? Before going to M.irlborough 
he had been at school there with young Nicholas and St. 
John Heyman, and alter his time, ss)me other young 
Forsytes. Nearly sixty vears .igo ! He remembered his 
first day — a brand-new little boy in a brand-new little 
top-hat, with a playbox stored by his mother with things 
to cat, and blessed with the words ; “ There, Summy dear, 
thaCU make you popular,” He had reckoned on having 
command of that corruption for some weeks ; but no sooner 
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} aJ lie proJiiccJ .1 bii <>f it, than tlirv had taken tlic box, 
an -1 suL'^'tsttd to him th it it would be a JlJoikI to 

c a the lot In iv.Lnf\-tuo rnirratc'' tu<nt\ two Iniys had 
matf ri ill\ in. n used [li<ir wir/hi, and Ik himself^ in 
haiidini: out III umttiit^. }i td b(.n obln^cd to cat less 
than a il ird ' 1 1 hid htt him om* packet of 

bisujits, ind :hos(. h k 1 v ir ta ■' *•( R, tor wlmh he had 
I oii^Litut! >n ^ no [a'-vion ..htf<\'r \tt( rw irds three 
otHiT n - w '-'.s had loiu . -o , d ih it Ik was a fool for 

! oine I' I'i I .tin uji lih' ih o, hinI' ul oi si\!n^ it for 

iImi', Ok! ’• h.ivi bun obi;,,. I t - *!. on dnir luMds one 

h\ ofu h t'opulir'tv h t i 1 IS' 1 tvs 'Its -two minutes, 
iiiJ, >0 i.,1 },( h.i'.'. il . i n. .-r souk bask He had 

bi 1 11 a. oi t I oinii. .nisin cur im < 

bouiiv!’' a littl on thetud'a-'i .1 s, 0. lu remembered 
poioriaiiti’. Ills own u iisin >t )ohi. Ilc\nitn pushini^' him 
into .( eorsi-busli and holding him th. ri n r in .ipprcsiablc 
minute I bun! littl. I'rut- s, boss' lor 1 moment he 
t< It quite er i'i till to \lu li c 1 tor tr\ me to m t them out of 

I ni^dand \ndut ' He h ,d sorm ph asant memories 

i.\cn of boss I here was liis u.lldiion ot butterflies — he 
had sold tsMi Rtd Admirils in piMir sondition to a boy 
for urn- in. i ihruptnec do l'< a bos a^Min--h’m — and 
shoot pi as .it pissiiiLnrs in a train that Couldn’t stop, and 
drink cherr, brands itoine horiu , and win a pn/c by reciting 
two lomdrcd lints of ‘ '1 he Lads of the I^kc ’ better than 
‘ Cbcrrs' Tart * HurrouLtlics I m ? Wliat had become of 
‘ Clierrs -Tart ’ Burroughes, who had v> much money at 
schixil that Ills father went bankrupt! ‘ Ciierry-Tart * 
BurrouL’hcs ! 

The loom of Slough faded Ont was in rank country 
now, and he ground the handle ot the window to get a 
little fresh air A smell of trees and grass came in. Get boy* 
out of England ! They had funny accent* in thoic great 
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placei overseas. Well, they had funny accents here, too 
The accent had been all right at Slough — for if it wasn’t a 
boy got lammed. He remembered tlic first time ?iis father 
and mother — James and Emily — came down ; \ery genteel 
(before the word was fi\ -blown), all wlnsliers and crin(t- 
line; tlic beastly bo\s liad made person il re-marks which 
had hurt him ! (let *ein out oJ 1 nglaiui ' But in those 
days there had been nowhere iur boss to l’o Ih look a 
long breath oi the w.ivsule nr I'hcv said 1 mdand was 
changed, spoiled, some even sod ‘done for' ih,sli ! It 
still smell the same’ His un .n -amle, oiu ot -Superior 
Dosset’s ’ brothers, had g(me as a lio\ Ik rniuda .it the 
beginning of the last tcniur), .nid hao. he b* eii heard of 
since ? Not he ^'oung jon }-t-rs\i( .nJ his niotht r--lijs 
own first, unlaithful, still mn quiu lMtg,.(tin wiIl -h.id 
gone to the bt.itcs— would ihev U in .iril of .le.nn ' He 
Hoped not. Knudand ’ >()m( vl .v, when he had time .ind 

the car was tree, he would go .nid poke round on tla 
border of Dorset and Devon where the Eorss'ics tame 
from. There was not lung there- -In understood^ and he 
wouldn’t care to let an)lx>dy know of l.is goini? , but the 
earth must be some sort of colour, and tliere would be 
a graveyard, and— ha ! M.ndenhcad ! These sprawling 
villas and hotels and gramophones spoiled the ri\ er. I'unn v 
that Fleur had never been verv fond of the river ; too slow 
and wet, perhaps — evcr\ thing was quick and dry now, 
Hke America. But had they such a river as the d'hames 
i anywhere out of England ? Not they ! Nothing that ran 
igfm and clear and weedy, where you could sit in a punt 
' and watch the cows, and those big elms, and the poplars. 
Nothing that was safe and quiet, where you called your 
tod yout own and thought of Constable and Mason and 
.Waite, 

Hi$ tax bumped loracthing slightly, and came to a 
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stand. That fellow Riggs was always bumping some- 
thing ! He looked out. The chaiitLur had got down and 
was cx.imining liis niudgu.ird 

“ W hat u.is that ’ ” said ^uaincs. 

“ I think it uas a pit;, sir ” 

“ W here ? ” 

“ ^l^all I cirit ' on, nr sec ? ” 

Sonnies 1 ook< d r.-uiul ’Hurt seemed no inhabitants in 
sight 

" Htitc’- su ” 

Tht l1. uit: 'ir diM]''pc.ir<.d behind the car. Soames 
remained seated He had never (i.iJ any j'igs They said 
tlic pii: was .1 elean .iniinal. ik^pK- d,dn’t treat pigs 
properly. It was vtrv ejuict ' N'n tars on the road; in 
the sikii t tl ' iti 1 w.is t ilkini; u litilc in the hedgerow. 
He Iintited sniiK, stars. 

“It r a ]'ie, sir , lie's hrcathim;.” 

“ Oh ' ” s.ii j .str.imc.s If a cat iiad nine, how many lives 
had a pig ? Hi rcrnenil»ertd Ins f.ithi r (anus’ only riddle ; 
“ If a iicrnru: md a h.ili cost thric fia’p^iKt, what’s the 
price of a gridiron t " When still vtr^ small, he had 
perceived that it was unanswerable. 

Where IS he r ” he .s.tid. 

“ in tile ditih, sir ” 

A pig was property, but if in the ditch, nobody would 
notice It till after he was home “Drive on,” he faid : 
” No ! W'ait ! ” And, tjpening the near door, he gotont. 
After all, the pig was m distress, “bhow me,” he »aid, tod 
mcivcd in the tail-Iight ut his car to where the chauficor 
Stood pointing There, in the shallow ditch, was a dttrk 
object emitting cavernous low sounds, as of a man aileep 
in a Club chair. 

” It must belong to one of them cottages wt paMed 4 
bit back,” said the chauffeur. 



598 A MODhRN COMEDY 

Soamcs lookni at ihr 

Anything" broktn ' ” 

No, Mr. the mu(i);uarLiN ill riL^ht I fan(\ it copped 
Iiim pretty fair.” 

“ In the pn;, I me.int ” 

7'hc chauffeur toiu hcvl tin { il,' \Mth his hoot It 
squealed, and So.mus qui\(rt\i one uould hear' 

just like that fellow, dr.iwmj; .i(t<iin'Hi to it no i^^uinp- 
lion whatisir' Hut h>>\\ , w ithout touihinit, did snii find 
out vslietlur an\ thine u (S ht"!.. n 01 .1 pi^' ' lit nmved a 
step and saw the pie*"- i \ i , md i si.rt ol t' llww -leelitiLt 
stirreii in iitin What it n h ul .» hnd.e n ki,'’ \uain the 
chauffeur touclud it with his foot 'I'he [Ui: uttered a 
lamcntahle iioisn, .imf, uplietvine it'' hulk, •■oik diDLt a^id 
grunting', trotted off unus h isti!\ re sunn ti his se.it 

“Drive on!” he s.mi I’n^’s ' I'he. \ tu\er thou,^ht oi 
anything hut tleunst Kc s , .md (e>tt inters utre ]ust as had 
— very unple.isant .ihoui cars .\nd lie vs .isn't sure thev 
weren’t right tearing i,'re.it t limes ' The pii,'’s cse sceine d 
looking at liini ag.im from where Ins tec t were rcstinit 
Should he keep some, mns that he had those meadows em 
the other side <»f the rner ? Eat one’s own h.icon, cure 
one’s own hams I .After dl, tlure w.is something in it — 
clean pigs, properK kd ' 'riiai htxvk of old l\>ggart said 
one must grow more t(»od in Kngl.md, and be independent 
if there were anotlur war He sniffed. Smell of baking - 
Reading town, alreadv ' Thev still grew biscuits in 
England I Foreign countries growing 1ns food - something 
unpleasant about living on sufferance like that ! After all, 
English meat and English wheat—as for a potato, you 
couldn’t get one fit to cat m Italy, or France And now they 
wanted to trade vMih Russia again ! Those Bolshevists hated 
England. Eat their whc.it and eggs, use their tallow and 
skinfc ? Infra dig, he called it ! The car swened and he 
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\N.is jerked . 11^.11 nst the sjdt lu^hiuns The mH church ! 
-that fellow Ri^i^s WaS aK\a\s sh\in^' at st»nu*thing. 
Prett\ little old affair, luo, with its squ it spire and its 
liehen -wouldn’t see iliat out of 1 rn^Iand— graves, old 
nanus, \e\\-trees And tl. u nmimltd him One w'ould 
have to lx hurod, soiiu d i\ Ihre, p(.rjiaps Nothing 
flowers ' )ust his nan'e, ‘ .'so.mu s lor‘-\t(,’ standing out 
on rouu'h sioiK, liU that 'etase Ik ii id sit on at Highgatc ; 
no need to pul ‘ litre Iks' ol loursi. h( \1 lu ' Ai to a 
(.ross, h(‘ didn’t know IVobahK tlas'd put oiu , whatever 
he wished llt’dhkt to ho in i toriM r, tlioutjh, iw i\ from 
people - with an a[p 1 t-irtt or soiia thine, o\ir liim The 
1 ' ss thes rememhert d })im, th( h<ttrr hxtipi llcur-— and 
she would hast oth* r time's to think of' 

rile tar turiitd down tin last low hill to tin k sel of the 
ristr 111 taiiL’hi a glinif'sc o| n fluwine dark he tween the 
poplars, likt the si.ul of j-nelarul, mining hidden. The 
car rolled into the dn\c, and stopped Ik hue the door. 
He sh(*uldiri t' II Anrvtte sit .ihout this i ts vonnng into 
Court— bhe Wouldn't leel ub lie Uld she had Iio ntfSCll 
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CAT it ni^M 

MARjORir hrar’s inarn.JKc vsas fi'.tJ f.r rhc Jay of 
the Easter Recess, lu r h-'Oev in'"‘n to l.ut,Mno , her 
s trousseau with ClotliilJe , lu r ri.siJ',iuv in Katun Square , 
her pin-ntunc) at iwn thuu-'anJ i \iar, and her alh’ctions 
on nobod) When she reiei\cd a tdephuni- message: 
Would slie tunu* to breal t.ot it Shrup'-hiR House? 
she was surprisid W'liat tuuld In the matter vMtli the 
old boy ? 

At five minutes past nnu. )iuu.\<r, on th< lulluvsing 
day she entered the aiuestral preeiruts, hi\irn;l(ft almost 
all powder and {'i^Miunt on her eirt ' s-ni^MaMt Was he 
going to disapprove cl lur marriau'- ' Or to pi\e her some 
her grandmother's late, uhivh was unl\ tit tu he in a 

museum ? 

The m arquess was uadin^ the p .j'« r in Ironi of an 
''l^tric fire. He bent on lu-r Ins bnehi, sKrewel ijlmcc. 
S'VjWeiM arjorie '' ^h.d] we sit d<<wn, ur do enu like to 

'tewasc standine ' There's p^irrulu'e, scrambled epi>s, 
and prapetruit - \e ry Considerate ol them! 
oat the cotlcc, will \UU ' ” 

-“V.^WhatTl you have, Grandt itlier ? ” 

'|l•nluwk you, ril ru.im about and peck a bit. So you're 
going to be married. Is that tortunaic ? ” 

** F«ople say se) " 

Parliament, I sec. Do you think you could 
in tiiis Electricity Bill of Parsham's i ” 

600 
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** Oh ! yes. He's dead keen on electricity.” 

Sensible man He s got Uorks, I suppose. Arc thev' 
electrified ^ ” 

“ I e.xfX’Lt S(i " 

The niarcjiiess g.ive her an-itlier clancc 
“You know iioihini: about ii/’ he s nd “But youYe 
Icmkmg \erv < harming \\ hat’s rhis I liear ot .) libel ? ” 
She niiL’ht h.i\ 1 non n ’ (Jrandf itlu r w.is t.m Irik^htfully 
sprv ' He missed nothini: ' 

“It \v<tuldn’i ink r( St \ t .'i, d< tr ” 

“I dis.tgr<‘( M\ i.itlur iiul <//J Sir I.awrtnce Mont 
were gre.it Jri- iids VVh\ do jou want to wash linen in 
Court ^ ” 

“ I don't ” 

“ Are ^ ou the ghuntif! ? ” 

“ Yes ’’ 

“ What do \ou coinphun of ^ 

“Thc\’\c said things about me.” 

“ Who > ” 

“ Fleur .Mont .uid her father ” 

“ Ah ! the relation of the tea-inan Wliat have tljey 
said ? ” 

“That I haven’t a moral about me.” 

“ Well, have you ’ ” 

“ As much as most people.” 

” Anything else ’ ” 

“That I’m a snake of the first water.” 

“ I don’t like that. What made tlicm say so ? ” 

“ Only that I was heard t. tiling her a snob ; and fo the 
is.” 

The marquess, who had resigned a finished grapc^ntt^ > 
placed his foot on a chair, his elbow on his knet, lut dbhti 
on his hand, and said : 

“ No divinity hedges our Order in these days, Ifaljocie; 
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but wc still stand for sumcthing. It’s a mistakt,' to forget 
that.” 

She s.it very still. Evcr)bc»dy respected gr.mdfather . 
vven her f.itlicr, to whom he did nf)t speak Hut to he 
told that she stood lor sum« thing was reallv loo dull for 
anything' All mtn w<dl for grandf ither at liis age, and 
with his huk of tempt. itions ' Iksid. s, c/v had no handle 
to her n.ime, owing to the \aunud niture of Hritish 
institution^ I'Aen if she hit that - I's Lord Charles out 
of Lady Crsula - she ought m-t to In dutated to, she had 
never put on tnlK h.nl alu i\ s hU vl to he thought a m< n. 
Bohemian And, attir all, she did stand- fur not hung 
stuffy, and nut Ixing vlull 

“Well, (Iratullatlu r, 1 trnd to rn ik< ii up. hat slie 
wouldn't. Cott-e^” 

“Yes, cotUe Hut ttll nn, .ire \ oii h.i} p\ about 
yourself ” 

Marjorie Fi'rr ir handed him ilu vup 

“ No. \\ h() is ' ” 

A hit,” said the m.trquess " You're going to he \er\ 
Well off, I he.ir 'I'hat me.iiis pou^r It's worth using 
well, Marjorie, lie’s .t .Se(»lsman, isn't he ' Do \ou like 
him ? ” Again the shrewd bright gl.mee 

“ At times ” 

“ I see With \ our hair, \ou must he cart ful Red liair 
is cxtrnordinai il\ s duahle on u\.y. ision In lijc h.ton »nd 
Harrow Match, or for speaking alter dinner, hut don't 
let it run away with \<'u after sou’rc married W here are 
you going to live ? ” 

“ In Eaton Square There’s a Scotch place, too " 

^\'c your kitchens clecinfied Eve had it done here. 
It savc,^hc ciHik’s temper i get vcr\ equable hxjd. Bui 
about liUd Can*t \ou .ill sa\ vviu’re sorry — wh) put 
moocy the lawyers’ pockets : ” 
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“ She won’t, unlc'is I d<\ and I won’t, unless she docs " 
The marquess drank off his coffee 
“ Then uh.it is there in the wav ^ 1 ilislikc puhlicitv, 

Marjorit I.ook at that suit the otlnr 1 .v Ans thinji^ of 
1 } IS riuuirc in bo( u t\ . now 1 la\ '■. is a n.til in our lofhns,” 
“ ril speak to \lei , i! ou hit 
“ 1 )o 1 lias } (' rc J hair ' ” 

“ \o, Maek ” 

“ \h ! What would \ou lik( for a w( Jdin^t I resent — 

"Oh' no, ph is< . d(ar \ohnJ\\ wearinp laic,” 

With his ht, id i.n I'll' suit, tin niarqiuss looked at lur. 
" 1 (. iii’l i.'< t til If 1 u< "tt '' hi o mid to sa\ 

" IVriiaps Mill’d hki a C'lllurv hhtinlud, it would 
p.M in no I'liii 

0 ir]or!t 1 I rrar lunrlud “I know eou're hard up, 
(irandlatlit r , hut I'd rather not ha\e a Collurv, thanks, 
'IheWri. so isp'iisut. just i,mm me \our idcssinp^ ” 

“ I wondi r," s,ud tin. marquess, " it I sould sell blessings ? 
Your unOe 1 rh' Id has ^M.ru in tor tarming j he’s 
ruining me If onl\ he'd grow wlaat b\ ihitrieity; it’s 
the onl\ \sa\ to make it p.n at thf present prkc. Well, if 
\ou’\c finished bnaktast, iro. .d-b\c I must go to work.” 

Marjorii Ferrar, who had indeed {’•egun breakfast, stood 
up and pressed his h.md He was a dear old boy, if 
somewhat rapid ' , . 

That same evening, in a box at the bt. Anthony, she 
had her oppurtuniiv, when MacCJown was telling her of 
Soames’ visit, 

“ Oh, dear ' Wh) on earth didn’t you settle It, Alec f 
The whole thing’s i bore. I’ve had my grandfather at 
me about it.” 

** If the) ’ll apologise,” said MacGown, ” I’ll settle it 
to-morrow. But an apology- they must make.” 
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" And what about me ? I don’t want to stand up to be 
shot at.” 

“ There arc some things one can’t sit down under, 
Marjorie. Their whole conduct has been infamous” 
Visited by a reckless impulse, she said . 

“What d’you supptjse I’m really like, Akt ? ” 

MacGown put his hand on her bare irm 
“ I don’t suppose , 1 know ” 

“ Well ? ” 

“ Defiant ” 

Curious summary ! StrangeK irood in a wnv— (uiiv ! 

“You mean that I like to irritate people till they think 
I’m — what I'm not. But suppose" - Ikt eyes confronted 
his — “ I real I V am ” 

MacGown’s prasp tiphlencd. 

“ You’re not ; and I won’t ha\e it v tid ’’ 

“You think this case \m11 u lute wash iu\ defiance ? ” 
“I know what gossip is; and I know it hu/zes aliout 
you. People who sa\ tiunps arc going ti> he taugiit, once 
for ail, that they can’t.’’ 

Marjorie Ferrar turned her ga/.c towards tla. still life on 
the dropped curtain, laughed and said . 

“My dear man, you're dangerously pros intial” 

“I know a straight line when I see one.” 

“Yes; but there aren’t an\ in London You’d better 
Alee, or you’ll be taking a usss over me ” 
MacGown said, simply*. “1 believe in )ou more than 
you believe in yourself.” 

She was glad that the curtain rose just then, for she felt 
. ^fused and rather touched. 

Inatead of confirming her desire to drop the case, that 
little talk gave her a feeling that by the ease her marriage 
•todd oat fell. Alee would know where he was when it 
Wl^ and to would she ! There w’ould be precious 
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little secret af'out lier .(IkI she would either not be married 
tt) him, or at least mtt married under false pretences. Ix't 
it rip! It was, however, n ttrnl>le bore; especially the 
preparalorv ]< cal (.atu'hism she had now to undergo. 
What efteu, tor inst. trier, h td betn produced among her 
friends .and acquaintames In those letters ? ITom the 
point ot \ Kw .-t wnmn'c, the p.-mt w.is .ib\i'-usly not with- 
(tut importaiKt liut h'-vs uas s1;l to Itll ' Two hostesses 
h.id ( ath ( lit d w(.t k 1 nd ir.v ii.itutns a railur prim Countess, 
and a Canadi.m milhon.iirt ss niarru d to a decaying baronet. 
It had not <.u urri a i.< la r 1 1. !< rt ih.it tins was the reason, 
but It michi li.ive bun \p .n Itom them she would have 
1(1 s.iN ^lie d 'll i know, pu'pl aklnd till \ou tu )OUr faee 
what ll.^v la.ird (tr thought of \ou 'Ihcv were going to 
tr\ and n .ik ht r ttui 1 piece <4 injured innouiuc I Good 
Lord ' W J..4 It bht vitiiarid hir lull l.ath in Ctjurt, and 
left tliem til in the soup ' Her ft .d f.ntli - what was it ? 
Not to h't .1 friend doven, i.oi yivi a man away; not 
lu funk, to vio things difhruiilv from other jx'oplc ; to 
be alwavs on the go , not to be ‘ stuff) * , not to be duU 1 
The whole tiling was t(>ps)-tur\) ! Well, she must keep 
her head I 
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the dnv (‘f i)u' r.isc Stiamc*: msr, in Grern Street, 
with a sort of su k imp.itienct U f.\ w. isn’t it tin. Jjn 

after ? 

Renewed inicrtitvs with \ir\ Ncur;;: Nnfiolis and Sir 
James Foskisstm had eonhrnud tlu 1 1< i ut d-itiiu In 
attack on modern moralitt hoskissoii n aN i \ i h ntl\ l:< ' iin; 
to put his Ju-art into aitackini; thil fruin wjn.h he ji id 
perhaps Suffirtvi , and if he win at all Id' old Hohstav, 
who, aped cipht\ -two, had ju^t [uihlislud his r- rninnLenccs, 
thalcat would losehcrfiairand pi\( lu rs( h o\a\ Vtsterday 
afternoon Soames had t,ik<n an hour’s look at Mr [ustuc 
Brane, and li<rn \er\ faxourahK impressed ; tlie learned 
judge, though \oungcr than hirnstlt - he hid <dtin briefed 
him in other tunes — looked old-tasluoncd enough no\N tf>r 
anything. 

Having cleaned his teeth, put m his plate, and brushed 
his hair, Soames went into the adjoining niv>ni and told 
Annette she would lx- l.ite bhe alw.i\s looked tcrribl'. 
young and well in bed, and this, though a satislaeiKm to 
him, he could never quite forgive When he was gone, 
fifteen years hence, perhaps, she would std) be under sixtv, 
and might live another tweiuv vears 

Having roused her suthsitnily to sa\ : “ You wdll have 
plenty of time to be fussy in that Court, Soames,” he 
went back and looked out of his window. The air sriullcd 
ot Spring — aggravating! He bathed and shaved with 
606 
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caro - didn’t want to go into tljo Box with a cut on his 
dun ’ --then went l\u k to see that Annette was not 
pulling on anv thing bright He found her in pink 
underclothes 

“ I should wi ir black,” he s nd 

Annette rijird'd luin above* her hand mirror 

“ W hoin d'> \'‘ii want nir to Ias> in iie. Soan.es ’ ” 

“These {‘<',1' 'mH bring li'ur trunds, 1 sijouldn’t 

\\ I ill li r , .itl’ tiling u 'F sj K nous 

' l)iin't b' >tr lid , 1 sh dl noi tr\ to lie \oungcr than 
nu d 'U<'ht' r ” 

Souims VO nt out again I't.i Ir.iuii' Well, she had 
good l.istc n. .It' *-* 

Alter br -lot h' Went otT to I !• ur’s Winifred and 
Ini'igcn VS' oi look .liter Annrtti lin v too were going 
to the 1.1 . r*. .IS it lh< re were .iliMhing to enjoy about 
ih^ buMf.i *•' ' 

Sj'ruM O' i '' ‘'ilk lilt, be w dked across the (irecn Park, 
ctintuiig \ t 1 1 -' t ’ idi nu No buds on tlie trees -a late 
\uir, utki it" K") d 1 iihilv out of town! Ihissing the 
p.d.iee, he th'-ugbt ' Ihe'.’re \>r) popul.ir ' ’ Hc Sup- 
posed ih'\ iii-.u! this gri.it hmpre grouj' in front of them, 
..11 nuisde .irul llesh .Old 1 ifge .mini.ds ' d’hc All)crt 
M' ni'iri.il, .md this e\e r\ liodv r.ui ilieni down ; but, after 
ah, pe.iec .tiid }dent\ notiung modern about tlicm ! 
Emerging into Westnunsttr, iu e ut his wav through a 
smell oi tried tish into the Barliarne niarv l>ackwater of 
North Street, and, bitwee-n its pleas.mt little* houses, 
g../' d steudil) at the Wren Chui'-e li Never 0 og inside 
anv diureh except bt. Paul's, he d< rived a sort of strength 
from tiieir euusidcs - dmrehes were solid and storni back, 
and ebdn't seem to care what people thought of them I 
He felt a little be*ttcr, rounding into Smth Square, The 
Dandle met him in the hall. Though hc was not over- 
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fond of dog*, tHc breadth and solidity of this one alwn\s 
affected Sonmes pleasurably — better than that little 
Chinese abortion they used to have ! 'Fliis dtig was a 
character — masterful and tenatmus would i!:et very 
little out of him in a witness-box ! Lookint,^ up from tlic 
dog, he saw Michael and Fleur coining: down ilie ‘-tairs 
After hurriedlv insptciing Miclmel's hmwn suit and 
speckled tic, his e\es tame to nndu.r on iiis daugliitr's 
face. Pale but trt.im\, notliini; modern -ih.nik goodness ' 
no rouge, salve, powtler, or c\< -Mu knv/ , perftctK 
made up for her part ! In a blue drtss, too, \(rv L:(»od 
taste, which must have taken some tindmi:' 'I'he desire 
that she sluuild not ft cl lurvous stilled biMines’ pri\atc 
qualms. 

“ Quite a smell ot Jspnne ' *’ h< said “ >hall ue start ^ ” 
While a t'.ih was beini» summoTud, ht tried to put her 

at case. 

I had a look at l^ratie \esterd i\ , lu-’s thantt<d a good 
deal from when I used to know Inrn I was one of the 
tet to give him briefs ” 

** That’s bad, isn't it, sir ? ” s.nd Mieiiacl 

** How f ” 


** He’ll be afraid oi being tliouglit grateful ” 

' Flippant, us usual ! 

“ Our judge s,” he said, “ are a good lot, take them all 

found/* 

** Ptn lur , they arc Do \ou know if he ever reads, sir ? ” 
•* How d* j'‘'u mean— reads ? ** 

^Fiction. Vc don’t, in Parli.amcnt.” 

“Nobody^ Vs ntwcls, except women,” said Soames. 
And he felt ^ 's dress. *' You’ll want a fur ; ghat’s 

< ♦ IaoL#*! 

he ' t^ing the fur, he said to Michael : 
Tavatm,, ^ 
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“ Better than I did, sir ” 

‘‘That’s a comfort, anyv^ay Here’s the cab. Keep 
away from that Scotchman ” 

“ I sec him cverv da\ m the House, vou know,” 

“Ah!” said Soames, “I f'‘rc'<>t V"ij make nothing 
of that Sen ej thme there, 1 h<]ic\(. ” \iu] taking his 
daughter’s arm, he l'\i her forth 

" 1 weiider it old lilvihc will turn up,” he luard Michael 
say, wlieii the\ passt d the ollKe oi ’ J ht Outpost.’ It 
was tiic lirst rein irk m.tdc m tfic cab, and, c.illing for no 
response, it was the last 

d’hc Law Courts had lluir eusti'iuirs .nr, and people, 
in bla(.k ind blue, wt re hurrsnii; int.t ilKin “Beetle- 
trap'” rnutterui Mkh.iii Saames rejected the simile 
witli his elbow --for iam th'*\ were just iaiiuliar echoing 
space, coiiitaled stair^ ases, sliitlv corridors, and the square 
enclosures ot oik \oicc at a time 
Too early, ilicy went slowlv up liic stairs Really, it 
was weak minded ! Here ihcv had come • they and the 
other side -!(' uet — what He was ama/td at himself 

for not has mg insisted on Heur’s ip(»logis»nL’ Time and 
again m the case of others, ill this had appeared quite 
natural— in the ease oi his own di ightcr, it novv seemed 
almost incredibly idunic He hurried her on, however, 
past lingering lawyers’ clerks, witnesses, what not. A few 
low words to an usher, and ihev were inside, and litting 
down VTry young NilIioIus was already in his place, 
and Soames so adjusted himself liiat there would only 
be the thickness of Sir James, when he materuliMd, 
between them. Turning to confer, he lived for a cosy 
moment in the past again, as might some retired old 
cricketer taking block once more. Beyond young Nichokl 
be quartered the asscrabl. gc with his gbncc. Yd, people 
had got wind of it ! He knew they would— with thitt cat 

It 
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always in tlic public e\c — quite a lot of furbelows up there 
at the back, and more tomin)^' fie reversed himsilf 
abruptly ; the Jur\ were film” in— special, but a common- 
looking lot ! VV'hy were juries .dwavs common -lookini,’ ^ 
He had never been on one liiinsOf He elaiiced at Fkur 
There she sat, and what she was leeling he couldn’t tell 
As for young Mn hael, his cars looked verv pointed And 
just then lie laughl siglit of 'Vnmttt Mu 'd bitter not 
come and sit down here, after all the nion there were 
of them m front, the more c nspicuous it w<'uld be ’ 
he shook his liead at lier, ami w ivcd tow irds the luu k 
Ah 1 bhewasgoing! She md \\ initrc d and Inio-/ n would 
take up room all ratlur bro id in tlu biam , but thi rt 
were still gaps up tlu rc And suddenU hi saw tin. plainiitt 
and her lawvir and Ma^tiown, vtrv spr\ thev lookt d, 
and that insolent lat was sini'mg ’ Carclul not to gbrncr' 
in their direction, Soanies saw tlurn sit down, some s;\ 
feet ofT. Ah' and lierc came Counsel —I oskisson and 
Hullfry logetlicr, thick as lliuvis Thev'd soon he calling 
each other 'my friend’ now, and cutting laeh other'’' 
throats! He wondered if he wouldn’t ha\c done bettir 
after all to have let the other side have 1 oskicsun, and 
briefed Bulltrv an uglv-looking customer, broad, compe- 
tent and leatherv He and iMichail with Hcur between 
them, and belund — Foskisson and his junior, Settlewhite 
and the Sc<nchman witii ‘that cat’ between tliem, and 
behind — Bullfrv and Ins junior! (3nlv the Judge wanted 
now to complete the pattern ’ And here he came ' Soames 
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Will ! that \sas over, and the jud^ was turnin)!; his head 
thi'i way and that, as if to see where the field was placed 
Now Bu]lfr\ wa«; up . 

“ it It pleas< Your Lord’ihip ” 

He w.is ni iking the u'^ual np. ninp, with the usual 
fl()Wtr\ description of the plamutl pranddaupfilcr of a 
marqiKS‘-. to a tutvirc I’rinu Minister or so 

you’d Hunk ' prominent in tin most hrilli int circles, 
hadi <=1 irited, perh ips a thnugiit too hik’h-sj'irited . . , 
Liigp.ige ' the usu li smooth and suhaud description 
of (Ik. dclendant ' Kk h ind ambitious \oung m-irricd 

lads Impud-ni be>,'c'‘*t ' furs would In-ar in 

mind that tins were vlt diiip in both <.ists with members 
ejl .idsaiutd >o, nt\, but tins would Kar in mind, loo, 
that primarc words h.ui prim ir\ nu mine's and consc* 
qu< rue s, w h itt \ t r (iu ^ou<t\ inwhulitius were uttered 
H'm ' \ir\ sk<tJi\ rdtruics to the inndcnt in Fleur’s 
dr.iwint: room mmimisid, ot course ha’ an allusion to 
him sc It man oi properu and si.mdmi,' thank you for 
nothing' Readme' the Iilvllous letters now' Effect of 
them . vtrs made-up, all that ' Plaintiff obliged 
to take aetion , . Bunkum ! “I shall now call Mrs. 
R.dph Ppsnrrsn" 

“ How do sou spell that name, Mr Bullfry ? 

With two p’s, two y\, two n’s and two r’s, my lord.’’ 

“ 1 see ” 

Soames looked at the owner of the name Good-looking 
woman of the flibfKrts gibbe*t tspc ! He listened to her 
esidencc with close attention Her acceiunl of the incident 
in Fleur's drawing rocim seemed substantially correct. 
She had rccciscd the libcl!t»us letter two da)5 later; had 
thought It her dutv, as a friend, to infccm Miss Ferrar, 
Should sa\, as a woman in Society, that this incident and 
these letters had chme Miss Ferrar harm. Had ulkcd rt 
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over with fl good many people. A public incident. Much 
feeling excited. Had shown her letter to Mrs. M.iltcse, 
and been sliown one that slie had received. Whole matter 
had become current g(^ssip H’ln ! 

Bullfrv down, and Foskisson up ! 

Soames adjusted liimsclf. Now to sec how the fellow 
shaped — the manner ot a <.ross-t x.iminer was so important ! 
Well, he had seen worse — tie c\e, like fr(.»/en light, fixed 
on unoccupied space while the question was being asked, 
and coming round (m to the witness for the answer , the 
mouth a little open, as it to sw.dlow it , the tongue visible 
At times on the lower Up. the uno. cupied hand clasping 
something under the gown lx himl 

‘‘Now, Mrs — cr--Pp\nrr\n rins inckient, as mv 
friend has sailed it, h.ippcncd at tlx house of Mr> Mont, 
did it not ? \nd li«)u did \ou (onv (lu re > As a friend 
Quite so! And \ou h.ive nothing aeainsc Mrs Mont.' 
No, And you iliou'dit It advisable and kind, madam, to 
show this letter to the plaintitl .md to other pct>ple -in 
fact, to foment this little incident to the best of \our 
ability ? *’ Eves round ’ 

** If a friend of mini received suih a letter about me, 
.1 should expect her to tell me th,u the wTitcr was going 
about abusing me ” 

** Even if your friend knew' of the proviKation and was 
abo a friend of the letter-writer ^ ” 

' -“Yes.” 

“ Now, madam, w. isn’t it simply that the scns.ation of 
' this little quarrel was too precious to lx; burked ? It vxould 
; have been st) e.isy, wouldn't it, to have tom the letter up 
' Dftd said nothing about it ? You don’t mean to suggest 
that it made you think any the worse of Miss Ferrar — 
you knew her too well, didn't you ? ” 
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** Ex.'ictly As n friend of iH*rh parties \ou knew that 
these expressions were just spltcn and ni't to he taken 
senou^K ? " 

*' I ean't that ’* 

“Oh! You r('L;.ird- d them as s-'fimis ^ \m I to T.lkc 
It that sou ilmuL'hl tl»e\ touO.-.'d n.e h 'mhunr •' In other 
words, that !he\ wire trui ! ” 

“ CVn.utiK ii'-i " 

“Could th' ' > MiSs itrr.r in\ h irm if tlicy were 

pnlpahK intrut ' " 

“ I tiiink Th« ai-uld ” 

“ Not with \i>u v.iu \N' r<' ,i friend ? ” 

“ Not vMth me ’’ 

“But with oth<r p< . wliM u.ej! i m ver liavc heard 
of th(in hut fiT \<iu In faa, m.uion, viai enjiAti the 
whole thinp. Ihlvou?” 

“ Enjosed r N-- ” 

“You repardid it .is vour duty to spre.Tii this letter? 
iX'n’l sou tnjo\ d Mru: sour dut\ ’ ” 

The dry t kKIl within inu s sOipp<d at his lips, 
Foskisson down, .md Bullfry up' 

“ It IS, in tact, sour txp'run.c, Mrs Pp;. nrryri, as well 
as that of most of us not s < will itinsiiiutcd, perhaps, af 
mv learned friend,, that duts is sorm times painful.” 

“ Yes " 

“ Thank you, Mrs Fdw,,rd Maltese.” 

During the cx.iminatjon of this other young woman, 
who seemed to be dark and solid, Soames tried to estimate 
the comp.»rati\e effect produced h\ Fkur and ' ikat Cat ^ 
on the four jurvmcn whose e\es scctned to stray towards 
beauty. He had come to no definite conclusion, when Sis 
James Foskisson rose to cross-examine. 

“ Tell me, Mrs Maltese, which do you consider the moK 
serious allegation among those complained of ? ” 
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“ The word ‘ trenchcrous ’ in my letter, and the expres- 
sion ‘a snake of tljc first water’ in the icucr to Mrs. 
Ppynrryn.” 

“ More serious tlian the others ? ” 

“ Yes ” 

“'I'hat is where you can help me, maLl.im TIk' tirelc 
)ou move in is not exactly the plaintiff’s, perhaps i ” 

“ Not cxaclK 
“ Intersecting, um ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“Now, in which section, yours or the plaintiff’s, would 
you say the expression ’she h. isn’t a moral about her’ 
would be the more, or shall vse sa\ the less, damning : ” 

“ I can’t say.” 

** I only w'ant your opinion Do vou tliink your section 
of Society as advatued as Miss Urrar's ? ” 

“ Perhaps not ” 

“ It’s well known, isn’t it, that her circle is very free 
and easy ? ” 

“ i suppose so.” 

“ Still, your section is pretty advanced — I mean, you're 
not ‘ stuffy ’ ? ” 

“ Not what, Sir James ? ” 

Stuffy, my lord ; it’s an expression a goud deal used 
in modern Society.” 

“ What docs It mean ? ** 

“ Strait-laced, my lord.” 

“ I sec. Well, he’s asking you if you’re stuffy ? ” 

“ No, my lord. I hope not ” 

“ You hope not. Go on, Sir James.” 

“Not being stuffy, )ou wouldn’t be exactly worried if 
somebody said to you : ‘ My dear, you haven't a moral 
about vow ’ ? ” 

“ Not if it was said as charmingly as that.” 
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“ Now come, Mrs. Maltese, J'k-s such an i xpression. s.iiJ 
ch.irminplv or the reverse, convey anv hlariu- to you or to 
\our fnciuls ’ ” 

“ It the reverse, v es ” 

“Am I to take It th.U tlu coneeptiun ot niorilitv in 
your eirele is the s.ime .is m--nu lord’s ^ " 

“ How IS the wrn< ss tu inswi r th it. S.r f um s ! ” 

“ Well, in vo'ir * iri h art \ou shot ki.l wle n \our tnenJs 
are 'in orw vl, or w !i th<\ lm oti t-'.'-thtt for iwdkin 
Pans, sav, or whtr>V'r the' timl e one » ni< rii ? ” 

' \\<!I, I siipposo one net ilii’t In’shoektei b\ 

what tine woiiKln': io ones, h " 

“ In tai I, \ ou'r. Hot sh. .. k. ,1 ’ ” 

“I dttn’l know t* it I'm slaakt,! hv iiiv'ijri/" 

“That wouli h' h. im; siaf:\, woi'dri’t 11 
“ Perha['s ” 

“ Well, will \o.i o 11 nie th. n -it that’s tie state of mine! 
in \ oiir t ir. ie , ani ' ou s lul, sou kno.s, that your eirele is 
less tree ami tasv than the pldriMtf’e liow it is possible 
that such worJs as ‘she li.isn'i i iP'-r.il .ibouf le r ’ can 
have done the pi iin’oi an) h.irm ’ ” 

“ The wh /!(' world isn’t in our ur J.’ s ” 

“No I sui'i,'' bt that ordv ,i vtrv small portu'n of the 
world IS in ’.our cirehs But do \oj tell ni' th.it vou or 
the plain; ff pav .tin 

“How ean she tell, ^lr {aims, what lhe‘ plaintiff 
pa)S ? ” 

“That V''a, then, p i\ inv .irt'-nti tn to what people 
outside your circle think 

Soames moved his head twice Phe fellow w'as doing 
it well And his e\e caught MeurN f.ne turned towards 
the witness , a little smile was curling her lip 
“ I don’t pcrseinally pay much attention even to what 
anybody tn my circle thinks ” 
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“ Have you more independence of character than the 
plaintiff, should you say ? ” 

** I dare say I’ve got as much.” 

Is she nororiously independent ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

Thank you, Mrs. Mall esc.” 

Foskisson down, Iiullfr\ up ! 

I call the plaintill, mv lord,' 

Soarncs uncrctssed his legs. 



CIIAPTFU VI 


IN THl HOX 

Marjorii Firrar into tli< Hor, not exactly 

nervous, and onK just ‘ in.i.it-up ‘ Hic p.ipcrs would 
record ^ black co'-timif \Mth uhinchilli fur .ind a bLick hat. 
She kissed the air in truru >-l tlic book, touk a dttp breath, 
and turned to Mr P.uilirv 

For i!ic last ii., . 1 1'. '■ht hid rcMiitr i in -rc .mil more 
the uav thisi.iM 1' I i i.ilo n eh irrc .ifh<r Sin h ul initi- 
ated it, and It h ui L"ni{d' tch d.c privet! lier ol inmitivc. 
She had, in fact, in.idc th< old disu)\'r\, that whin the 
mnchiniT) of qu I'^rei is uiu( put in inotn-n, much more 
than prcsvuri ot iht st.iriiii/ butt"n is required to stop 
us revolutions She uas {((Imv tii.u ii would -irve* Alee 
and the law)crs rialu if all wtnt urum,' 

The vokt ut Mr Jkillfrs, itniuliy adjusted, soothed 
her. His questions were f.iiniliar, and with caih answer 
her confidence mere iscd, h< r \okc sounded clear anil 
pleasant in her tars And she sohfd at ease, making her 
figure .IS hueish as sIk could. Her performance, she felt, 
w.is interesting to the judire, the jury, and all those people- 
up there, wli'^m sht e-miJ diinls see. If only ‘ that littk 
snob’ had not been seit(.d, expressionless, lictwcen hcf 
and her CounsH ! V hen at length Mr. Hullfry sal down 
and Sir James Foskisvm got up, she almost sut^curabed t» 
the longing to powder her nose. Clasping the Box, liic' 
resisted it, and wlule he turned his papers, and hitched 
liis gown, the first tremor of the morning pasicd dowti 
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licr hpinc. At Ir.ist he might look ai her when lie 
sp(»ke ' 

“ Hj\(‘ \ou ever bet n party to an actum hett)re, Miss 
Eerrar ? ” 

“ No ” 

“ \'ou (]uite uiult rstancl, don’t \ou, that you arc on 
your oath 

“ Quite ” 

“You }H\e told nu trund that \ou had no animus 
against Mrs Mont lax k at this m irked paragrapli in 
‘The Iwening bun’ of Oitolur ^tl Did \ou vsrite that ' ” 

Marjorit I'trrar It It t\aitl\ as il she havi stepped out 
of a (.oust r\ ator\ into an East wind Did they know 
everything, then : 

“ Yes , I w roll It ’’ 

“ It ends tlius ' d'he entt rpnsing little lad\ is losing no 
chance of building up her .-/"e on liic eiiriositv which ever 
surrounds any buecante nne m puliiKs ’ Is the reference 
to Mrs Mont ' ’’ 

“ Yes ’’ 

“ Ntit ver\ nuo, IS It — of a frund ? “ 

“ I don’t see an\ harm in it “ 

“ Tlie sort of thing, in faet, \ou'd like written about 
yourselt ? ” 

“The Sort of tiling I should expect if I were doing the 
same thing “ 

“Thai’s not quite an answer, but let me put it like 
this: The sort of thing sour father would like to read 
about you, is it ? ’’ 

“ My father would never read that column.” 

“Then it surprises )ou to hear that Mrs. Mont’s father 
did ? Do you write many of these cheery little paragraphs 
about your friends ? ” 

“ Not man) 
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“ 1 ' very now .irul then, eh ? And do ihcv remain \our 
triends ' ” 

" II s nut eas) in S* aet\ t»' tell who’s a friend and who 

JMl’t ” 


“ I quite 

agn e. 

Miss 

Fe 

rrar 

You have admitted 

making one 

or two 

i run 

1! : 

,hal 

w.is vour word. I think 

re III irks ( 1 

HI- V riling \lr' 

- M 

‘ Ult. 

in h' r ovsn house Do 

\oLi go to n 

hos',ss " 

1 tnv h> 

»U‘.{ S 

and 

tall 

s disp.iraginglv ol your 

' \o , ,111, 

Jlopped 

j 111 anv ( is( I 

don 

't expect to be ( ivcs- 

” I se^- , ^ 

0 l-uig . 

IS \ MU 

I’re 

not 1 

found out, It’s .ill right, 

eh ' Now, . 

'll this 

first 

\\.. 

iiu Se 

lav in October last, at 

Mrs Mont’s, 

in sp( 

akitig 

to 

this 

gcnMcinan, Mr Philip 

.r- Qu'nst 

) , did 

vou 

use 

the 

Word ‘ siiob ’ of your 


i, ss ' " 

“ 1 J'/n't ihifik " 

“ Be careiul You Iicard the cviderue of Mrs rp\ nrrjn 
and Mrs M iltesf Mrs Maltese said, sou rcmenihcr, tliat 
Mr Fors\ that IS Mrs Mont’s father- s jid to vou on 
that oeeasion ' You Called my daughter a snol> m her own 
house, madam- he so kind as to withdraw , you are a 
traitress’ Is tliat a corrcet \ersion ' ” 

“ Preibahls 

*• Do you suggest that he invented the word ‘ snob ’ { ” 
“ I suitgest lie was mistaken ” 

Not a nice word, is it- ' snob ’ ^ Was there any other 
reason whv he should eall vou a traitress ? ” 

“My remarks weren’t meant tor his ears I don’t 
remember exactly what I said ” 

“ Well, we shall have Mr I'orsv le in the beix to rcfrclh 
your memor)' as to cxactl) what you said But I put it 
to )ou that you called her a snob, not once but twice, 
during that little conversation i ” 
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** I’ve told you I don’t remember; he shouldn't have 
listened.” 

“ Very vvcll ! So you feel quite happ)' about havin" 
written that parnit^raph and said nasty things of Mrs Mont 
behind her back in her own drnwin^-room ? " 

Marjorie Ferrar prasped tlit lk \ till the blood tinqled 
in her palms Ilis voice was niavi.l. ninq 

Yet it seems, Miss Ferrar, that \*nj obpa to others 
saying nasty tilings about \ou in niurn Who advised 
you to bring this .Ktion ' ” 

“My father first , and then rnv firmer" 

“Sir Alexander MacOown I)o(.s )u move in the same 
circles as vou ^ ” 

“No; lit moves in Parh.imentarv circles” 

“ Exactly , and he wouldn’t know, would he, the canons 
of conduct that rule in your nitlt ' ’’ 

“There are no tirtles so dtlinitt as that ” 

“Always willing to learn. Miss i'tirar Bur tell me, do 
you know what bir Alexandtr’s P.irhament.irv friends 
think about conduct and m<»raliiy : ” 

“ I can guess. I doipi suppose there’s much difference.” 
“Are you suggesting. Miss J'trrar, thit responsible 
public men take the same liqlu-heartcd vuw of conduct 
and morals as you ? ” 

. “Aren’t you rather assuming, Sir J.imcs, that her view 
it light-hearted ? ” 

“As to conduct, my lord, I submit that her answers 
'have showm the very light-hearted view she takes of the 
C^ltgations incurred by the acceptance of hospitality, for 
.Instance. Fm coming to morals now ” 

“ 1 think you’d better, before drawing your conclusions. 
What have public men to do with it f ” 

“ I^na suggesting, my lord, that this lady is making 
about words which a public man, G]f any 
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ordm.iry citi/.en, would have a perfect ri^ht to resent, 
but winch she, with lier views, lus no riitlu whatever to 
resent ” 

“ You mu'^t prove licr \irws then, (h) on ! ” 

Marj'ine 1 < rrar, rcl.ucd lor .1 mwnient, i^nihcrcd herself 
a).Min. Her views' 

Tell me, Mos l.irir — we .*11 know n .u the meaning 
of xht Word ‘ siuttv — .\u pul.ic lUta ‘stuthcr’ than 
\oU ^ ” 

‘‘ Tie s in.i\ s IV the \ .irt 
“ Vwu tlniik than h\ p". rit^ ^ ? ” 

" I d m'i think .nnvihini^ .it dl d'out thfiri ” 

“ ddiouidi s.aVi c-iii'c to PI irrv itnc ' Yoo are com- 
pl.-iiiini: “1 the v*<irds . ' ^hc ,'1 isti’t .< nioril .ibout her.’ 
11 i\(. >11 re id this ruwcl ‘ C.niiii ir ’ r He was holding 

up .1 bwok 
“ I think so " 

“ 1 )on'[ \ i»u kri(-vv I ’* 

“ Tec skinimovi n " 

*’ T.iken otf the ere.ini, eh ? IL- td it snlTn iently to fenrm 
an opinion f ” 

“ Yes " 

" Would you at;rec with the vp*w of it expressed i& thlf 
letter to a joura.il .’ ‘ The book brca.ks ihroui;b the British 

“ stuffiness,” V hiedj condemns .iny frank work of an‘~*azid 
a po ni rhiiiLr, too ! ’ Is 11 a good thing ? ” 

“ Yes I Imtc (irunJavm ” 

‘ It is undoubtedly Literature ' The word is wnttea 
with .1 l.irge L. Should \ou say it was ? ” 

“ Literature — )’cs Not great literature, pcihapi.’^ 

“ But it ought to be published ? 

** I don’t see why not.” 

“ You know that it is not published in Englaitd 
“ Yes.” 
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“ But it ought to be ? 

“ It isn’t everybody’s sort of book, of course.” 

“Don’t evade the question, please. In )oiir opinion 
ought this novel ‘ Canthar ’ to be published in I^ngl.md ^ 

. . , Take your time, Miss Ferrar ” 

The brute lost nr)thmg ! Just bec.iiise she had hesit Oo d 
a moment trying to sec where he was k.idirn^ her 
“ Yes. I think literature, should Ik tree.” 

“You wouldn’t synip.itlnsi v\uli its sappr^s^on, if it 
were published ? ” 

“ No.” 

“You vsinddn’t approve of tlie suppnssi.in of an\ book 
on the ground oi nun morals ' ” 

“I can’t tell \ou unless I S( the book Ihoplc trai’t 
bound to read books, \ou know ” 

“And \ou think \our opinion it<-fur.dl\ mu tins oibjeM 
is that of publu men and ordinary eiii/uis 
“ No ; 1 suppose it isn't ’’ 

“ But your \ie\s uuuld be sh.<red by most ot \our oun 
associates ? ” 

“ I should hope ‘■o ” 

“A contrar\ opinion would be ' stufT\,' wouldn't it } ” 
“ If you like to call it so It's not my word '* 

“What IS )our word. Miss Ferrar ? “ 

“ I think 1 generalK s.a ' ga-ga ’ ” 

“ Do you know, I’m atraid the Court will require a little 
elaboration of that.” 

“ Not for me, Sir James ; Tm perfectly familiar with the 
word ; it means ‘ in your dotage ’ ” 

“ The Bench is omniscient, my lord. Then any one, Miss 
Fcixar, who didn’t share the opinion of yourself and your 
associates in the matter of this b<x)k would be ‘ ga-ga,’ 
that is to say, in his or her dotage ? ” 

‘^iEsthctically.” 
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“ Ah ! I wc «ihoukl .irruc -it that word You, 

I suppose, don’t connect uri with life ?” 

" No” 

“ Don’t tliink it h.u nny elkct on life f ” 

“ It oui^diin't to ” 

\\ hen a ni mN theme in a hook is ^ \tri me incontinenct , 
d putt-d with ..]] due imph.tsis. that wouldn’t have anv 
pra^-tical c thst oil his readers, however \ouni." ^ ” 

“ I can’t sav about otlier people^ it wouldn’t liavc any 
^ th e t on in< 

‘ You -ire ( mani ipat< d, in t.u t ” 

" 1 don't krtow what \ou nieaii hv tliat ” 

'* Isn't wh it \oii .in s i\ inu d'ou: 'in ilivorcc oi art fre>n» 
Iile ifie tiK re • t e 1 iptr.ip , tnd don’t \ o.i know it ' ” 

” I certainh don’t ” 

“ Let me put It .mother wav Is it possible lor those who 
believe in current nioraliiv, to hoKi v our view that art has 
no etki t on lit' ' 

” (Juite possibl'.- , it they are culture el ” 

“Culturid' Do vou believe in current morality 
vourselt , 

“ I don’t know what vou e dl e urrent rnoralitv ” 

” I will tell ye)u, -Miss 1 err.ir 1 should say, for instance, 
It w.Ts current muralitv th.ii women sheiuid not have 
hetorc thev’rc m.irried, -iiiJ should neji have them 

liter ” 

“ W’h-it -ibout men ^ ” 

"Thank vou, I was cominc; to men. And that men 
should at least neit h.ivc them after ’’ 

" I ^houldn’t sa) that was current mejrality at all.” 

In vicldmg to iliat satiric impulse she knew at once ibe 
had made a mistake— the judge had turned his face towardi 
her He was sjx-.ikmg. 

** Do 1 understand you to imply that in your view ii it 
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moral for women to have lunsons before marriage, and for 
men and women to have thenn after ? ” 

“ 1 think it’s current morality, my lord.” 

“ I’m not asking you about current mi'raiit) ; Pm 
asking whetlitr in your view it is moral ” 

“ I think many people tlnnk it’s all right, who don’t 
say it, yet.” 

She vs.is conscious of movenifiit throui^lioui the jury, 
and of a little flump in the W( 11 o( t he Court Sir Mex mder 
had dropped his hat The sound ot .1 being loudlv 
blown broke tin. silliness, tin l.ice ol bnlltry KC 
wa8 lost to ln,r view bhe felt the bloovl mounting in her 
checks. 

‘‘Answer mv' (piesiion, [base Do \'»i4 say it’s all 

right 

“ I — I think It dep iids ” 

“ On what ? ” 

“On. — on urcuhisi iiu t s, c in ir. uiinent, tempt r mum ; 
all sort* of things ” 

“ Would it he .ill right for X(>u ? ” 

' Marjorie fu-trar bei mu vtrv still “ ] Lvin't answer that 
question, my lord.” 

, “ You mcan—vou don’t want to ? ” 

“ I mean I don’t kmwv ” 

And, with a fetling as it she had vMthdr.nvn her font from 
a bit of breaking ue, she s.iu Hullfrv 's late re-tmergt from 

lui bandkerciutf. 

“Very wclk (io on, bir janus ’ ” 

“Anyway, WC mas take it. Miss Ftrrar, th.at those of 
lit wbo Sty we don’t luluvc in these irregularities are 
1iy|>ocTitcs in your view ? ” 

Why can’t you be fair ? ” 

He was looking it her now ; and she didn’t like him any 

tbt better for it 
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“ I shnll pro\c myself f.ilr before I’ve done, Mjss KerrAr.” 

“ You’xe ^’ot )our work cut out, h ivcn^ vou ? ” 
“Bi.1ie\c me, madam, it be better for you not 10 
indulttc in \\itt.,ism A((.-)rdinp to you, tlierc m no harm 
in a book like ' C.nuli ir ' ^ ” 

“ ddicre ouL’lit to be nom 

“You iru m '} ut. uert dl ns jvi'kik dly cultured — as 
you " S’,' (.too' 'h I''! ' ' leal ..u ' 

“No'’ 

“ I hen tlu re is b irni But sea u-ul 'n‘i mipJ rhat harm 
bemy d' >!'.(' 1 j rop'jsc, m\ lord, to r« id from this 

\ir\ unfdt.s.in nostl Owme aj'partniU 'o its un- 
sa\o,.r, reput 'lion, a sop) ol it p.o' costs irlv seven 
pouiub All’ 1 'viMin lo think iliit is iii itself an 
answer lo ih' pi..iiiiif!’s conitniion tliit >rt ’ so called 
his no (thi' '>11 !ii^ W’e h,»ve c'tu i>- th' t 'tfisiderable 
expense ol i u; :r,L' > oj n s, and I sn dl isk th it during the 
luncheein ini'r\ d the jurv inav re i>l « tut du/eu marked 
passaei s ” 

“Hi\' \'>u a e>»p) for itv , bir James ' ” 

“ Ye s, ni\ l'*r i ” 

“ And oiH l>'r Mr Bullfrv ? If ihcrc is any laughter, 
1 shall hast i.’ie (. "ur* ( 1< .red (io on ” 

“You know the ‘ Ne Pius lltra ’ Bla) -Producmg 
Sosict), Miss berrar ? It exists to produce advanced 
plas s. I belie \c ” 

“ PI .\s--l don’t I- now about ‘ advanced 
“ Russi.iH pliys, and the Rcste^ration clr.traaiijts I ** 

“ Yes ” 

“And sou base phived in them ? ” 

“ Someiimcb ” 

“ 0Q you remember a play called * The Plain Deakf/ 
by Wycherley, given at a mating on January 7tb 
did you play in that the part of Ohvi.^ • ' 
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Yes.” 

A nice part ? ” 

A \<'r\ p.irt.” 


“ I ‘ riKc 
“ I don't like the word ” 

“ 'I'oo siiLti:< ''tivc of ‘prune*; .ind pri-^m*;/ Mi^-s T'crrir? 
Is it the part of a modest vsoman ’ " 

“ No ” 

“ Is It, to\sards the end, txirini'K immodest ? I .illudt. 
to the dark scene.” 

“ I don't know about txtrenuK 

** An\ \%a\ , \«)U fth no hesit iti<>n ahuut undt rial ,nir and 
playing the part~a little thing like th.a doesn't wnrr. 
you ? ” 

“ I don't knowuhs it should II it did, I slanddn'i act 
You don’t ac t lor inonc \ ? ” 

“ No ; for pU isure ” 

“ Tlven, of course, \ ou can refuse anv part vou like ' 

“ If I did, 1 shouldn't have any oth red nu ” 

” Don’t quildde, please \’ou ti'ok the part of Olnia not 
for money hut tor pleasure. You enjoced plaMm,’ 11 ^ ” 

“ Pretty well ” 

** I’m afraid I shall have to .isk the ]ur\, my lord, to run 
ihcir eyes o\er tlie dark scene in ‘ I iic Plain Dealer ’ " 

** Arc you saving, ^Sir James, that a woman vvho plays 
an immoral part is not moral - chat would asperse a great 
many excellent reputations ” 

“ No, my lord , I’m saving that here is a vMung lady so 
jealous of her good name in the eves of the world, tliat 
she brings a libel action because some erne has said in a 
private letter that she * hasn't a moral about her.’ .And 
at the same time she is reading and appr<»ving books like 
this * Canthar,’ plaving parts like that of Olivia in ‘ Tlic 
plain Dealer,’ and, as I submit, living in a section of 
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Socictx that rcalK cioc^in't know tlu- nii-anini,' of tho Wf'rJ 
mor.tK, that ]»'oks upi^n nioDh, m fact, rather as uc lo(>k 
uponnuasliS It’smv contention, m\ lorJ. that tlic sa\ ini; 
in rr.\ Ou nt’s ]< tT« r ‘ hhe's h isn’t a moril about her,* is 
r.'lxr a conij'linu nt t" the pinntiff than othcruisc ” 

“ Do Mai nv in that it u i'- inten !r J as a umipiniicnt ? ” 
“ No, no, m\ h-rJ " 

“Wtl!, v< ii v\ lit th' jur\ to ri ul th it svcn< You will 
hi < 1 hus\ lunOuon int(r\ih i’i< n (io on, bir 

J.irm ' " 

\.M\ Ml"' I ' rr r no tri rui ni iJt i j "int of the fact 
tSit \oLi ,ir ( f, il'mI to 1 '\ ,lih\ .mJ iii'/iilv rtspected 
M'Tnhcr ot IhirhiiiKHt II .v ' have }oiJ been engaged 
to hull ' " 

'' .sp 111' n:iis ” 

“ Va h.\' ii - St « n !s ft' an 1,11.1, I si;p:-(.se ? ” 

• \\'’,\ si,..nhl I .insvs' r th It ' ” 

" W h\ sho 1 sh< , .Sir l.tHK s ' ” 

I am t|L.i;c lontcni to k ae it at h< : r. l iitnuc, m) 
lord.” 

.Snctrinc brute' As li eMpO'oJs b 1 !n’t secrets from 

eservhods ' 

“Your ong.iueinent vas not made pabik till January, 
was It ’ ” 

• No” 

• Mav I take it that \oa were mu sure of your own 
mind till then ' ” 

“ If you like ” 

“Now, Miss I errar, did \ou bring this action because 
of sour good n.jmc ’ Wusn'i it hMause you were hard 
up ■ " 

bhe was conscious again of blood in her checks. 

“No” 

“ n re \'ou ha'^d up when you brought it i ” 
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“ Ycs.’» 

“ Very ? ” 

“Not worse than J have lx.-tn before.’* 

“I put it to you that owed a i^icaf deal of monev, 
and were hard pressed ” 

“ If you like ” 

“ I’m plad vou’vc admitted that, Mi^s F( rrar ; otheruise 
I should have had to pnive it. \nd v('U didn’t briny this 
action with a view to payiny bumc nf \ di las r “ 

“ No.” 

“Did vou in taiK |.uui ir' 1 '< oir e iv\ ire iliat \ou were 
not likely to m t anv sum in st nk men' ol this s in ' ” 

“I believe I was lold tint .in otmr wa.s witn Ir.iun ” 

“ And do ) ou know nh\ ' " 

“Yes, because ^Irs M"ht V'.'iidn't vm\' th^. ipi low ! 

asked for,” 

“Exactly! And u.is it a (.oiruidt irc ihit vou 
^thereupon made up vour mmd to marrv Fir y\lc\.indcr 
MacGown ” 

“A coincidciKc " 

“I mean the anuouneement of your engagement, you 

know ? ” 

Brute ! 

“ It had nothing to do with this cas^ 

“Indeed! Now uIkii \ou brought this aciU'n did vou 
really care one straw whether people thought vou moral 

c»r not i ** 

“ I brought it cliiellv because I was talltd ‘ a snake ’ ” 
“Please answer my question ” 

“ It isn’t 80 much what I cared, as vrhat my friends 

cared.’* 

“ But their view ©f morality is much wdiai yours is — 
thoroughly accommodating ? ” 

“Not my fanc/s." 
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“ Ah ! no He doesn't move in your circle, you said. 
Rut the rest of \t»ur friends You’re not ashamed of your 
own accommodating plnl-'sophv, arc yr>n ' 

“ No ” 

“Then \\ii\ he ashuued <4 11 l(*r ti.ern ' ” 

“ Hou c in I tell what thfir philosophy is ? ** 

“ Hou c in s! > , y;r ) imts f ” 

“ -\s your I'vrd-'hip phiscs \<.u, Miss i\ rrar ! You 
li’kt to st.iiul uj-' lor \oiir \i<us, 1 hope Let me put your 
pi.ilosnphv to you in a nutslui] V<ij l>ehcvc, don't you, 
in the lull opr'-sMon <>1 \'-ur prsiuuht) , it would be 
\our diit\, w-uilin’t It, I'l ir d. ilir.u.di any corjvcntion 
- I don't ''i\ li.\ hut .( 11 . M.c.ilhd mural convention 
that ( r ii: : ( d \ . 1 ' ” 

"I lit \ ( r '.ii 1 I h id ( pi il ; ii\ 

“ I l.in’t rnii i’.\ i\ trom it, p! isc.” 

“ I'm not in tiu hahu oi n enirii^ may *’ 

“ I'm so u’lad oi that You heiic\c in king the sofc 
ju lye ot \our own conduct ? ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ You’ri' not .d(>nc in tint miw, are \ou ? ’’ 

*' I shouldn’t lljink so “ 

“ It’s the \ic\s, in tact, ot ui. it nia\ he called the forward 
winy of modern Saict), isn't ir—tlK winy you belong to, 
and are proud of hclonyiny to * And in that section of 
SucK'ts— so lony as vou don't brc.ik the actual law — yotl 
think and do as you like, eh ' ” 

“ One dix-sn’t alw tss aa up to one’s pnnciplei*'* 

“ Quite so But amony yi/ur assr>cuit5, even if you and 
thev don’t always act up to ir, it tj a principle, it, 
to judire for yourselves and go vour owna wayi witJlOllt 
regard to convention I ” 

** More or less.” 

“ And, living in that circle, with that belief, ym hive 
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the cfTronicry to think the \v(-rJs ‘ She hasn't a Tnnral 
about her,’ entitles \ou tu d.mi.it^cs ' ” 

Her voice ran^ out “ I have morals Thev mav 

not be yours, but they ma\ be just as i;ood, perhaps better 
I’m not a h\ pot rite, an\\\a\ ” 

Again she s.ivv him look at her, tin r- u is ,i ,j]e irn in hi'' 
eyes; and she knew slic had in ide mother mistake 

“ We’ll leave itu morals out of the tjucstion, Miss 1 < rr ir 
Rut we’ll go a little furtlur into wliat vou sav .tri \oars 
In your own words, it should depend <»n tt mp'-r nm nt, 
circumstances, etu ironiiu at, w nether )uu conlorm to 
morality or not ? ” 

She stotid silent, bitiin,’ In r l.j' 

** Answer, phase ” 

She inclined her head " s ” 

“Very good!” Ht h id p..us( d, turninc on er his pipers, 
s^d she drew batk in tin box bln had h'st her ii nipcr- 
had made lum lose his , at all costs she must keep her 
head now ! In this moim nt ol seart h for In r head sin tool 
in cver)'t}iing~e\prcssions, gestures, c\en the atmosphere 
— the curious dramniie tmanation from a iiundred and 
more still faces, she noted the one lads jure man, the 
judge breaking the mb oi a ejiiill, with his tecs turned 
away from it as if looking at something that had run 
across the well of the Court Yes, and down there, the 
lengthening lip of Mr Seitlewhite, Mwhaers face turned 
up at her with a rueful tr(n\n, I Kur Mont’s mask with 
red spots in the checks, Alec's clenched hands, and his 
eyes fixed on her A sort ot comic inicnsit\ about it all ! 
If only she were the size of Alice in ‘ Wonderland,’ and 
could take them all in her hands and shake them like a 
pack of cards — so motionless, there, at her expense ! That 
sarcastic brute had finished fiddling with his papers, and 
she moved forward again to attention in the Box 
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“ Now, Miss i trr.ir. his lorJsliip put a pcnrral question 
to \ou whuh \(*u diJ not fit! .iMc to answer. I .im 
poiriL' to put It in ,1 \\.i\ th.it will he easier for \ou. 
Wii'tlur or no it w.is riuht tor \oa t-. h i\c one - s!ic 
saw MiMi. til's h .lei v:n up to Ills lui “i, i\( you /jct 
iiaJ vi- /..ii < " \iwl from soiia o.tu in his voice, friuii 
th< li'^T oil his tm, s}),. iM'ulJ fell for ^ertun that Jicr 
p< r-s' uJtor 1 11' w sh( h ul 

\\it> h r ! u I. to tiu w til, Mu h 1.1 not even a w.ill to 
fur huf Itn, fuint’, thirtv stcomlv piJp'e, jur\, that 
ulvl lo\ wjtli f .s iuii.il umi' r tfu till of his i,u)wn, anJ his 
e\«.s .IV tried' \\ hv dul sh' not sj ;t out ific indignant: 
No'whuhsi.* h id so ,.ttt n rv hi irstd ' .''uj'pose he proved 
It .IS } ( i id ' 11 1 hf wouhl pros* he r di hts ’ 

'1 ik< MiuT titn'-. Miss 1 < rr.ir \ ou know what a 

iii’.t I a, IS, vd ( oursv 

Hrute ' On tfic ’ < ru< of duii.d, sfic s tw Micliacl lean 
.icross, Old la.trd his whisper ' .^top this I ’ And then 
‘that huh snoh ' lo.,kvd uy .it hi r the scrutiny was 
knowing .aid eonti ni| luous ‘ Now )k .ir her he ! ’ it seemed 
to s.tv And sfu .mswvred, quukiv " I Consider your 
quistion iiisultiiii: ” 

“ Oh ' loitu, Miss ! err.ir, .iftvr \our own words I After 
what ” 

“ U 1 1! ' I sh.tii’i .tnswer it ” 

A rustle, a whispennp in ih< Court. 

“ You won't answer it f ” 

“ No.” 

"'Ihank \ou, Miss I errar ” Could a voice be more 
sarc.istic ? 

d he brute was silting down 

Marjorie i’errar stood defiant, with no ground nnder 
her feet. What next ? Her counsel was beckoning. She 
descended from the Box, and, passing her .idveriaries, 
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resumed her scat next her betrothed. How red and stiD 
he WAS I She heard the judge sa\ : 

I shall break for lunch now, Mr. Bullfry,” saw him 
rise and go out, and the jury getting up. The whispering 
and rustling in the Court svselled to a buzz. She stood 
up. Mr. Scttlewhitc uas speaking to hex. 
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GrrnrD Py him into a room to ^holtfr 

M>u|finc Fcrrar luukt.l at her l.iuvcr. 

WVll ' ” 

“ An untftrtunntc rcfu<;.il. Miss F( rr.ir — very Pm afraid 
the eHrrt nn th<* jury m.i\ h' f.t tl If we can settle it 
now, I ^1 'muH rert jinK s.iv iscM Krtor” 

‘‘ It’s ill th^ same to me 

“Inthicca^f )..umi\ t ik< it I shall settle. I’ll go and 
sec Sir \h \ nJer and Mr liulifry at oritc ” n 

** How do 1 i;ct out quifiK ' ” * 

“J)oun those stairs. You'll find nhs m Lincoln^* Inn 
Fields Fxtusc me,” he made her a i,'rave little bow and 
stalked away 

Marjorie Ferrar did not take a cab ; she walked. If Iwr 
last answer had been fatal, on the whole she wai content. 
She had told no hts to speak of, had stood up to ‘that 
sarcastic beast,’ and yivcn him sometimes as good M the 
had got. Alee ! Well, she couldn’t help it 1 He had 
insisted on her going into Court ; she hoped be liked it 
now she’d been ! Buying a newspaper, she went into n 
restaurant and read a description of herself, accompanied hf 
a photograph. She ate a good lunch, and then COUtintied 
her walk along Piccadilly. Passing into the Park, llie lat 
down under a tree coming into bud, and drew the tmoke 
of a cigarette quietly into her lungs. The Row wai ilmoft 
dcicncd. A few persons of little or no conseqnoKie ocen- 
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pied a few ch.iirs A nJin<( mistress ujs teaching a small 
boy to trot Some sparrows and a pigcor^dunc seen ed 
to take a distant interest in her 'I’he air smelled ot 
Spring. She sat some time \Mth the pleasant feeling that 
nohotiy in the world knew where she was Odd, \shen 
you tlioiiglit of It —millions of people e\(r\ day, leaving 
their houses, olFues, shops, on tluir uav to the next plaee, 
vs’crc as lost to tlie world as stoni s in a {’ond ' \\'(uild it 
be nice to disappear perm menlK, and taste life ineognita ^ 
Ik-rtie Curfew was going to Moscr)w ig un Would he 
take licr as seiretars, and .nn:r '<■ 11 rtn- Curfew' — 

she had only j'rtiendid to be iin^d 0} lam ' 'Ok thought 
brought her fat.e to i ivt with the lulure \1 ’ k.xplana- 

tions 1 It was hardh the word' Ih hid .1 list ol lier 
debts, and h.id said ke woe u I ' i\ tli' m as a W'dding- 
present. But — if thtre w isn't to bt 1 v.. iding ^ d'hauk 
God, she liad some T^. id\ immev 'I'he car. lulK ' laid-up ' 
four-yfar-old in licr fatlur’s st ibe liad won vesterdas . 
Slie had dribbled ‘a porn ' on at i nue pruc She rc^si 
and sauntered along, distending ii< r bust ~in defiance of 
the boylike fashion, which, liter all, was on ilie wane — to 
take in the full of a sweet wind 

Leaving the Ihirk, she came to South Kensington station 
and bought aiiotlier paper It lia.i a full account under 
the headlines : ‘ Modern Morality Attacked ’ ‘ Miss Mar- 

jorie Ferrar in the Box ’ It sen-med tunin to stand there 
reading those words among pci'ple who were reading the 
same without knowing her from Kve, except, perh i['s, b\ 
her clothes. Continuing her progress towards Wren 
Street, she turned her lateli-key in the door, and saw a hat. 
Waiting for her already ! She took her time ; and, p.ile 
from pow'dcr, as though she had gone through much, 
entered the studio. 

MacGown was sitting wnth his head in his hands She 
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felt rc.il pity for him - tor) strong, too square, too vital 
for th.il .ittituJc ' He raised his face, 

“Well, Alee!” 

“ Tell me the truth. Mari-rie I’m in torment ” 

She .ilmost envKil Inrn ih* vi<;th ot his feeling, ho\N- 
\'r unr( asonahlc after hir u trnmjs Put she said, 
F' iriu .ilK . 

“ \\ h'l V, IS It knew me lu tt> r tli m I knew mvsclf i ** 

In the v.ime dull \<-i. t he rt , ' at' d 
“ The truth, M irj'-rK . the truth ' ” 

Put uhe sii'uild sht u’" ill’" thr uuiffSMonal ’ Was he 
cniithd t<' 1 er p ist ^ Ills nrhts stepped at her future. 
It vv.is thi •■id I'UMii'ss men cxp'itinj mere from vsomen 
than tl''\ (.euld t:uc tliem ln((|uiliiv of the sexes 
Somethin:: in that, pvrh.ij's, m tin eld da\s when women 
pert (.hildrai, and man duln't , hut ri'-w that women knew 
,dl ab'-ut se\ and en!\ berr ihildren when tlicy wanted to, 
.and net .ilwa\ s c\ cn thr n, wh\ should mr n be freer ? 

.And slu said, sleuiv . “In cxtliaiige )"r \ our adventures 
I’ll t( 1! \eu mine 

“ 1 er (iod’s sake don’t mi»i k me , Tse h.id hell these last 
liours ” 

His f.icc showed It, .and slie said with fe* ling : 

“ I s.iid \eu’d be t. iking a loss o\cr me, Alec, Why on 
earth did vej insist r»n my bringing this ease? You’ve 
had \eur w.i\, and new \'iu don't like it ” 

” It’s true, then ? ” 

“ A’es U hv not ’ ” 

He uttered a eroan, ri coiling till his back was against the 
wall, as if afraid of being hvise in the r^K>m. 

“Who was he’” 

" Oh ’ no ' That I canT possihl) tell you. And how 
man) affairs have vou had ? ” 

He paid no attention. He wouldn’t ! He knew she 
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didn^t love him ; and such thinj,»s only mattered if you 
loved ! Ah ^ u'td! ! His aq:ony was a tribute to her, after 
aU! 

** YouVe well out of me,” she said, sullenlv ; and, sitting 
down, she ligfited a cigarette. .A sicnc. ' How hateful! 
Why didn’t he go ? She’d rather he*d be violent than deaf 
and dumb and blind like tins 
** Not that American fdlov. t ” 

She could not help .1 laugfi 
** Oh ! no, po()r bo\ ’ " 

" How long did It last r ” 

Nearly a )ear.” 

“ My God!” 

He had rushed to the door If onlv he would open it and 
gof That he could fttl .st> vioknilv ' That tieurc bv the 
door was just not mad ' llis stu}f\ passions ’ 

. And then he did pull the door open and \sas i,^oii< . 

She threw herself at full length on the di\an ; not from 
lawitade, exactly, nrir despair — fmm a tccling rather as if 
nothing mattered How stupid and pre-war ' Vl'hs 
couldn't he, like hs r, be free, be supple, take life as it came ? 
Paisions, prejudices, principles, pits — old-tashi<tned as the 
Stuffy clothes v\om when she was a t«»t. Well! (hnid 
riddance ! Fancy living m the same house, sharing the 
tame bed, with a man so full of the primitive that he could 
* go off hit chump ’ with jealousy about licr ! Fancy living 
with A mun who tcxik life so seriously, that he couldn't even 
himidlf doing it ! Life was a cigarette to be inhaled and 
thrown «way> a dance to be danced out. On with that 
diunce ! . . » Yes, but she couldn't let him pay her debts, 
now, even if he wanted to. Married, she would have repaid 
him with her body ; as it w'as — no ! Oh ! why didn’t some 
one die and leave her something ? What a bore it all was ! 
And the ky Itill, listening to the tea>time sounds of a quiet 
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Street — taxi': rnunJin^' the corner from the river; the dop 
next df;or b.irkin^ at the postman ; that one-legged man — 
ex-ServivC — u Im . ^ ame most aftt rnunns and pliycd on a poor 
fiddle He expei red f.cr ‘.hilJme— unhappy fellow ! ihe’d 
have to t^et arivl ei\e it him ^he went t») the httlc side 
window that I'x-ki d on to the strict, and suddenly recoiled. 
I'r.inusW ilnv'i in the dtxarwax wuii his hand up to the bell ! 
An<a))c ! Si tiif ' No, r( .ills ’ 1 ius v\as too much ! 'fherc 
went the h<*ll ' No time to sa\ ‘ Not at home ' ’ Well, let 
them all i,oni< round her past, Iim hees round .1 honev-pot! 

“Mr Ft.-inris W ilmot 

He sti>od thi t' , l.iri>x as the lilr he had ncarU resigned-— a 
litth thinn' r, that was all 

“ Well, 1 r,\nn««,'' she s.i«d, “ I thouuht \ou were ‘ through 
with that foo] Inisiness ’ ' “ 

Franus \\iiinot came L'rav<lv up and t<ntk her hand. 
“ I s.iil to ni-'fiow " 

S.til ’ V\ til. she r<»uid pul up with that He seemed to 
her just a thin, p ih \ount»‘man witli dark hair and eye* 
and rfo jun i s in his s\ stem 

“I rt.id the eseninit papers I w(»ndcrtd, if, perhaps, 
you'd vMsh to see me " 

W as hr mo( kine her ^ Hut lie wore no smile ; thcsrcwas 
no bitterness in liis xokc , and, ihougii he was looking at 
her intently, she eould not tell frtmi his face whether he 
still had .any feeling bht .s.nd , 

“You think I owe \ou something ? I know 2 treated 
you vers b.adl)." 

He looked rather .as it she’d Int him 

“ For lieavcn's sake, Francis, don’t say you’ve COtnc OQt 
of chivalry That’d be too funny.” 

“ I don’t follow you ; I just ihou^rht, perhaps, you didn't 
like to answer that question about a love affair— bccattfcxrf 


me. 
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Marjorie Ferrar broke into hysterical laughter, 

“ Senor Don Punctilio ! Because of you ^ No, no, m\ 
dear ! ” 

Francis VVilmot drew back, and made her a little bow. 

“ I slujuldn't have come,” he said 

She had a sudden return of feeling for that slim unusual 
presence, uith us gr.ue and its dark eyes 

“ Pm a free lance ai^.un now, J raneis, anvw.u ” 

A long moment went by, and then he m.ide her another 
little bow. It was .i clear withdr.iwal 

“Then for Cod’s s.ike,” she s.ud, “ aw.iv ' I'm fed 
up ! ” And she turned her b u k <»n liim 

When .she looked round, he /ar/g<»ne, .md ih.tt surprised 
her. Me was .1 new v.irict), or .i dc id one, dug up ' He 
didn’t know' the rudiments ot life - -oKl-tashioncd, a fatn- 
rin ! And, back at full length on the divan, she brooded. 
Well, her courage was ‘ not out ' ’ To-morrow w.as IVlla 
MagussieN ‘At Home,’ to meet some idiot. Eecr^bocJ) 
would be tlitrc, and so would she i 



u{\rii R \ HI 

! r<n Ml ' 

\\h'\ Mil’ -'I. <;vr<u'J. fuu .''■r j. lines I'l 'ski'«S( in’s 
i\cr’(\i lavi, iK-.irJ tin w rds ‘ Will, 1 sli m't msvstr,” 
h' sf un r'lurni It v\ r inst is it sin h ui s ,u] "Vis, 1 
hi\e ” 111' |Wviu'' \\ IS I'l-'kini; it i.- r. i’, tr. 'itv liKikinj* 

.itlar W isn't H;illtr\ L:"in,i,M' ■ ia l[ Inf' No' Hcw.is 
h(i.loni:ij I r ■ 'll ot iIk ]i<>\ Mi^ii.n! hilt msr, .is she 
p.issiii him r. . (i(ori:< ' Ii< w is o.rrs lor MicCjown' 
Tl'.cre ht s r i.l<\ii' v\ith «\(r\ otm i,’<ttir\^ up all 

round him. st li, m i n. J as a turki \ i > i k 

rieur ' Ml' 1 -I I'l kii-l at h'-r l.iv<, slu'htK flusheJ, her 
i^]o\td haiuis il.ispl.l in her , hi r tsis iiviJ on the 
i^rouml 1 } , ! ; IS a f 1 I - r : ' Moj this ' ‘ h's lit tie abortive 
bow, ntltikicvi li' r ' How , iiili'-m, im\< la lp<.i.l s\mpath- 
isinu with th( ' Pet ol the I’aiijovs' in -.o tip’ht a place ! 
PhurmustsM t’ at ' 'I iu Court was cinpt\ inu' hnc birds, 
ni.ms lit lo.hi s( ( ),tr niotln r .itul Iv r .lunt and cousin, 
and Oil lorwti, talkini; wi»h 1 oskissoti Ah' he had 
finis!'. d , Was sj t ikin;: “ \\t tan l"» r; .a 

'1 1 ' V tollouid 1 im .d jtu; the corridor, down the stairs, 
into lie air 

" c‘N e time tor a sii tk,” ^-jinies was sa\ing, "Come 
in here ' ’’ 

In otr ol sfSfral ki.nriv.ls without rinds in a celebrated 
room with a bo irdi d floor, sat down 

"Three chump ctiops, sii.irp," said Ni.imrs, and staring 
at the cruet-st.ind, added " biic's cewked her gooic. 
The) ’ll drop jt like a hot potato. I've told Foskisson he 
639 
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can settle, with both sides paying their ow’n costs. It’s 
more than tiics deserve.” 

“ He ouglir never to have asked tliat question, sir.” 
Fleur looked up sh.irplv'. 

Really, Michael I ” ' 

‘‘\\clJ, darling, we agreed he sliouldn't. Wliy didn’t 
Bullfry help her out, sir ^ ” 

“Only t()i> glad tu get her out of the Box:; the judge 
would have asked her hinistll in .in(uhcr minute. It's .i 
complete fiasco, thank (iod ! ” 

“ Then wc’\c won r ” s.ml 1 leur 
“ Unless I’m a Dutchman,” answered So imes. 

I’m not so sure,” muttiTed Michael 
I tell you It’s all over , Bulltrv ’ll ne\er go on with it.” 

** 1 didn’t mean tliat, sir ” 

Fleur said .u idl) • “ 1 hen what da \oti mean, Michael ? ” 
I don’t think we shall be forgiven, that'.s all ” 

What for ? ’’ 

“ Well, I da re s.iy I’m all wrong Sauce, sir ? ” 

“ Worcester— )cs This is the t.nl\ phwe in London 
where you can rdy i»n a fiourv poiatc; Waiter — three 
glasses of port, quick I ” 

After fifteen minutes of contentralcd mastication, they 
ittnmed to the Court. 

Wait here,” said Soames, in the hall ; ” I'll go up and 

find out” 

In that echoing space, where a man’s height was so in- 
CCXDSidcrable, '^Icur and Michael stood, not speaking, for 

some time. 

"She couldn’t 1 cm- that h'oskisson had been told not 
to follow it up, oi course,” he said, at last. “ Still, she 
must have expected the question. She should have told 
n good one and have done with it. I couldn’t help feeling 

nonyiorber ” 
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You’d fed sorry for a flea rliat bit you, Michael. 
What do you mean by our not being forgiven ? ” 

“ Well ! The drama \^as all on her side, and it’i drama 
that counts. Uesidtb, tht re’s Jier engagement ! ” 

“ Th it’ll be broken 

“ I \av,tl\ i And it it is, stic’ll have sympathy; while if 
it isn’t, }n.'il have It. .Vnywav, we siiaii’t Besides, you 
knifU, she St' ‘d up t<»r uh.tt uc all really believe now- 
ada) s ’’ 

“ Spt ak for \ aur<-eii ” 

“ Weil, d'-n't we ::.lk uf every one beim; free i ” 

“ Yes, but IS t’. re any corintsiion between what we say 
and what we d>* r " 

“ No,” s.ud Miv h.icl 

And just then buames returned. 

“Well, ^ir 

“As I t(.id \ou, Bulllry caught at it. They’ve settled. 
It’s a iri'ira! Metury.” 

“ Oh ! not in 'Fal, I hope, sir.” 

“ It’s cost a pretty penny, anyway,” said Soflmet, 
looking at Fleur “ Your mother’s quite annoyed — shc*i 
no sense of proportion. Very ch\cr the way FoskiMoa 
made that woman lose her temper.” 

“ He lost his, at the end. Idiat’s his excuse, I suppofc.” 
“ Well,” said Soames, “ it’s all over I Your mothtPi 
got the car ; we'll take a taxi.” 

On the drive back to South Square, taking prcciidy the 
tame route, there was precisely the same silence. 

When a little later Midiad went over to the House, he 
was edified by posters. 

‘ Society Libel .'\ciion.’ 

‘ Marquess’s Granddaughter and ILC.* 

‘ Dramatic evidence.’ / 

* Modem Morality ! ' / 
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All over - was it ’ W ith publiuty — in Michael’s opinion 
— it had but just bei,nm ! Morality ’ W’hat v\as it — who 
had it, and what did t}ie\ do vMth it ^ How would he liave 
answered those questions himself ? Who could answer 
them, nowadays, In rote (»r rule ^ Nut lie, nor Meur! 
They had been idciUihed vMth the Inquisition, and w!'. it 
w-as their position, now ^ Ealsi , it riot udious ' He passed 
into the House Eul, tr\ as h- woul 1 , he eould not ti\ 
his attention e>n lh< I’uritc ot 1 -huI, .11 1 p.tsstd nut aemm 
With a curious loin^ung lor his lather, he walked rajOvlK 
down Whitehall Dravsing blank at ‘ Snooks’ ’ and ‘ 'I'lic 
Aeroplane,’ he tried the ‘ Partin rueuni ’ as a list ri sort 
Sir LawTonce was in a corner ot a }> .rbuldi n room, readme; a 
life of I-ajrd P ilmersion He looked up at Ins son 

“ Ah ' Mu hael ' 'Phen don't do justwe to old Pam A 
man without trills, wlio worked, like a nipir' r Put wc 
mustn’t talk here'" .And lie pomttd to a number who 
seemed awake “Shill wi i ii.« a turn belore the old 
gentleman o\er tluu h.is 1 ht ' The books here are 
camouflage' , It’s realK a dormitore 

He led tlie VNav, \Mlh Muli.al l nlirii; the esents of the 
morning 

“ Eoskisson ’ ’’ s nd Sir Lawrenic, entenrn: the (Ireen 
Park. “ He w.is i nue little ehap when 1 left \\ ine'hestcr 
To be profession. ilK in the right is bad tor . man's i haracter 
—counsel, parsons, poheemen, the\ ill sutler trom it 
Judges, High Priests, Arelulnspeciors, .iren't so bad 
— they’ve suflered fri'm 11 so long thit tht'\'\e lost 
consciousness." 

“ It was a full house," said .Michael, glumly, “ and ilie 
papers have got hold e»t it " 

“ They W'ould.” And ^lr Lawrence pointed to the orna- 
mental water. " These birds,” he s.iid, “ remind me of 
China. By the wa\, I met your friend Desert yesterday 
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nt tlir ‘ Aeroplane he’s mere intcrcstmi: now tlmt hc\ 
dropped P()etr\ tor the K.ivt E\crvK(dv ouj^ht to drop 
^oiTK'thinp I'm to'i old now, but it I’d dropped h.tn*ncte\ 
in tini(, I L"U' i h.r. rni tde quite i ijood ^ - truortionist ” 

“ Wb.it \Si'i;]d ',ou rtvomnieiul f"r Meriibers of Parli.i- 
rneni ' ” .oked -Muh ul, with i ).tip 

Pf'S'iii insKip, m\ ki' ir--v vrr\ iin: '’ii. \<'U know, .1 
ktrton !mp<irtant.e . 1 irpN baps, i t 1 b rk it \ou, no 
inik.P-t, iiid v.>-n\er iti-.n wji r\ .iM>rstip By the 
A ,1' , Ow uu o t I Vs( ri ' ’’ 

“ I f,a\ I SM n i.ini ” 

>ir I-,iv\ri !, s ri iq' hi<t c \ ' ^ 

" 'lit { rro nil d.” ia v nd, “ oi ^ vn*t hupp'-n ivsitc ” 
Mk had I '''• d , lit Iwid not 0 .,^; u ti vi hiN l.itlu r of such 
slr'.\dol- r' I'l'Ui hir I o.NrtiU' Ins ^.iru- 

" ^’'.ur 1 1 ill r.' • id.u h,” 1 1 ^ 11 i. 1, is f I r^u. idl'd some of 

111 '' hcii^ itd.i’. , l.t '' L'i\ me i.s 1.1 no ei'odtee*''' 

Midnitl .idnortd his rttia-nu But soiiuliitw that iin- 
txi'iia'i slaiitine .illusion to 1 j i-r domistu irisis roused 
rill itdine that t<»r s.. li.ne H"'' h ui bun (uriul like <4 
vlte}'\ sm.ke in his dust, th it ir.oititr crisis vs, is brewing 
and inusT nt'in be tau.d 

“Comine lume tor tea, sir ' Kit had tuinmvachc thli 
niorninp ll'os's sour list booh .jotne ' Docs old Danby 
advertise i: [ K-p^ rlv ? ” 

No,” said bir Lawrence, ” no, he's keeping hit head 
wondertalK , the Kroh is almost Pa ad ” 

“ Lm glad I drop! ( 1 h.m, arv.' i\," said MKhacl, with 
empl ..MS “ I ■'Uj p >se, sir, voi. h,.veri*t a tip to give ai, 
now t.h's eaSt is 1 \er ' 

Sir L.iW rente g.i/ed at a bird VSith a lung red bill. 

“ W’iicn victon-ms,” he said, at last, “he doggo. The 
triumplis of morahtv .ire apt lu reuul tin thoKi who achieve 
them.” 
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“That’s wLu I feel, sir. Heaven knows / didn’t want 
to achieve one. My father-in-law says my hittin;< Mac- 
Gown on the boko really brought it into Court.” 

Sir Lawrence wliinnied. 

“ The tax on luxuries. It gets you ever\-^vlicrc. I don't 
think I w'ill come along, Michael — Old Fors\ te's probably 
there. Your mother has an excellent recipe for cliild’s 
tummyachc ; \ou almost li\<d on it at one time. I'll 
telephone it from Mount Street (jo. .d-lnc ' '' 

Michael looked after that thin and spnghil) figure 
moving North. Had lie troubl<s of Ins own ' If so, he 
disguised them w'ondtrfullv tiood old Hart! And he 
turned towards South Square 

Soames was just leaving 

“She’s excited,” he said, (tn the door-step ‘‘ It's the 
reaction, (iivc her a bcidlit. pi^wdcr to-mght He 
careful, too ; I shouldn’t talk .ibout politKs " 

Michael went in. Fleur was at the open window of the 

drawing-room. 

“ Oh 1 here you arc ! ” she said “ Kit's all right again. 
Take me to the Cafd Royal to-night, Michael, and it there’s 
anything funny nn\wslKTc. for goodness’ sake, let’s see it. 
I’m sick ot feeling solemn Oh ! .\nd, bv the way, 
Francis Wilmot's c<iming in to say gc*od-bye I’ve had a 
note. He sa\ s he’s all right .ig.iin ” 

At liie window bv lior side, Michaei sniffed the unac- 
k<^tOt|ble scent of grass. There was a South-West wind, 
|l||l4AUtttiDg from over the house-tops, sunlight was sprink- 
soil, the buds, the branches. A blackbird sang ; 
A jpil|IKM>rgan round a corner was pUwng ‘ Rigoletto.’ 
Alpfttttlt his own, her shoulder was soft, and to his lips her 
warm and creamy, . , . 

Wbnij^ncis W’llmot left them that evemag after dinner 
at tlAIQlft Royal, Fleur said to Michael : 
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“ P(xjr Francis ! Did you ever sec any one so changed ? 
He be thirtv. I’m ^rlad he's going home to his river 
and his darkles What are live-oaks ? Well ! Arc we 
going anyu litre ? ” 

Michael tlo.iktd her shouhitrs 

‘*‘(Jrt..t Itch,’ I think, ih rt’s no otlur scream so 
certain ” 

After ilitir s«.rt im they came out into a mild night. 
High ug m real aiiJ green th*- bnct.t signs fUd along the 
air , ‘ Tomber’s 'i irts for Speed .uivi Safft\,’ ‘ Milkoh Makes 
M ‘tilers M( rry ’ '1 hrough \ rat ilgar Ssjuare they went and 
down Whitehall, .ill nioonlighi mi Portland stone. 

“ The nil’!. t’s unreal,” said i h'ur. "*Fjut hi' I** 
Mith.itl c.iugiit her wat'^t 
“ Don't ' Suppose s-jiiie Member s.iw \oii ’ ” 

“ He’d onl) s\ mpatlusc How nitc and solid )uu feel ! *' 
‘‘ No fiiniui'lfs have no substuntc.” 

*■ Then give me shado.v ” 

“ The siib^tance is in ILthnal Cirecn.” 

Mithuti dropjed his arm 
“ Thai's .* strange thought ” 

‘‘ I ha\c mtuiuuns, Muh.eJ ” 

*’ Bt Cause I c.4n admire a go -i woman, can I not love 

\ou ; ’’ 

“ I shall nc’.tr be ‘ good ’ ; it isn’t in me.” 

“ Whatever \ou arc’s enough tor me ” 

“ Prcttilv said The Square io.jks jolly, to-night ! 
Open the doll’s liousc.” 

The hall was dark. With just a glimmer coming through 
the fanlight. Michael took off her cloak and knelt down. 
He felt her fingers stir his hair ; real fingers, and real all this 
within his arms ; only the soul elusive. Soul ? 

“ Fanioches ! ” came her voice, soft and modcing. " And 
so to bed ! ” 
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Ron Al MRS MA«,Issii‘s 

TnrRr nrc routs sfKj.il, ['i.lmcul, prop .lmiuIic , and rruits 
like Mrs MagussK 's In “nc. of Anul‘ •- \n-u n* .in kirth, 
inexhaustible wealth, uniri'pc at liable widow houd, and 
catholic taste, the wort! la-Mess had haind its hiplu st 
expression People rnipdii du , ni.irr'. . and lx born with 
impunity so lonp as tht\ nut, fr(Ierabl\ in her lioust, 
one of the larycst in Ma\l ar It sht called in a dott'T, 
it was to meet another dokt<tr, it slu went to churth, 
it was to gel Canon lo rant t^ nwei l)(an kjrnlde at lumh 
afterwards Her cartis ot nation had tin words. 

‘To meet’ printeil on tluin , and sht iiewtr put ‘ int ' 
She was selfless Onte in a wav slu had a real rout, 
because once in a ua\ ji pers..naltr\ was avail ible, whose 
name cver\bod\, from p^ets to {rtlates, must know 
In her intimate belitt peetph loved to meet anvboJv 
sufficiently dismiguishtd , and this was where she suc- 
ceeded, because aliimst without eweption the) did Her 
two husbands liad ‘ passed on,* havim: met in their time 
nearly cverybod). Tlu v had both been distinguished, and 
had first met in lier house; and she would never have a 
third for Society was losing its landmarks, and she was too 
occupied. People were int lined to smile at mention oi 
Bella M.igussie, and vet, h(Av do without one who per- 
formed the functi(»n of vement ' Without her, bislu^ps 
could not place their checks b\ the jowls of ballet-girls, or 
Home Scciclarics be fertilised by disorderly dramatists. 
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E\i.t‘pt in hf'r house, tli« ili>:eers-up olJ civiljs.mon> in 
Bcludiist.in nc\cr crKoumcri.ii the leicllcrs of modern 
civilis.Ktixn i;i Lond -n Nor v\.i\ there an\ cl^ncc tor 
light's oi \h' Ih.livc to mta those hj’ht'i of the Hulls — 
Mud imt N( rnesi I irui 'lop .\ol)h\ Nowhere else tould 
u Russi in d i')< ir i^'o in to supp' r wni >ir W'.ilo-r Peddel, 
Ml), I K .s T R , P M \ RIP' o Mu h lel would 
udd }\(n .* h ' \\1 r with tlu tuust tolhitiun of dutks’ 
tttJ'' in hrs’ ■ os i.ruk(t u.is not uithouf u ihince of 
wrinei'iK’ ’ti' I ••nd o{ \U( vrrt .u Inili.m (.ouiunist Sir 
liaturj u Pith Huhor< Mrs M u^oassn 's, in line, w.is a 
housL ('1 I !'.!(♦ uiiiscqu-nn , .<nd h( r lone tiss,.isof the 
pu irdi in s nit first priru ipK, nio\ine .ihov( the waters 
of ulihr,r\,u.' uriroh-d in .1 ureal cause 'Fn meet or 
not to nu-' ' . h . 1 insv’orcd the ({uestion for good 

and ill 

'I fu 'met’ or ' nuo-o'c ' for her ('pcninr rout in 11^25 
uas the eri a! It ill in ;i<ilinist Luigi Spor/ 1, vslio hud just 
coinplcfid )lI^ reinarkahK tour of tin world, having in 
half the lime plucd more often than an\ two previous 
musKiai.s 'Phe {'rodignms feat had been notcef in the 
Press lit all cuniries with c\cr> c irc urnsi inee — -the five 
M'llins lie had tir'd < tin' i: Mt ition he had received 
to {reside over a Niiit!'! \m<-riean Repuhlu', the special 
stc inter he had chartered to keep an engau' mcni in North 
America, and his lainiine lit in Moseow alter tiic Beethoven 
and Brahms eoniert>ts, the B ich chaconne, and seventeen 
encores During the dngcnni: \t ir of his great effort, his ' 
fame had been established As an artist he had been known 
to a few, as an athlete he was now known to all. 

Michael and Fleur, passing up the centre stairway, saw a 
man ‘ not 'arf like a bull ’—Michael muttered— whov hand 
people were seizing, one after the other, to move away after- 
wards with a look of pain. 
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“ Only Italy can produce men like tliat,’’ said Michael in 
Fleur’s car. “ Give him the go-by. He’ll hurt you.” 

But b^ur moved forward. 

Macie of sterner stuff,” murmured Michael It was not 
the part of his beloved to miss the hand of celebrity, 
however horny ! N(t portion of her cliarmmg face quivered 
as the great athlete’s grip closed on hers, and his eyes, like 
those of a tired min<jtaur, traversed her supjde body with a 
gleam of interest. 

‘Hulking brute!’ thought Mkhacl, dis< ntaiiglmg his 
own grasp, and drifting with her over sinning sp.wc. 
Since yesterday’s ordeal and its substqucnt spnng-runnmg, 
he had kept his uiiacccptabk misgivings to hinisclf ; he 
did not even know whether, at this rout, she was deliber- 
ately putting their position to the test, (-r uu tcIn', with- 
out forethought, indulging her liking to In in the swim. 
And what a swim ! In that gnat pillared .Members 
of Parliament, poets, musicians, very dry in the smile, 
as who should say : ‘ I could have done it better,’ or 
* Imagine doing that I ’ peers, physicians, dancers, painters, 
Labour Leaders, cricketers, lawyers, critics, ladies of 
fashion, and l.idics who ‘ couldn’t bear it ’ — everv mortal 
person that Michael knew or didn't know, seemed present. 
He watched Fleur’s eyes quartering them, busy as bees 
beneath the white lids he had kissed last night. He 
envied her that social curiosity ; to live in London without 
it was like being at the sea without bathing. She was 
quietly — he could tell — making up her mind whom she 
wanted to speak to among those she knew, and whom, 
among those she didn’t yet know, she wanted to speak to 
hex. * 1 hope to God she’s not m for a snubbing,’ he 
thought, and wEen the was engaged in talk, he slipped 
towards a pillar. A small voice behind him said : “ Well, 
young HontPVMr. Blythe, looking like a Dover sole above 
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Kcw Bridge, was squeezed against the same pillar, his eyes 
goggling timurou»;ly above hiv l>eard. 

“Stick to me'” lie said “These bees arc too bee 
busv ” 

“ Were vn-j m C^urr vesterdav ’ ” asked MiehacL 
“No, ent r-adal'Kint Y«'U did well.” 

“ Shf* did b' M' r ” 

“ H'in ' ” u i Mr llUtl'e “ lU ihr vsav, ‘The Ev^cning 
Sun’ Wiis at us ag tin this aitirn<‘'>n iluv cumjurcd us 
to kittens p] > iro- with tluir t.oK it's time for your 
seeond Inrri I M"nt ” 

“ 1 tiioug' oil tin agrii ultur ] ' ''tiniates ” 

“ (ioi.d ' ( ii.M riinienT.il j ur. h isc and uinirol of wheat, 
Stre’^s us( o! tfu pn s( nt machine re No more otBcials than 
are al"- -lutt. 1\ lu (.( '■^at \ 

“HKthi,” Mid Mkhad suvldiid), 'where were you 
born ’ '* 

“ lancolndiim ” 

“ VouTc Eiudish, then ' ” 

“ Pure,” said Mr Bivthe. 

“ So am I ; so’s old hi>ggart - T looked him up in tiic 
stud-book, it's lucky, because we shall certaiojy be 
assailed fr*r lack of patriotism ” 

“ \Vc are,” s iid Mr Blythe “ ‘People who can sec no 
good in their own cotintrv'. . . . Birds who foul their 
ow'n nest . . Gentry- never happy unless running 
England down in the eyes ot the world. . . . Calamity- 
mongers. . . . Pessimists. , . .’ Vou don’t mind that tort 
of gup, I hope r ” 

“ Unfortunately,” said Michael, “ i do ; it koTtl ma 
inside. It’s so damned unjust. I simply can’t beat the 
idea of Engl.ind being in a tx.” 

Mr. BI)-the’s eyes reeled. 

•* She’s bee well not gtdng to be, if we can help 
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“If onlv I amounted to some tlunu,” murmured 
Michael , “ hut I .iluacs tctl as if I cnulJ creep inti> nne 
of m\ b.tck teeth ” 

“H.ice It erttNMied \\ li.it \ nu V ,int is lir.iss. Mont 
And t ilkini; o{ brass Tliere’s \(»ur l.ite ad\ er^-irs ' S/'r\\ 

p»(it It all riL'ht Look .it Ik r ' ” 

Michael s.iw Mar)'>ru 1 < rr ir ni<e me .on i\ lr<-m the 
pre-it Ilali.ui. in not t<Mi nui> h ot a sf 1 ;jr( m' eoun. with 
her rcd-pold head Ik Id iil]t,’h bhe eatiK !<• .< si md .i sm.dl 
room’s Icnpth fmm I h ur, md '■wep Imr <\'s tins \e.i\ 
and that heideniK she h .d taken up tti.it position in 
deliberate i halleni:e 

“ I must po to h 1( ur 

“ So must I,” s.iid Mr l>l\tli<, an 1 Miehael pM\e him .1 
grateful look 

And now it would lia\e been s. > inte Fe stlllL' to one less 
interested th.m MtOiael ’I’he lonir, the t.penni: nose- of 
Society ceiiild be seen to twiteii, ino\c delie.iteK upw.irds, 
and like the trunk of seime wild eleph.uit seeiiiinp man, 
writhe and snout this \\a\' .ind that, eatehim: the whiff 
of sensation Japs were smiling and nuicing cleiser to 
cars ; eyes turning from that standing hgurc lei the either ; 
little reflccu\c freiwns appeared on torcheads, ,is if, beneath 
cropped and scented scalps, brains were trying to make 
choice. And Marjorie Fcrrar stexid smiling and composed ; 
and Fleur talked and twisted the flower in her hand ; 
and both went on looking their best bo began a battle 
without sign of w'ar declared, without even seeming re- 
cognition of each other’s presence. Mr Blythe, indeed, 
stood pat between the two of them. Bulky and tall, 
he was an effective screen. But Michael, on tlic other 
side of her, could sec and grimly follow. The Nose was 
taking time to apprehend the full of the aroma ; the Brain 
to make its choice. Tide seemed at balance, not moving 
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m or out And then, uith tlic slow irnpl.K'.jbilitv of tides, 
the V. .Iter nio\cd iw i\ Ironi I'lcur .ind hipped nuind her 
ri\.il Mich.i'.l ch.it’and, Mr lilstiu cu^-s^lcd, usin^ tlie 
unperson. 1 ! rronium u.’i. i •' 'ti "! pission, Meur smiled, 
i.ilked, tvM^tid t}i< flow, r \!i 1, owr there, Mjrjoric 
I err.ir stciind to hohl htih Court Did people .idmirc, 

(. onunisi r it' , .ip{'ro\i ot. or ‘Mnp.ithis with her? Or 
did tl.c) iiisij>pro\* oi tiiin»lt urnl I h ur ' Or was it just 
that the ' Ih t -a tlie I*.inio\s’ is .iIa i\s the more sen- 
suioii.il hj ui \lu 'Mei w u ^d 1 Dur crowinj; paler, 
h' r sniih more r'r\ous, the twiuh ne ot ths tiowi-r spas- 
r 'Ik Viki h' du' 1 p.ot su^'^",st e 'iiip' , tor she would 
si.(. in It .ii' uUnissi -n ot di it u Hut on tin t.kcs, turned 
their w i\, th' I ' I ‘ h' I .ini m 'Ti oid mon inform i- 

ti\e ^lr jaiU' s 1 o' loss m h.i I d iin his joh too well ; he 
h.id sliMred i IS il'H’^ u.th ins o.sn m It ri^:htcousnc»5 
ihtter ilk Lonie'Sid loKrtine lii tii timst. wh<.> bfiuglu her 
to judenunt' An 1 Mu K.tcl tiiou.;ht ‘Dashed natural, 
,1’er .dl ' \V! n.i in': the fellow t tkt iny tip, and let us 

p.iv and I'X/k I '' e. MU ’ 

.\nd ! ist th< :i ' ! -St. to tilt ijrt ,t It.ih m he caught sight 
of .1 l.ill s'l-iii.,' Ill in with ills h.ur hruslnd hack, who 
was loo am: at tus to’/. rs II. (itorg- ' h was Hcrtic 
Curtew ' And tiar^ !>< ! ind him. waiting for ins turn ’ to 
puet,’ who 1 lU M.kOown hinisdf! The huni<*ur of the 
goJs had run aiU'-k ' flead in .nr, sootlung lus mangled 
hngers, Hertie Curtew passed them, and strayed into the 
group around ins forr < r fCime Her greeting of him was 
elabor.iielv casu.il But up went the tapering Nose, for 
here came MasCr -wn ! fl'-w the fcllt.w had changed — grim, 
grcMsh, bitter ! The great Italian had met his match for 
once And he too, stepped into that throng 

A queer silence was lollowcd b) a burst of speech, and 
then bv dissolution In twos and threes they trickled off, 
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and there were MacGown und his betrothed standing alone. 
Michael turned to Fleur. 

^ Let’s go,” 

Silence reigned m their homing cah He had chattered 
himself out on tlie field of b.itile, and must wait for fresh 
supplies of camoufl.iLre Rut In. slipped his h.md along 
till it found hers, vvhich did imt return his pressure The 
card he used tu ['lav .»t times f»t stress — rlie eleventh 
baronet — had failed for tin* last three imuiths, Fleur 
seemed of late to resent liis intrii^liu tion as ,i remcvlv Ho 
followed her into the dininL' r<M.ni, son at In art, ht wildtred 
in mfhd. He had never seen h'-r look so pr< tt\ as m that 
oystcr-coloiired froik, \tr\ straieht and smipK made, 
with a swing out above tht .mklev >hc s.it down at the 
narrow dining-table, and la. st.ited hirnselt opposite, with 
the costive fteling (d one wlio eaiinot fiiKi words th.^t will 
ring true F<^r soti.d dls^f.lun^ure hi hims<!f didn't tare a 
tinker’s curse ; but ^he ! 

And, suddenly, she s.nd : 

“And vou dtui't mind ^ ” 

“ For myself — not a bit ” 

“ Yes, you’ve still got \our Fogg.trtism and your Bethnal 

Green.” 

“ If you care, Fleur, 1 care a lot.” 

“//I care!” 

“How — exactly ? ” 

“ rather not incre.ise your feeling that Frn a snob.” 

** I never had anv such feeling.” 

“Michael!” 

** Hadn’t better say what you mean bv the word ? ” 

“ You know perfectly well.” 

“ I know that you appreciate having people about you, 
and like them to think well of you. That isn’t being a 

•nob.** 
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“ Vcs ; you’re very kind, but you don’t admire it.” 

“ I .idmirc v<'W.” 

“ ^ cu mean, desire me. You admire Norah Curfew.” 

“ Xorah Curfew! For all I care, she mii^^ht snuff out 
to-morrow 

And from iicr lace he h .d ih^ t< t that she believed 
him. 

“It It nn'l l.Lf, It's uhat she st.dlds for — all that Pm 
not ” 

1 adriMTi a 1 "! in \('a," s iid .Mali id, fervtnth. ; “your 
Hitdiie rut, \<'ar /h;:'- , I admire }ou nith Kit and your 
father, V'urj'h.d , and the \\a\ \()U put up wrli me,” 
"NY, I admire. }'uu much ni* re thin you admire me. 
OnK, \ nu se( , Fm m.i capabk ut di 
“ \\ h.it .ihoiit Kit ' “ 

“ Frn dtM'tt 1 to m\ sdf — ili itV dl ” 

He rc.ichcd across the table and tenidicd her li.\nd. 

“ Morbid, dariim^^ " 

“ No 1 see ton dear!’, to be iTi'.rbid ” 

She uas 1( amm,' l\u.k, .ind her li ru.it, very white and 
round, gleamed in the alabaster-sliaded light ; little choky 
rru. vemerus were occurring there 

“ Michael, J w.int you to take me round the world.” 

And leave Kit ? ” 

“He's to<r young to mind. Besides, my mother would 
look after him.” 

If she had got as far as tliat, tins was a deliberate desire I 

“ But your father " 

“ He’s not really old yet, and he’d have Kit.” 

“ When we rise in August, perhaps ” 

“ No, now.” 

“ It’s only five months to H.iit. We’d have time in the 
vacation to do a lot of travelling.” 

Fleur looked straight at him. 
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“I knew you carcci mure tor I'n|^^artism now tliin f^r 
me ” 

“ Be rcascjnahle, I- lour ” 

“Bor live moniiis with the iL'hriL' I\e here'" 
she put her hand to h< r hr m “ V\. h.id si\ m<.niiis ut 
it alrcadv. You d-rn’i n uise, I suppose, tiiat I'm down 
and out ? ” 

“ Hut, ri!. ur. It’s all s. > 

“Yes, It’s alvsass [c:i\ (■' m.n i [v a .i' (U tailure, 
isn’t It ^ ” 

“ But, nu iluld- - " 

“ Oh ’ ll \ou (uii't t< 0 i: ' 

“ I can 1 Ilk w'lJ thu ( . , ii)L' i^ui ill o e to 

do is to h t (iieiu sot tho'.ou lon't «..ire , m-l t in . 1' . om^ 

bu7/ang round apuun hk' IIks It w nihi 1 . runiiin*: iw 
Fleur ” 

“No," Said I'h'ur, (.oldh,, ‘ It's I."' tuit -1 tr\ 

twice for tlie s imc pri/e \Er\ wt.l. I'll st i) .md he 
laughed at " 

Michael pmt up 

“I know Nou don't think there's oo. thirit,* to ni\ joh 
But tlicre IS, 1 Icur, itid I'\e put nw h om t > it Oh ' don't 

look like tliat Hash it ' d his is dri. .* Itul ' " 

“I suppose I could t^o h\ mcsil: 1 h a w .uld he more 

thrilling." 

“Absurd! Ot course \ou co ilau't ' \ oj re seeing: 

blue to-night, old thing It'll all seem diherciu to; 

morrow." 

“ To-morrcfw and to-morntw ' \o, mnrtihc i- 

tion has set in, ni\ funer.d can take place an\ da\ y)u 

like ! " ’ 

Michael’s hands went up hhe meant what siie was 
saying! To realise, he must remember how much store 
she had set on her powers as hostess ; how she had worked 
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for licr collection nnd slmnc .irnoni: ir ! Her house of card* 
.ill palled abriut her ears ! Cruel ! liut ui>uld going round 
flic World help her ? Yes ’ ficr instinct was quite right, 
fie h.id been round tlic world himsHf, nothing else would 
ch.oiL'C her values in quite that wav , nothing else would 
So 'ca.<rantce ohhvion in otlats and lutself' Eippmghall, 
lar t.ithcr’s, the sea for the five months till \aiation came 
-th!.\’ wouldn’t meet lier case ' ^'he needed what would 
give her back her importance Aiul \( t, Iiovv could he go 
until sanation ' l'< »vgartism— that lean and lonely plant 

-- unwatered and witfiout its onK yirdener, would witiicr 
to Its roots, :i, md'(d, it }i.4d an\ Idu re w.is some move- 
ment in It now, interest lure and th-re this Member and 
thatvsirepc nneratif I’ris ite etlorr< m the same direction 
Were u^t'aring was \nd time w ts I'oing on IJig lien 
had ealltd no truce, unemplosmcnl .svsolling, trade 
dawdling, indu'-trial tr<»ublc brevsing -brewing, hope 
losing patience ! And what would old Jilythc say to his 
desertion now 

“ (jive me a week,” he muttered. “It’s not easy. I 
must think It Over.” 



CHAPTER X 

THE NEW I I AF 

When MncCown c.uric up t<> jicr, Marj<iri<: Ferrar thout^ht : 
‘Docs he know whout IVrtic f ’ Fnsh fr(*m her triumph 
over ‘ that littk snob,’ fluttered bv tlie fudden uppear- 
ance of htr p.vst, and confronted with her present, she 
was not in complete possession <•! her In ad U'hcn 
they had moved away into an einptv side room, she 
faced him 

“Well, Altc, notliinj^’s chant^^ed I still have a past as 
birid as yesterday I’m extrenuK sorry I ever k( pt it 
from you. Hut I did practically tell ycai, several times; 
only you wouldn’t take It.” 

“Because It \SAS hell to me. 'Ml me everything, 

Marjorie ! ’* 

“ You w'ant to rev 1 1 in it .’ ” 

“Tell me everything, and I’ll marr\ \ou still.” 

She shook her head “ Marry ! Uh ! no > I don’t go 
out of my depth any more. It was absurd anyway. I 
never loved you, Alee.” 

“ Then you loved that — you still ” 

“ My dear Alee, enough ! ” 

Ho put his hands to his head, and s\\ .iv cd. And she was 
touched by genuine compassion. 

' ** Pm awfully sorry, I really am. You’ve got to cut me 

out that’* all.” 

^le had turned to leave him, but the misery in his face 
ttOpped hcr% She had not quite realised. He was burnt 
up I He W*i(H — I And she said quickly : 

656 
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“Marry u'u I but I’d like to pay up, if 

I could ’’ 

He K>oked at her 

Quiverin': .ill o\er from thar l.i.ik, she shruf^l^d her 
shoulders, and walked awa_\. Men ot an old fashion! 
Her own fault for steppmy out-id( the ih.irrncd circle 
that took nutlunu toD scrimivK She w.dked over the 
slnnin'4 tliM.ir, oimious ot in.nn (.\f , >lipp'.d past her 
ho'ti and M-on w.i'^ in a c.d'* 

Mk la} .iv,..k< » thinkini: 1 \tn without announcement 
the return of pn ‘cnt^ would set London by the cars and 
bring on hi r ac un aii a\a]aiKhe of hilb i i\e llious.md 
pounds ! Slic pot up and rurnm.iptd out t/u list, duplicate 
ot th.it wliici' AIii. it.iJ. Hi iniplit still u.ml to pav them ! 
After .dl, It wa he who liad ‘•pilled ilic ink b\ making 
licr go into k"ur‘, ’ Put then his c\es came haunting her. 
Out of the qui‘Mou ' And, sliu.riiip a little, she got back 
into bed. Pethip^ she would liave a brain-w.ive in the 
morning Sia *1 »d so many m the night, tli.it .she could 
not sleep Mosu/w w'ltii jkrfit Curkwf The stage? 
America and the ‘ movies ’ All three ' She Mept at la«, 
and woke l.mguld and pale With her letters wa* one 
from ^hr^;p&hlrt House. 

“ Diar Marjorii, 

“ If you’ve nothing better to do, I should like to sec yotl 
this morning. 

“ Atiectiunateiy, 

“ SnROPSHttE.*' 

What now ? She looked at herself in the glass, and 
decided that she must make up a little. At eleven o’clock 
she was at Shropshire House. The marquess was in htt 
workroom at the top, among a small forest of contrap^ 
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tKjn*?. With Loat off, }i(, was ptcnni; thmuph a maL'nifv ing- 
glass at \%iiat looktd like nothing 

"Sit Marjorit,” lie sik! , ‘‘I'll }m\c done in a 

minute ’ 

the floor, tlitrc *:( ( ni< d novNiKrc to Mt, ‘-o ‘•ht' 
rem.utK d •>t.>nvi::iL’ 

‘* 1 th<tUL:hl So," ^.iid the irurt.|ui'-^ , “ th' Il.iliir> .«re 

V. Ton;' ” 

He pul the ‘■p\ el os doun, r m hi^ h md throuLh his 
siKcrv li.iir, and ilr» 'A In'- rullh d h( .(fd Hito ip if 'rhiii, 
taking an ( \ < }'ro\^ in twn n Iiium r and thunii>, la i: i\c it an 
upward twot, and s(. rate he d hinis< If 1>< fund < me t ar 
" T1 r\ ' re \Nrong , the re's n.> r? uti n\\hit(\(r" 

Turning toward.- ho er.iiuidauehte r, lit onuid up hi'' 
e) eo till ill! \ r( hrieht o puo " ^’ou've ne\ t r In < n 
here belort >it in the whuIoa 

She st.il<d hir^elt on a hr- id \sind(*u ledge voeLring 
some sort ol hattere , with Ik r h.a. k to the light. 

" So you brought that ease, M.irjoric ^ ” 

“1 had to” 

” No\n wh\ ' ” lie uas standing vMth his head a little 
to one side, liis cheeks \er\ pink, and lii" e\es \cr) ''hreud 
And she tiiuught ‘ After .dl. I'm his granddaughter. I’ll 
plunge.' 

” Common lumcstv, if \ou u.int to know 
The marquess pouted, as if trpng to understand tlic 
words. 

“ 1 read your cvideiue," he s.ud, ‘‘ if you mean that.” 

“ No. I meant th.a I wanted to find out where 1 stood ” 
” And did you } ” 

** V'ery much so ” 

‘‘ Arc you still going to be married i ’* 

Really, he was a sprv old boy I 

*• No.” 
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“ W'ho'.f tl'jim; ^ Vi)'jr- or his ' ” 

‘‘liiL- 'till he’ll m.irr\ m'" it I tell him cvcrsthint: 
But I don’t choMM to ” 

The m.irqiu ni'tvcvl tu-' ‘'O placed in^ it on a bo\, 
.in j .r 'Unud Ills t I'.onf, itfti, ie He h.ul .1 red ^llk ti^. 
t!.'-' niornnc v.hu h Hoat<.d !•■ > < , hi- tuf' A ’ro'i^« were 

ot a i i'a -'.Ti ( n, h’ "'in ot a preeii-llui. He looked 

V, ondi rlulh 1 lie! ’ 

“ I ^ th'Tf mik h to 1' ' *’ 

“A id.al" 

“ W ( II, ^I,.rl r'< . \ . ai 1 n- 'U ' 'I (iaro\.)u” 

“’ll.., (ifii •; i’'r, '■ .1 1 don’t i.juite '■ c it 1 don’t 
\\ it’i to ,1’ ; n.r oi’ • ' "c ” 

' \!A \ o'l’r' I . I ' I j 1 >n in ovir Jo. Iik . . ' But 

r - tia t M I ] ' in. til It do t! 1 .rni ” 

“It p( « j I 'o "K oi,e I-. ia\ h''nr thin tnniisch e >, 
t r; !'" Lii! *!.( \ lon'i f' ^ i\ 

“ Ni f cpiin n"ni t. tn.it,” int- rrij| r d the niarque-.s , 

‘ \M. it ,’i.. u; I fa- ti- 1 '" . I'l \our (lom,. 

^la. 

“ It' L’l o i to niortil) oin s. 't, (ir .ndlath n ” 

“ B' haMii" a better tune thin vou ou^dit, um ? S<' 

y lur main. an ' oil ' ’ 

“ \'ery mtu n no ” 

“ Are vou ni d b’ ' ” 

“ 

“ liow much do \i> 1 ov e ' ” 

>Lrj<‘rie Fern: ht r •: d Should she compromise, or 
bhirt It out ’ 

‘‘ No heel-taps, Marjon: ” 

“ Well, then, live thousand .ihojt ” 

The old peer screwed up his lips, and a melancholy little 
whistle eseaped 

“ A good deal of It, of course, is due to my engagement.” 
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“ Your father won a race the other day, I see/’ 

The old boy knew cvcrvtliing ! 

“ Ves ; but I believe it’s all gone ” 

It would be,” said the marquess. “What are vou 
going to do now ? ” 

She had a strong dcMrc to answer : “ What are you ” 
but restrained it, and said : 

“] thought of going on the st.-jt ” 

** Well, 1 suppose that ni.ght be suitable. Can you 

act ? ” 

“ I’m not a Duse.” 

“Duse ? ” The marquess sh(<oh luad ‘‘ One inu-t 
go back tu RMori for rt.dK great acung. Du^c ! \ cry 

talented, ot course, but aKsa\'> the *' mic bo \ou don't 
choose to m.irr'. him now ' ’’ He lo-'ktd at licr inicntlv. 
*‘That, I think, is right Ha\e yu a li't (<1 \our debts = 
Marjorie larrar rummaged in her \anit\ bag “ Here it 
is.” 

She could s<‘e Ills nose wrinkling abo\e it, but uht tlicr at 
its scent, or its content'', slie could mn tell 

'‘Your grandmother,” he said, “.spent about n hfth 
of what you seem to on about tive times the acreage ed 
clothes, Yc'U wear nothing n<'wada\'', and \et it costs all 
this.” 

“ ITlC less th ere IS, (jrandlatlicr, the lx:iter it has to he 
cut, yon know. " 

**Have )^u sent your presents back ? ” 

“ I’ve had them packed.” 

**Thcy must all go,” s.ud the marquess. “ Keep nothing 
he or any one else ga\ c \ ou.” 

“ Of coarse not.” 

To frank you,” he said, suddenly, “ 1 should have to sell 
the Gainsborough,” 

**Oh,iu>!** 
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Gainsborough’s picture of his own grandmother as a 
little girl — that bcautitul thing! Mie stretclied out her 
hand for the l!^t. Still lioldint: it, he put his foot to the 
ground, and stood pctrinij at tier uith his brii;ht, intent old 
c) 

“ The quests'll 1 % M iTjoru, hov\ \ ir it's p.M-ihlc to strike 
a 1 ar<Min Ait!, \ uu. Ha\ c \ < u a ‘ \\' >rd ’ to kti p ? 

Sh* kl( tht. }]■">! nioun:' lie in h rJufk-. 

“I tliiiik SM If dtifivl'i on uhtt r\e i-ot tt) promise. 
But, Gr met; ithcr, I *ii'n’t \ou to sell the Gains- 

borough ” 

‘ I nt •nur]..tcl . sa.d the ir rquc'", '* uiihout doing 
\our uruK DiiiecKHl! .n tin cm, 1 ve n 'ti.ini' cUe. ITs 
bet I) rn\ f iii’k I u: } '• ( . lor ha', r.i’ i, id ( epensue thildrcn. 
Oth'r ['tople d-.n': - 1 m to h.,’, . ii id them to the same 

d' Lrre'. 

Sla ^:i‘^'d I -ni!. 

“ '1 lnu'^ ak } T !,” v\eM <'n the marqucs>. “ Land cost! 
monev, eulli'rt'- o-st iti-nc., Shropshire House cost® 
money , and v.ncrt’'. tlie nioi)c\ ? Tve got an invention 
here that to make ni\ lortunc, but nobody will look 
at It " 

The poor old bc'V— at in-' age ! She ’-aid \Mth a sigh : 

“ I really didn’t mean to iKithcr you with thil, Grand- 
father. rU manage somehou,” 

The old peer took sc\tral somewhat hampered Step®, anl 
she noticed that Ins red slippers were hcclkss. He halted^ 
a wonderfully bright sp »t among the contraptions. 

“To come back tri v^liat we were having, Marjorie. If 
your idea of life is simply to have a gocid time, how can yott 
promise anything r ” 

“ What do you w.mi me to promise f ” 

He came and stood before her again, short and a little 
bent. 
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“ You look .!«: if vou h.iJ stuff in you, too, vMth \our fuiir. 
Do }(ju reallv think \ou could cjrn \our living ? ” 

“ I believe I can ; I know a lot of people ” 

“If I clear you, uiil \>)U give me \our Wf>ri h) piv 
ready monex in future ' Now don’t sa\ ‘ Yes,’ and u’o nur 
and order yourself a lot of f dial. I want the word ut a 
lady, if you under. tand u’lat that implies ” 

She stood up 

“I suppose \ou’\e c\<T\ Fi^dit t(* sav th.i’ l»ur I 
don’t want \ou to eh' ir nv it vou have to -.11 the 
Gainsb<irouirh ’’ 

“ You must h .ive that to me I might manae . p.rh tps, 
to scrape it up without \b.)ut that promise ? ” 

“ Yes ; I pruini-t that “ 

“ Meaning to keep u 
Meaning to kee{' it ” 

“ Well, that's snm i ' ,tig ’’ 

“ Anythini: cKc, (ir «ri It ither ' ’’ 

“ I should have liked to a'.k vou not to ehe ip.'n . 'ur name' 
any more, but I suppose that w.mld be put>i ,g 'he e! ..k 
back. The .spirit of tlie age is against me ” 

Turning from his I.ki, she -tood lo.iking out of the 
window. The spirit of tl. igc ! It was all very well, but 
he didn’t understand what it vvas Clie ipen ? \Vh\ ' 
she had raised the price of the fainilv n.anic , hoicked it out 
of a dusty cuplx>ard, and made of it current com F< ople 
sat up when they read of her Did rhev sit up when thtv 
read of grandfather f Hut he would nt ver see that I Ard 
she murmured : 

“All right, dear, I’ll be careful. I tlunk I sliall go to 
America,” 

His eyes twinkled. 

“ And start a fashion of m.irrying .American husband-^ ? 
It*s not yet been dune, I believe. Get one who’s 
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intcr(.'’cd in clcaru'ii\, and 1 rini: him over. There .ire 
L'rt.'t ihitu’' for ,m Ann rn m lo v!o lure Well, I’ll keep 
rhi" .ind w^rk it c!: sMiikit- w just one thing, Mar- 
'one I'm Old \<':*re -uh;t arc \o(j- l\\ent\- 

n.c ' ett tliroii'ji. lift ' I ot- \uu’ll he dre.idfully 

d ! \ r*.' nine \o,;V, };ir\, no ;:rc‘ater hore 

tl. m .( !'■ ’■1 r.'ii tiood-1', ' 11' iu !d out his h.ind. 

n I 1 m; hrLuii I r- < ' 

\n.: ' nr Im 1 . nid, "ht ; ii :t t" la r li| s Oh ! He 

uisL'iirir nil oh’ H<d hi »•'!: u -nu otT ' And she 
h,"nin o IT' old hov ' 11' \s.i' a darling to have 

kcit thiT li-t ' A new 1' tf ' >iir would L’O at OHCC tO 

ih ^ti' i .ir*' " iiid r' f 1 .m ’'•turn it o\tr lor la r ! Tiic 

c\^ n i . . V. i. n. n jM I 



CHAPTER XI 

OVFR THE WINDMIIL 

Durikc his pcrinj of inJLU^ion .Mi'Ji.n.! scruck no attitudes, 
and used practic.illy no words , the thinp was mo serious. 
Perhaps Kit would change Fleur's luood, 'T she would 
see other disadvantages, such as her father The coinpk tc 
cesaation, however, of any social behaciour on her part — 
no invitation issued, or received, no function attended, or 
even discussed, dunn"' that rather tcrrihle wt< k, proved 
that the iron had rcalh scircd her spirit She was ii^t 
aulky, but she was mum and listless, .And slie was alwac's 
watching him, with a wi ttul expre-su-n on her f.ice, and 
now and then a resentful look, as it she had made up lier 
mind that he wms going to refuse He could consult no 
one, too, for to any who had not lived through this long 
epiflode, Fleur’s attitude would seem incomprehensible, 
ridiculous. He could not give her away , could 
not even go to old Blythe, until he had decided. Com- 
plicating his ment.al conflict was the habitual doubt w'hether 
ajl^wai really essential to Foggartism. If only his head 
WOnld .swell ! He had not even the comfort of feeling 
that a sturdy negative w'ould impress Fleur ; she thought 
Us job a stunt, useful to make him con<;plcuous, but 
ol no real importance to the country. She had the political 
cynicism of the woman in the street ; only that 
which threatened property or Kit w-ould really ruffle her. 
He knew that his dilemma w'as comic. The future of 
En^nd against the present of a young woman socially 
664 
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snuMx'd ! But, after all, only Sir Jamc*; Fof^art .'ind old 
Blvthc so far seriously connected Fogeartism with the 
future of En^dand , and if, niuv, he went off round the 
world, even th^-v wiu'ld lu'^e llicir faith 

On the la-^r niuniing (>t that wttk, Michael, '^till in doubt, 
crossed Westminster Bn L’e and sought the heart of the 
Surre\' side. It was unhimiliar, and he walked with 
intcrist. Here, h runcinhcrcd. the Biekets had lived; 
the Bickers who had i-ihd, and app ircniiv were failing 
in .Vustraha, r>xj Mrect alter nnan strct i ' Breeding- 
t^'roand of Bicki ts 1 Catch them carlv, catch ilicm often, 
catcli them bef ore thev were Buken, 'pmEd tor the land; 
make them ni' n and wor.un ot pr<'p(rtv, u’lve them air 
and irivc rh'T'i -uii- the rao-t decent lulk in the world, 
LMVc them a cl.ari. f ' 1 i:iv houses, ui»lv shops, ugly pubs ! 

No, that w^cuHn't d**' keep Beauty out ot u, Beauty 
never went down in ‘ tlic Hou'-c ’ ’ No xntimcnt went 
down I At le i‘.t, only such as w-as understood— ‘ British 
stiK:kd * Patnoti'tn,’ ‘ Empire,’ ‘ Moral bibre * Thews and 
productive puwcr—stjck to the chchifs ' He stood listening 
outside a school to the dull hum of education, llic 
English breed with its pluck and its scn:.e of humour and 
Its patience, all mewed-up in mean streets ! 

He had a sudden longing for the country’. His motor- 
cycle! bince taking his scat in Parliament he had not 
been on a machine so inclined to bump his dignity. But 
he would have it out now, and go for .a run — it might abake 
him into a decision I 

Fleur was not in, and no lunch ordered. So he ate some 
ham, and by two o’clock had started. 

With spit and bluster he ran out along the road jatt 
Chiswick, Slough, and Maidenhead ; crossed the river and 
sputtered towards Reading. At Caversham he eroded 
again, and ran on to Pangbocrnc. By the towing pnth lie 
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tipped his m.K'ljine into some bushes .md s,it n to 
smoke a pipe Quiie windless! The river between the 
bare poplars had a grey, untroubled look , the eatkins 
were forming on the willows He plueked a tw'ig, and 
stirred it round the bowl of his pipe before prc-^''ini: m 
tobacco, d’he shaking had done him good , his mind w 
working fredv 'i'he war ' One had no he^ltatlon^ then , 
but then- -one had ruj \ leur Beside ih it was a clear, i 
simple issue But now, be\ond thl^ ‘to st i\ or nor to 
stay/ Muhael seemed seeing the futiirf oi hi^ married life 
The decision that he made would afl(et what might list 
another btt\ \cars 'I’o put \our h nid to tin plough, nid 
at the first r(e]ucst to take it off ,igain ' You might be 
ploughing crooked, and bv twilight, but betor plougli 
by dim light thati no light, a cTook;.d. furrow tlian none 
at all ! I'oggarti-m w is the best coutm h«' ^ould ■^ee, and 
he must stick to It ' d'he future ul England' A Idai klnrd, 
close by, chuckled Quite sc< ' But, as old HI) (hi sod, 
one must stand up to laughter ! Oh ! burdv idcur would 
see in the long run that he couldn’t plav last and lo.i^e, 
sec that if she wanted him to remain in Parliament — and 
she did — he must hang on to the line he had taken, however 
it amused the blackbirds >he wouldn’t like him to sink to 
the nonentity of a turntail For after all she was his wife, 
and with his self-respect her own was bound up 

He watched the smoke from his pipe, and the low grev 
clouds, the whuc-taced Hercturds grazing be\ond tiie 
river, and a man fishing with a worm He took up tfic 
tw'ig and twirled it, admiring the )ellowLs}.-gre\ \d\er 
of its budding catkins He felt quiet in the heart, at 1 i^t, 
but very sorry. How make up to Elcur ? Beside this river 
not two miles awa\, he had wooed— -queer word— if ncu 
won her 1 And now the\ had come to this snag. Well, it 
was up to her now, whether or no they should come to 
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un it. And it seemed t'> Imn, su.ldtnlv, ih.it he would 
likt to tJI t )ld 1 orsy tc. . . . 

Wjitn lA ht.ird :)i«‘ -if Midi. id’s motorc\dc, 

A,.-' tiiL’iL'!-d in ii.iii ’uiL' ilu 1 ff J U.ilktr he h.id 
Imml'M It the (iiij'-irium ni '-r. .s- tth wfnte .ind 
ltd iiM !!'■ T, >ii-ink' ill tri( j-m tt'-m th( u.>rr\ i»t th.it 

I’l.i .'.iLiive 111- itvh tor fii llrm h ^dloMl bred 

Wilh'r' 1 ' . l!.u\ I '•!];,.! inJ M ison h.id 

1 .n Mil ', 1 1 i'\ 1 do/en rii" But likt old 

livi'litfc, vMUi tiu -mu iLTitit’! d A il.' re tiu\ v\(.re, 

\(.rv L’ ' >1 I’iri'-itii- -ulJi loimn.uid .i 

lli’.AiL’ d< • 'i ! 1 Courlu r. < irj\ .Old .d>out ripe, lie 

w 't.iiKlii'.' .n 111- -iiirr he',--, a.h .i < od ,,i uirc m his 

h ii.d. w i.t n -Mu h i' 1 t. nt'. ri d 

" W re li.t\ c ■ '.1 - j ruj’er tf' •ni ' " .‘r - n.l, Mirpri-^t d 

‘‘ I ipjtied to he | o^ini:, ir. on nr. old iuke I see 

\ on\e i ' j t sour word ihout t'le 1 : L'h-ii >diool ” 

So^iiKS .at.whed the wire 

“1 sh.in't he h.4tp\," lu ^ 1! 1, “till I've got .in old 
Cronr heel ot the 1 ngli-ti 1 ool ■ : 

“ AwtuH’v r.ire, Mti’t he, old Croiir ' ” 

“ V(M thatd wiiv I w.tru him 

Tile '-mile oil Mjch.iers t.wc. ,0 il he wt re thinking: 
‘ You me.in th.iTs whs \ou eonMdt r him the host,’ w.is loijt 
on hoame^ iiismi* the wire .» Wu il twist 

** I has c n't ^ten \our picture*, t ■: .1 loni: time, sir. Cm I 
look round ' 

Obsersini: him Mdelong, ^o.mn remembered his appear- 
.ince' there one summer bunsi.is, -ttter he iud hist .seen 
Fleur in tint Gallery oft Cork Mrect. Only four 
\e.^rs ' It seemed an age * Fhc vounjr fellow had worn 
better than one had hoped , lixjked a good deal older, too. 
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less flighty ; an amiable chap, considcrinsj his upbringing, 
and that war ! And suddenly he perceived that iMiehacl 
was engaged in observing him. Wanted something, no 
doubt — wouldn’t have come down for nothing ! He tried 
to remember vOien anybody had eomc to sec him without 
wanting something , but could not. It was natural ! 

“Are you looking for a picture t** go with that Frago- 
nard ? “ he said “ 'hherc’s a Ch.ardin in the corner." 

“ No, no, sir, \ou'\e been rnueh too generous to us 
already.” 

Generous! ilov\ could one be generous to one’s only 
daughter ? 

“ How IS rieur ? ” 

** I wanted to tell \ou about her She’s feeling awfully 

restless. ” 

Soames looked out ot the windMU The Spring was 

late ! 

“ She oughtn't to be, with that c.isc out of tnc 

way.” 

“ That’s just It. sir “ ^ 

Soames gimkted the young nun's f.ico. “I don’t 
follow you." 

We’re being cold-'>hould( red ’’ 

"How? You won " 

" Yes, but \ou sec, people resent moral superiority.” 

"What’s that? Who f” Moral superiority— he 

reaented it himself ! 

" Foakisson, )ou kmm ; we’re t.irrcd with hi:^ bnislu I 
told you I was afraid of it. It’s the Ixung laughed at Fleur 
feels »o bitterly.” 

" La^ighed at ? Who has the impudence ? ” 

"To attack modern morality was a good stunt, sir, with 
the judge and the jur)’, and any one professionally pom- 
pouSi but it makes one ridiculous nowadays in Society, 
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yon know, when everybody prides himself on lack of 
prejudice.” 

“ Society ! ” 

“ Vc':, cir ; I'ut it’s what we live in / don’t mind, ^ot 
used to It o\<.r Fopjrnrti^ni , but rieur'.> mi'icr.iblc. It’s 
natural, if ) ou think nf it- i\ \ hir uMine ” 

“She oupht to iiave itk.r- »tren^Mh of mind,” said 
Soames but lie u.r i:r t\.l) ytrturbcd. 1 ir^t she’d been 
looked on a ‘'Hub, and nov. th' r. Uas till’ ’ 

“ \^’hat with th.at Germ.iri ai tor han^nn^ himself at 
Lippinidiall,” Mich ted went cn, “ ainl rny l o^-i'aftism, 
and this ] ( rr ir ruinpu*', our piti 1 . is badl\ queered. We’ve 
had a wr^tJiid wttk of it since the ease 1 Icur fcoU so 
out of h< r ; i ite, that die wants me to t.tkc lier round the 
wftrld ” 

A bitmb bur-tine on the dovc-ititc down flitro could not 
have been more starthm,’ Round tiic \v(/rld ! He heard 
Michael murm urine on 

“ She's quite ricdit, too. It mi^dit be the very best thing 
for Jjer; but I .simply c..n’t Ic.ive my job until the long 
vacation I’ve taken up this thim:, and 1 must stick to it 
while JGrliaracnt's sittm*’^ " 

Sitting ' As ii It were a lien, addling its precious eggt ! 
Round the world ! 

But Michael ran on : 

“ It's onl;> t(^da\ I’ve quite decided. I should fed like 
a deserter, and tliat wouldn’t be* pfjod for either of us in tlie 
long run. But siic doesn't know yet.” 

For bo..mcs the dovc-eotc vtas solidifying again, now chat 
he knew Michael was not going to take her away for good* 
ness knew how long ! 

“ Round the w’orld I ” he said. “ Why not— er— 
Pottirtsina ? ” 

“ I think,” answered Michael, slowly, like a doctor 
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diagnosing, “ rh.it ‘ihc wants srimething dramatic Rf-^nd 
the world at Luent) -ilirec ! Slic feels somehou that she’s 
lost Caste 

“ flow can ‘'he think of leaving that little chap ' ’’ 

“ that sh(<us It’s prett) dc-perate vsitli licr I wi^-h 
to goodness I cduIJ l‘'> ” 

hisiines stared 1 he voting fcllo\\ wasn’t c\p(\ tin^ him 
to do anything about it, was he f l<"und iht wi.rld ' A 
crary notion ! 

“ I must sec her,’’ he '■aid “Can \ou le.ive ih it thma 
of yeturs in the garage and come U[ with me in the c-it f 
I’ll be ready in tvcerit) minutes You 11 hnd tea i-^ing 
down-stairs ’’ 

Left aloiK with tilt Frctl Walker Mill unhum:, S'siuics 
ga7.cd at his ] u turc s Ik s.a\ tJa'in \mi1i an u'k; viilanrv, 
a more pciKtrating gluue, i ^urt ot ache in ill^ l.cart, 

as if- Well ' A 1,’ood lot th'\ w.rc, betttr th in lie id 

thought, of late ' Sh Inul in for collecting Jo>pi. ' 

And now she’<l lost her colhetion ! Poor little thine ’ Ail 
nonsense, of course- -..s u there were am ■'atol.etion in 
people! Suppo'-e he tiH>k her up that Chardin ^ It was 
a good Chardin Dunietruis hid done him ewer the price, 
but not tcM.) much And, bclorc Chardin was tini-hed with, 
he would di> Dumetrius ^till it it would give her an\ 
pleasure! He unliooked the picture, and, earrvmg it 
under his arm, went down-^tairs 

Beyond certain alluMons to the characteristics of the 
eleventh baronet, and the regrettable tendencies of the 
police to compel slow travelling over the new' cut con 
sirucicd to speed up irathc, little was said in the car. 
They arrived in South Se|uarc about six-o’clock, Fleur 
had not been in since lunch ; and they sat down uneasily 
to wait for her. The Dandie, having descended to loc^k 
for strange legs, had almost immediately ascended again, 
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and tlic h<nisc was vcrv quiet Mk'.-uI was continual! v 
looking at hi'i wat^h 

“Where do you think she's to ? ” s iid h-umes, at 
1 1st 

“Ha\en’r an idr sir, rliat’s the wur^t of London, it 
swallows people up" 

He had hec’Uii t'> h ia' t . >01';, ui. " .0-1 w inted to 
fidget, was thirikiiii: oi . u irij ' Hon't ’“whiii from the 
vond^w Mu hael iru d 

'‘ll'Ti li( IS ' ” and wr'iit qui '• i\ t" tl.e d -ir 
■>o lines ^,it on, v.,'h the lliiriin ri. ai; iinst his 

ch iir 

'1 h' \ were .1 loiii; tiHK oui f'-r' ' Minute liter minute 
p 1’^i.d, ind still thev di 1 not ( on < 

At Ust Mui.ui r ipp( irid IL 1 * iked e\eeedint»K 

ur i\e 

“ Ml! 's in lu r linh ro..r 1 up -i or . sir I’m atraiJ it\ 
upo t iier awtuilv Ih rh ip^ \ou wouldn’t mind 

Jsovimes cr iq' .1 tlie Ch irvl.n 

“ lA‘t\s sn, thit’s the nr ' door on the htr, isn’t it ? ” 
He mountid sh)wK, his mm i Id n k, ind wt.hout waiting 
for her to answer his mild kn eu, w- ik in 

Ileur was sitting .,i the '.itmwo-,d bureau, with her 
fate huried un lier arms H- r inir, a^Min in its more 
natural ‘ hob/ L,deanied lustrously under the iit^ht. Slie 
seemed unconseious of his cntr\ This siitlit of private 
hte afletted hoarncs, un iccustomcd to i.'ivc or receive 
undefended glimpses of s^jf^ and he stood, uneertam 
Had fic the rii,du to surprise her, with her ears muffled 
like that, and her feelings all upH-t ' He would have gone 
out and come in again, but he was too concerned. And, 
mo\^ag to her side, he put his hnger on her shoulder, and 
said : 
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“ Tired, my child ? 

Her face came round — queer, creased, not like her face ; 
and Soamch spoke the phrase of her childhood : 

“ See what Tve brouglit you ! ” 

He raised the Chardin ; she p<ive it just a glance and 
he felt hurt After all, it uas uortli some liundreds of 
pounds ! Very pale, she h id crossed her arms on her 
chest, as if shutting herself up He recognised the symp- 
tom. A spiritual iriMs! 'Hie or( of thing his v\hole life 
had been passed in regarding as extraea j mt . like a case 
of appendicitis that will not wait ddenil', 

Michael,’’ lie said, “ tells nu \<'u w.iiu him to take you 
round the world ’* 

**\Vcll, he can’t ; so that ends it ” 

“ If she had said : ‘ ^'e.', .md uhv can't lie ? ’ Soame^ 
would have joined the opposition .jutoniaiK dh l^ut her 
words roused his natur.d per\ersit\ fft re <-110 was, and 
bore WM her heart’s desire— .ind she w isn't getting it ! He 
put the Oiardin down, and tonk i w dk o^er the soft 
carpet. 

** Tell me,” he s.iid, ctiming to .1 halt, ‘‘ where do you feel 
it exactly ? ” 

Fleur laughed : ‘‘ In my head, and nu eyes, and mv cars, 
and my heart.” 

^ What busineati,” muttered Soames, “ have they to look 
down their confounded noses ! ” .And he set off again 
acrost the room. All the moilcrn jackanapes whom from 
dint to time he had been unable to avoid m her house, 
SiHmted to have come sniggering round him with lifted 
eyetbarowa, like a set of ghosts. The longing to put them in 
their place* — a shallow lot — passcssed him at that moment 
to the ^exclusion of a greater sanity, 

*♦ don’t see how / can take you,” he said, and stopped 
fthon. 
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What wa*^ that he uas savintr? Who had a'^koci him 
to take her? Her e\es, widely open, were fixed on 
him 

“ Put of cour-c nut. Had ' ” 

Of luura' nut ' Ht did'i'l kii-u .U'o.it that ! 

“ I -h dl r ■!'' d tu U ine laae.'a- 1 at. in din'- ” 

Suame^ i’rua]< i 

“I dun t v:\ 'U l.'uild,” ra Mid “I suppose 

ptoph du e> ' ri III d t' ( \ rid ” 

Fit i.r'^ } .dk'r had. .til . teas 

“ Bill H"! \ lai, d'. It , u h\ , ii uui;] j h. ,r. \"i:NiifT! It’s 

\ir\ ^wiii ul \uii, t\'n lu rhinh ut it, hut uf course I 
couldn't ii t \‘"i .t M.in 1 .M' ' " 

“ \i liiN .< a ^ ii { ^u.iim- "Fin not so ver)* 

old " 

“ No, IK’, H.id , riliandp-c mvwurd” 
hciuiK' tu.ii .11 .'h'r w.ill , a su>ind. Dree her 

weird, indeed ' 

“ 1 wun't hau It," ha cj i( ul I .d , “ if p' uple canT l>c- 
have to \ uu, ] ] li show thtin ' " 

hhe had put uj , and was hr< at.hinL' deeply, with her 
lips p.*rttd, ..nd her iheek'. \erv tluHe 1 ho she had 
stood, before h- r {ir-*t part), l.uldinp out liu frt»ck for him 
to set 

“ Wc'll po," he said prufH). “Don’t make a fuM ! 
That’s settled ” 

Her arms were round his neck ; his nose felt wet. What 
non'-ensc ! as it — ’ 

He stood unlnittuninp his braces that nipht in the moat 
peculiar state ot mind. Goinp round the world — was he ? 
Preposterous ! It had knocked that young fellow over 
anyway— he was to join them in August wherever they 
were by that time! Good Lord! It might be ChilUi! 
The thing was fantastic ; and Fleur behaving lilce A iuttea f 
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The words of a comic ditty, sung by a clergyman, in his 
boyhood, kept up a tattoo within him : 

“ I see Jerusalem and Madagascar, 

And North and South Amerikec. . . . 

Yes ! Indeed ! His affairs were in apple-pie order, 
luckily ! There was nothing to do, in Timothy’s or Wini- 
fred’s Trusts — the only two Ik* had on his hands now ; 
but how things would get on vriihout him, he couldn't tell. 
As to Annette ! She wouldn't he sorry, he supposed. 
There was no one else to care, except Winifred, a little. 
It was, rather, the intangible presence of England that 
troubled him, about to forsake her tor months on end ! 
the cliffs of Dover would be standing, he supposed, and 
the river still running past his lawn, wlicn he came back, 
if he ever came hack ! You picked up all sorts of things 
out there — micTtjhcs, inscct.s, snakes — never knew what 
youM run into ! Pretty business, steering Fleur clear of 
all that. And the sightseeing he would have to do ! For 
fbe wouldn’t miss anything ! Trust her ! Going round 
among a lot of people with their mouths open — he couldn’t 
Stand that ; but he would have to ! H’m ! A relief when 
that young fellow could join them. And yet — to have 
her to himself ; he hadn’t, for a long time now. But she 
would pick up with everybody, of course. He would have 
to make himself agreeable to Tom, Dick, and Harry. A 
look at Egypt, then to India, and across to China and 
Japan, and back through that great sprawling America — 

own country, didn’t they call it ! She had it all 
mapped out. Thank goodness, no question of Russia ! 
She hadn^t even proposed that — was all to pieces now, 
they said ! Communism ! Who knew what would happen 
at kmt befeie they got back ? It seemed to Soames as if 



THE SILVER SP(K)N 


67s 

EnL'Lnd, tnu, mu'^t all i,»M to pKW‘>, it he leh it Well, licM 
".tkl In. would take her * And ■'hi ii id i rii d n\ cr it Phew ' 
He tlireu the window up, and in the. (ai a r dressins'-i^own, 
kci't ih(r( tor ’fr.n (.<iU'ion-, It .ritd int«> the mild air 
\o W ( ^tnniMt r Squirt till \\< ^.iin tt« sit tint there, hut 
his own n\tr and ii^. jojltr^, wth th<‘ tull nu-on behind 
tin in, .1 i’riehl witnt ss tht quu i I” iut\ la h id in ver put 
into wor^S, til' rrt t n tr.iiujuillit \ tu 1 . ul ltd tor tliirtv 
\ t ar-. and onl\ ; ■ rniiiti d to -t t p mo, -ht n m k of his hemp 

lit Would nn r tin ni-, it.e '■i.'ii- t,» tl,e ri\tr under 

tie wind, t'< J..n 1 d"wri o ili< wtir. tin -t ir. They 
li.id st.ir- out lilt ri , ol t ..utm , hut noi 1 r'-hdi t ms \nd 
till ur 1 ' rh'o I o ■; ^ ] tvi •• !■ ,,i ;i , , h- IhIunuI' 
d'he hit' oun, r..'., w 1- 1 ,0 ti 1 ir - m- hlll^•,(.nl before 
ihi'. hit' W I !h ’ ' t n ilk w . ji’ltd' \'id th It Ft minded 
1,111! I’iK tia,rvr. <’a wi-el 1 H till tin tn It r tin ( ows ijo 
ou: ol milk f,e w i- a ‘ n it ir d,’ tliat vhap' Ih would 
hi\t to w ,ru \. ui ttt Woiaii mvtr i < nn vl t< . under- 
stand that a low d. iidr l:o on j\ju • milk I'lr < \ t r, withf>ut 
hiitiL; .lilt mil ti I" ll Ik o’, 1 \ 1 , u! i m m to ri I\ rm in the 

etiuntn. hki <»Ki Lradnian in lown' H'm ' Old (I'rad- 

ni.in’s I M- wouhi drt/p o-.m wh' n he in ir^i this news ! Bit 
ut old I iv/laiki th' T' , and Wo ddm't m. It tt loni,', now ! It 
wtuild ht qmcr to lonu ha-, k iiu! hnd tdd (iradman jjonc. 
One — Twit— 'I’hrci d hat ejink' Ir hnJ kept 

him awake iK-Iore now , still - if was a tine old thick ! That 
\oun;: fellow wa*- to et, ^n '■itiiriu under it And was there 
anviliini,’ in the notnais that kept him sitting there, or 
were thc\ ju-^t talk ? Well, he was right to stick to his 
guns, an\wa\ But five months awa) from his young wife 
— great rnk in that ! ‘ Youth’s a stuff’ -Old Shakcsj;>care 
knew till w‘>rld. Util’ Risk, tm no risk, there it wag! 
Alter all, Meur had a good head ; and voung Michael had 
a g*K>d heart. Fleur had a gixxl heart, tw ; he wouldn’t 
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have it said that she hadn’t ! She would feel leaving the 
baby when it came to the point She didn’t realise, yet. 
And Soames felt \Mthin him the stir (jf a curious conflict, 
between liopc tiiat, after all, she niiirht give it up, and 
apprehension lest she should. Funn\--that ’ His habits, 
his comfort, his pos<;cs^ions and here he was, flinging 
them all over the windmill! Absurd! And yet 1 
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Aww from ! 1* ur tur it 1 .i^t * 

bo.iincs' .iMouiulni’,' lon-lut-t li.id inJu'd knocked 
MicIj.h] o\<r \nil \(t, .ittir lil, th<-\ ii ul come to a 
crisis in their hit ti'L"-.tiur, tin niun sorioiu because 
tiinttnitd NMth vvt'rk.ih i\ h fiiiiL'-’ !'■ rl.np out there she 
\m)uK 1 ixtoii,' jtMi'ttd, likt liiniolf, \MtIj .m enlarged 
{^rospta , 1' hi r uli .i th.u th« uorhl ton'.isteJ of some 
htc thouMiid pto*K oi .hiviiU'J t.i-tts, (ij whom she 
kntu >0 tic oiii^i'lc h\c hitruirivl It u.o die who had 
pushtd him in'o F.irh.iintnt, .irul until he was hoofed 
therilritm a- a tniiirt, their p.itli \\.i> 'urelv conjoined 
iilong the trt't d a large \ uw In tlu lnrtnighf before her 
departure h saihrtJ and ktj t sinihn*' . wr'.K thankful 
tliJt iilie w is htliaMni' ‘ iikt a kitten,’ as hi r father called 
It Her mrsis h ui been nn t dge r\er suict the autumn 
over that urtt«}ud (a^t- what nvire* natural than this 
reaction ’ At uast she felt lor him sufhciently to be 
prodigal oi ki.sx' great eonsnj.iticin to Micliacl while it 
lasted. Once nr tuKc he eau/tit her hanging with wet 
cses over the ehventh tMronet , once found her with a WTr 
face when lie awoke in the morning 7’hesc indicatioWf 
were a pncdc^s assurann to him tiiat she meant to 
come back Fer there were nmnicnts when possibililiet 
balled into a nightmare Absurd ! bhc was going with 
her father, that embodiment of care and prudence ! Who 
would have thought Old Forsvle could uproot himself 
like this : He, too, was leaving a wife, though Hiduel 
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v.jw no si;,>n‘ of It OiK' didn’t I now much .ihour Old 
Forsvtc’b teOm^'s, except that tlay centred round his 
daughter, and that he wav continually asking questions 
ah<iut labels and instcts He li.id i'ought liirnsclf, t(x->, 
a l]fe-sa\'ing w.'.isitoat aiul oik. tor llmr Muhacl held 
wjtli liim onh one iniporiant c oin (‘r- ition 

“I want \<>u," Soames s.od, “to kt ep .in (\e on nu 
wife, and see sht. do('Mi't go yettnu into a in. . with the 
cows. SIr’ 11 ha\t her mother wth In r, but weunen are 
SO funny Ohm'll hnd litr lir-* rau v\itti the b.4b\ How 
will ^'ou lx ofl lor mo'll \ ' 

“ Perfei. tl\ all ri.:hi, "ir ” 

“Well, it \'ou u mt '-oiiK lor am yood pur,' , c to 
old Cradman m the C it \ , \ ou n m> iiibi r hr 11, perh ip'- ' 

“ ’^’es, and I'm ilrni In. ’ll rum mb' r iin. 

“ Never miiul , In ’ it nthtul ohi tr Ih-w ” \nd Mu ha- 1 

heard him sigh " I'd liki \oii t.. lo. .1. m .it Cr. ui btru i, 

too, now and then Voir aunt in law in i\ t- H nu lx mg 

awav a little I'll It l \ou ha\i luus .,t i h ur from time 

to time— now the\'\i. got thr wirth'"' '-In'll w mt to know 
about the bain I'm t ikmg ph nu ot quinine Fhur 
says she’s a go<»d " nlor 'rinrCs nothing bk< champ igne 
for that, I'm told Arivl, b\ the w i\, \ oa kimw be^t, but 
I shouldn't press \our notions too far in Parliament ; 
they’re casiK btred then., I belic\e W t 11 meet \ou .ti 
Vancouver, at the tiui ot AugU'-i >}u II lx. tired f>f 
travelling b\ then She's looking torward to Kg\’pi 
and fapan, but I don't knt>w >eLms u> nu it il lx ill 
travelling.” 

“Have you plcnt\ ol ducks, sir Vou'll want them at 
this lime of \ear in the Red Sea, and I should take, a 
helmet.” 

“I’ve got one,” said Soames; “thev'rc he.t\^ great 
things,” and, looking .sudJenU at Michael, he added ; 
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“I •'h.ill lonk afitr r, iiiJ l»n)k .ittcr yourself, 

I hope. " 

Midi u 1 iinvit rstiHsi i.mh 

" ir \ik1 think \"U \er\ mu. h I think il^ 
ino^t fn. 'P'lrtirii'' of \ .-u *' 

" It's to 1 ( i: -pt d m'II Jo h' r .'o,,J , .mJ ill it the little 

fh.i] w -u'l 111' I. r ” 

*' \"t il I ( ri iidp 1 ’ ” 

>o itm 'A > o u I - I’t J m fP' III of ' '1 h' \Vhit< Monkey,’ 

I nit I 'o . inio .1 ir iiu (. \t t h'- -.tirn J in his cli.ur, 

inJ wJ 

" 1 hi Alt’- If ft ' \ 'T\ f hint' ^'r\ un'.rthJ I -uppose 

p/ i{ !' l.li'V' in ot',. ;i.nie n -a i : n hut / vloii’t know 
whit It 1 

Mu h.i If/ .ft .mil lilt ft ^t 

“ 1 )o \o) ,>,,nJ ’'llin.' riK , r, whui ’."U hrlunc in 
\-iur It ' ” 

“Wh.it iJ ' nolle), i..r no t.itlu rs 1 -. l’“oJ enou^'h 

forme '1 i ' s pi ■ t to., ii.iu i. n 'W , ilu f' 's no interest 
tTken in h> me J.'-c 

“Int-r. Mf-in ir h' me Th<- vsorjs were 

sine.il .r!\ I ou.pri r.< riM’. r W < r- ihiv tfu iri'V\er to all 
ni'dan Joulu ' 

'[’he 1 ist imjh', tin lust kiss ^ .tio . mJ the elum journey 
lo till IhsI- m ''o.inrns’ . ir Mu h u 1 ulotie went to see 
them off ' 'Uii ^'h.omv todoiJi, mJ the itP.v river ; the 
hu-.tli w,ih h ti'L' lire, unJ ih- trowJeJ tender. An achinjf 
business' i'.v<n for her, lu- tlrn ot b' l-.e^ed —an aching 
businc's And iht lont: dt ultorv minutes on the ship; 
the imtiutmn of boomer into iIn crumped, shining, strangely 
odourtd rn\stt.nes 'I h<- ithustly smile one had to keep 
on the lips, the inane jokes one ii.id to make And then 
that moment, apart, when she pressed her breast to his 
and gave him a clinging kiss. 
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'*G<x>cl-b)c, Michael; it^s not for very lonj[j.*’ 

“ Good-bye, darlin/^ ' Take care of Mjursclf You '^hall 
have all the ne\\3 1 can '^end you, and don't worrv about 

Kit.” 

His teeth were tlinchcd, and her e\eb --he saw — were 
wet! And, then, once more: 

Good-In c ' " 

“ Good-b) e ’ ” 

Back on tlic tender, with the ^trip of i:re\ water openmy, 
spreading, between him and th ship'- Mdc, and that liigli 
line of faces alane the bulw.irk — I h ur'- t u ^ undi r the 
small fawn hat, lier w.rvim: hind, and, a^ac to the Lft, 
seen out of the tail of his c\<, Old lor^Ut’- t ae alone — 
withdrawn ‘?o that liicy miOit hue their patMiig to them- 
selves — long, chinn\, gr( \ -inoU'i.u lad, \cr) motionless, 
absorbed and loneK, .v- might be that of soiu<. I ng-dutance 
bird arrived on an unkruywn ''hort, .oid l.*.,kiiig back 
towards the land ol it- dtp inure .^inalUr .aid .-m.dler 
they grew, merged in blur, vanuhed 
For the whole journov back in \\ c simitutcr, .Michael 
smoked cigarette on cigarette, and u id the amc sentence 
over and over in the same journal, and the sentence was : 
‘Robbery at Highg itc, C.il Burglar gets dear away.' 
He went stiaight into tlic House ot Commons. And all 
the afternoon sat listening .md taking in a few words now 
and then, of a dcb.ite on educaru>n W'h.it chance— wh.it 
earthly chance — li.id his sk\ scraping in this place, wlicrc 
they still talked with calm disagreement, as if England 
were the England of 1906, and the verdict on him was : 
‘ Amiable but very foolish \ oung man ! ’ National unity — 
national movement ! No jolly fear ! The country wouldn’t 
have itl One was battering at a door which everybody 
said must be opened, but through which nobody could 
past. And a long strip of grey water kept spreading 
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between lum .ind the t.»Iker3 ; the fnce uiulcr the fawn hat 
confused itself vsjth that of th< Member for W’asbaston ; 
the face ot Old Forsete .iKjvo tlie bulwuk rail appeared 
suddenly between two Labour I.e.idcrs, and the lines 
of f.ices faded to a blur un a j:;r^ y river wlierc ^’ulb were 
fli^^hiniy 

OfiiHL' I'Ut, Ik p. id a fjvi ih It had nu»rc reality — 
MaeCi'iwid^ ’ (ir.m ' It wasn't the \sord No one had 
got ati) Os.”, I .lilt ut that at'.ur Midtum ex parvo I 
Parvuin ix ii'mIim ' Tint wa- *h< tti'idern n.nitdv! 

doint' hi'i .c t'l iia\e a look at Kit and send Fleur a 
wirOe-", Ik } I'ot d tour nui-^K i ms pla\ ing four instruments 
v\ith a M.rt -t ‘i.rv 11 (\ bid ibh boJi. ^ in shabby 
cIoiIk^' ' lb. I •\i ' ’ ihuuv'ht Muhad, ‘ 1 know that chap’s 
fau sur( !\ 0 wa'^ in tnv koinpaii), in Idance ! ’ He 
watilud, till the ..heeks (oil ipsi d Vis' \ good man, tOO I 
Put tlK\ 1. k1 .dl been gooii nun 11) Oiorgc, they had 
been wonder^ ' And here tin v were ! And lie within an 
ace of abandoning tlurii' Tljough cver)brKly had hi* 
nostrum, and oik j'lrhaps wa^ as gtKul as another, still one 
could onlv Jollow what light one had ' And if the Future 
was unread ible, and bate grinntd, well— let il grin! 

How tnipt\ the liou^c flit' To-morrow Kit and the 
dog were to go down to ‘The bheltcr’ in the car, and it 
would bt still iinptier I rom r* orii after room he tried to 
retric\c some Mgiit or scent of 1 Icur. Tou painful! Hi* 
dressing-room, his study wert the only places possible — in 
them he would abide 

He went to the nufsirc, and opened the door softly. 
Whitcnc'S and dimitc , the dog on his fat silver side, the 
Magicoal fire burning; the prints on tlic white wall* so care- 
fully selected for the moment when the eleventh baronet 
should begin to take notice-prints slightly coimc, to 
avoid a moral ; the high and shining fender-gnard duit 
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even Ma^'iuij] rni^^ht ncu he taken too seriously , tlie 
cominj^ in between bright cliint/ A t harming room ' ‘bbe 
nurse, in blue, was standing with her back to the door, 
and did not m-l him And, in Ins httle hi^di chair, the 
eleventh baronet was at table, on Ins btiKath its 

dark clicsinut tiirl', was a sliLtht frown, and in his iinv 
hand he liild a silver spo(»n, witii whkh over tlie bowl 
before him he was niakin)^' ^[M'liiodu p^s^c^ 

Michviel heard the lUirH iMiie 

“Now that motiwr''' j:oik, ' uii must hi. a little man, 
Kit, and learn to use vour -poon *’ 

Michael saw his oHs[ nii<' dip it iii< t>owl and throw 
some of its (onunts mtti the iir 
“ That’s not the w .tv at ail 

The elevcnili bariuut repiiod the perlornian< e, and 
looked for applause, with a dtiirmiiitd smile 
“ Naught \ ' " 

“ A- a ' ” said the e k vetith baroiu t, ploj'ping the spoon. 
The contents spurted wastefulK 
“ Oh ! you spoiled bov ' ” 

‘ “ England, in) England ! ” ’ thought Michael, ‘ as the 

poet said.’ 
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I 

K W'.i I, r.cjt »n, [district of C' .l.in;' ! t, the ‘Fall’ sun 
mi .11 'ii.i VN noT t ’iittii or siitne m Rock 
Creek CeiiK I' r\ u Ik lore the S.iint Gaudens 

'•t.itin .Sii.inim I or-^v :t - it on hi o\( r. o, it, with the marble 
s(r(,(n to ill iMik, <ujo\iiu' il.t Mju''ion .md a streak of 
Minl'e’iit p O w-’IIl: tw- < n the c > 

W nil ii! I iuL''’tt' r 1 ht r 1 . n tiid lie h.iJ iiecn up here 
drt uK, tie i''tir, >o:i lu tore ..nJ k ui t iken a fancy to 
ike ['! I '• \| in ‘r. 'n, lie lm'- ’ d -'tr . tion <•[ a cemetery^ 

ihi- -t it ii I •. ik' 1 ih' toDii..!--. ur uitiiin him Though 
not a liiiiie ' 'U loui.l at quite, it w.i' .m io.ihiedly a work 
of art, ,01 i jroj.-Ktd a \trv ni irked ittcit He did not 
remernlxr a ; itue tkit made l.ini fci 1 so thoroughly at 
home 1 k It iTtat 1 ,’r I'M'h I'Ton/t I'aurt ol seated woman 
within the lioodmi: oljs td her airpk Joak sccmcd to 
carr\ him down to the hoitom ol Im own oul Yesterday, 
in the prc'^cme or 1 K ur, .Michau’, and other people, all 
gaping likt lum-clt, he h.id not •<» nunh noted the mood 
of tlic tiiiiiL’ as Its teehnieal c\Lclh tKe, hut now', alone, he 
Could enjov tJie luxur\ of j.l^ own sensations. Some called 
it ‘Nirvana,’ ?'>me ‘ 'J'hc \dams Memorial/ He didn’t 
know, but in an; case there it was, the best thing he had 
come aero^'S in Amcima, ilic one that ga\c him the moat 
pleasure, in spite of all tlie water he had seen at Niagara 
and those skv scrapers in New York. Three times he had 
changed his position on that crescent marble scat, varying 
his sensations every time. From his present posmon the 
woman had passed beyond grief. She sat in a froten 
685 
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.{cn-piancc deeper than death itsell, \er\ remarkahle ' 
There \Mis s<imt tiling' about death ' He renit inhered liis 
own fatlicr, J.imes, .i quarter ot an hour after death, a- 
if— as if he had In en ttdd at last ' 

A red-oak kaf fell on to his la} tl, arioth' r <in to his knt( , 
boames did not brush them oft to sit still m tront 

of that thinL' ! The\ oui^hl to make Ann rita sn there onte 
a week ' 

He rose, tro' (vl touard lln -t itin . and itirnt'-rK touthed 
a fold in the jtrten bron/t, .is it qu< -ti-aiiiiL^ the po.sibilits 
of evcrlastin^t nothini’iiess 

“(kit a si'-ttr liMin; in Halli- married a railroad man 
down there as a voiinit itirl Whv ’ H \as m a v\ondcrtiil 
State. I know nu > t-T laiiLde at [lie uh a that the 
climate of 'K \.is mn't (bout rieitt 

Soames uithdr{v\ lie iiaiui Iron; ilu bron'(,.tiKl rt turned 
to his seal I'vso tall thin (. hit ri\ tiL'ur< - rt t ntt rint; iht 
sanctuar). The\ nio\. d into tla luidvllt md stood sikni 
Prc’icntly one s.,k{ " \\ , 1! ' “ ind lii' \ nio\td out acain 
at the other nul \ littk stir ot wind fluttirtd some 
fallen IcaU's it tIr InRe ot the st ,iu( ,Soamcs shifted 
along to the (Virtme t nd I roin tlure the statue was 
once more woman- \tr\ indole’ And In s^t motionless 
in his attitude ot a thinker, the lower }\irt ot hn taei liuried 
in his hand 

ConsiderabK brovMud .ind liisiiiKiU fie ihliv lo< iking, 
he was accustonud to regard himsdf as worn out b\ his 
long travel, wlmh, .itter encirHinc the world, would end, 
the day after to-ntorrow. b\ mib.irkation «'n the ‘ Adelpluc ' 
ThivS thice-da) run to \\ .ishingt(»n was tin. last straw, and 
he was supporting it ver\ well 'Hu tn\ was pleasing , it 
had some fine buildings and a great man\ trees with the 
lints on, there wasn't the rush of New York, and plent\ 
of houses that people coaid h\c m, he sliould think. Of 
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course the pluce lull ot Americans, hut that was un- 
.i;(jkiahlc He was happ\ .ihi)Ul lltur too; she haJ 
quite !^^)t over that uiipiLusaiit Krrn husiness, seemed <m 
exetllint terms venh vuunt; Mkhu], and was !o..kin^ for- 
ward to ju r linim ind !itr It do le un There w is, indeed, 
in ho inks i Mike o( tulniiriiii -n md ot pc.ut a fcclmi; 
ot \irtui havmc Inen it '-wn rru ird. m 1, hevond all, tlie 
thought that ;i w.aihi - <-'11 1m k;i llinj I iic’hsli c'rass and 
Svciiu: au in th ri m llas",.. j , i Tis i ow Annette, 
t\Lm itik'M 1^' c’. id !• ' i im t!' h.ul itoiu'lit In r a really 

n\' tiitird! ’ri i h t iti \ a 't-UK !<< laii pcnerjl 
V iti'taction thi i it.u <•; ' \'r\ ma ’ w.is puttini,' tht 

tiiii ''iiiiL’ to>j In 

‘ 1 {, .. a- Ok " 

\n 1 ncli-li u k iid t .\o \ (Miie ( t o| h at the 'ar end— 
to k'l .t’( r. h' ':j[p>--d' 111 wi pn paring to rise 

w Ik n h< li' .ir i t!i eiri -av, in « voim \m)' ru m, indeed, 
lk,t s. ,}i .1' A \ ari' -kIsIs j nv iti 

|ni,ii. 't s tinihlv It It niala s nu sink here/* 
I rom till nsiun of the h md. hooius saw that it w;i 8 
wlkte the thin/ Im 1 rnadi. Hv; ^ink, too 

“ HverlastiiiL’ siiTit.i '> It in .kcs mt " ul, John." 

A the '.ou.,e man's .trin 'lid i.nd' r hers his face cumc 
into \ilw <Juu k as thoUL’iit, h.ilf of >o,uncs*s face dib- 
appeared .icon into hk fi.ind ‘'John'” “ jon " was 
what s)ie h.id mtant t.) sav Voum; jon Forsyte— not a 
douht ol it ' \nd thk Ctrl, hk wife, sister^-as he hud 
heard of th.il voum; \nurK.in Trancis VViImot ! What 
a inisHiancc ' He KiiRmix-red the boy's face perfectly, 
though he h.id oni\ s(.r-n it in that (/allcry off Oirk Street, 
and the pastrv cook’s after, and once on that grim after- 
noon when he h.id ”one di>wn i«i Rohm Hill to beg hi§ own 
divorced hrst wife to let h^r son m.irry hts daughter! 
Never had lie been more pleased to be refused. Never had 
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the fitness of things been belter confirmed ; and yet, the 
pain of telling Fleur of that refusal remained in his memory 
like a 8ti]l-h\c ember, red and pricLly under the ashes of 
time. Behind his shadowing hat and screening hand 
Soames made sure 

The young man was standing bardieaded, as if in 
reverence to the statue A Fors\ te look about him, in 
spite of too much hair A p(‘et — he had iieard ' The 
face wasn’t a bad one; it h.ul what thev e ilk d charm; 
the eyes were deep set, like hi^ crandlailn r'-, old jolyon’s, 
and the same colour, dark gr ) , the toaih of brightness 
on his head came from his nuithcr, no doubt , lair the chin 
was a Forsyte'v chm Soann^ ]u..i,td at tlic girl A fair 
height, brc)wni-h J'alc, brown hair, ilark <.\ev, prett) 
trick of the luak, nue wa\ oi 'tandinc too , \cr\ straight, 
an attractive figure ' But lenv could the coun-j man h i\e 
taken to her after Mmr^ Still, tor an Aimncan she 
looked natural , a little bit like a inmph, with .i kind of 
privacy about her 

Nothing in America had struck Soames so much as the 
lack of'privacy. If you wanted to be [’mate \ou had to 
disconnect your telephone and get into a hath — otherwise 
they rang you up just as \ou were going to sleep, to ask 
if you were Mr. and Mrs Ne\\berg The b.ou^cs, too, were 
not divided from each other, ntir e\en from the roads. 
In the hotels the rooms all ran into e.ich other, and as 
likely ft® not there'd be a dro\e of hankers in the hall. 
Dinner too — nothing pruatc about that ; c\en if you went 
ont to dinner, it was always the same: lobster-cocktails, 
•had, ^urkey, asparagus, s.dad, and ice-cream ; very good 
dklM^ Ho doubt, and v ou put on weight, but nothing private 
nbout them, 

XhoM two were talking; he remembered the young 
man^s voice. 
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“ It’s the greatest man made thing in America, Anne. 
We h:ucn’t an\ thing st) g'H>d at hume It makes me 
hungr\ —we'll have to go to l*g)pt ” 

“Your mother would ju^t lo\e that, Jon; and so 
would I 

“ Come and mo it trotn the other side ” 

Soaines ro<' ahrui tlv .md hit thi iK'Wc '! hough not 
reLognMd, he was tlu^iiri.l \ f,dh tdoos. .\ui a dangcr- 
ou^ eui ount( r He had tra\ c Ih >1 I - a -i\ ruu'tiis ton store 
Ileur's {H au ot mwul. and now tiiO Hn v^a^ traiujuil, he 
Would n tl lor the world hue Ik r ud.K niv u{‘'><‘t again by 
i sight o| lur tif't hwi He rtnuHih' u d onl\ too wHl how 
a sig'it ot Inn* 0 ' d. to t,p - 1 hinio !♦ ^ ^ tnd .is likely 

as not In tie t'- hert io<. ' Wdl. \\ < inngnui w u a big 
phiee Not inud'i d.ninr' '1 lit \ v.tre going to .Mount 
\crnon in iht .inrnoon, iiul n-niorrow morning o.,rly 
were oft again' \t the tof' oi ih' ttnK''r\ hu taxicab 
was waiting < >nt of thon oiIk r tar^ must la Itmg to tho.Sc 
two } t>ung {H o’ 1 . .ind he giant ( d it them suit h»ng. Did 
there ri'-t in mm some It ir, sunk hoj t, that in one of tijem 
he would st( her whom, in .moth* r lilt, Ik 1. ui seen, day 
bv da\, night hv night, waiting tor what - it stemed — he 
could not give htr No ' oiiU tiie drivers arul tlicir voices, 
their ‘ dis ’ ’ and ihtir ’ Vcps ! ' Arncritans no longer 
said * Vt^d it seemed \nd getting into hn-^ taxi, he said : 
“ Hotel Potomac ” 

“ Hotel Potomac r ” 

“ If vou prefer it ” 

The driver grinned and •■hut b'-ames in 7'hc Soldiers’ 
Home ! Thev said the veter.ms had prettv well died off. 
Still, thev’d h.ive plenty coming on frt;m this last war. 
Besides, what w:is '^pacc and money to America f They' 
had so much they didn't know what to do with it. Well, 
he didn't mind that, now' that he was leaving. He didn’t 
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mind anything Indeed, he liad invited quite a number of 
Americans tn conn- and see his pictures if thev came to 
England d'lav had l)e(.n \crv kind, very Iiospit.ible , he 
Iiad seen a preat niaiiv fine picturts too, includirn^" some 
Chinese , and a ^rcat maiK hieh buildiiiu^s, and the air 
uas \ery stiniulatiiiL: It \\"iihlrrt '-uit lum to li\e here, 
hut It uas all ver\ intielj alive, and a eoud tunic, for a bit 
‘ I can’t see Ac; liv inn lure- ' ' Ik thi)UL:ht ^uddenb, ‘ d'here 
never was aiivoiie more priv.ite ' 'I'lu car-^ stnanied pa't 
Jiim, or MihhI parked in rows Arm rn a wa- all ears and 
newspapers ’ Aiul a >udd<'ri ti, aieht Ji'tnrlu .1 him. Thev 
put ever) ihim,' into the luwspapers o\tr Ik re , wiiat it 
Ills name were ani<>ni: the arrival' ' 

Rcathint; his iKitO, he wtiu at otu( tow rd the kio-k 
in the hall wlnn v ou eould bin new { aper-, t-Muh-pote. 
* tandv ’ to pull V ('ur tee (h nut teeth to re [ 1 let them, he 
shouleln’f bt suipj)v.,h J/si f,t irriv ils Here it was 
‘Hotel Ihitomae Mr ,imi Mr' C \ rin K M tiunn, the 
Misses hrriek, Mr H 'leilam R<H-t . Mr .^e mines l\,r- 
byiE; Mr and Mn Munt ’ lire as hie, but, lortu- 
natclv, oriK h.dt as naturil' lor-vth' Muni' Thev 
never could ^et an\ thinvi rn^ht in the pape rs ‘ femmes ' ’ 
Unrecognisable , he sfiould hope \nei over to the 

bureau, he turned the register towards him ''i’es ! he 
had written the names cjuite clearlv Liukv, tea), or 
they’d have got \m ng)it. bv mistake And then, turning 
the leaf, he read . ‘ Mr and Mrs Jnlvoii korsvte ’ licrc ! 
At this hotel those two' \ dav before them , ves, anel 
at the verv top, d aed some davs ago: ‘Mrs. Irene 
Forsyte.’ His mind travelled with incredible swiftness 
He must vical with this at once Where were Fleur anu 
Michael f Thev had seen the I recr (lallcry wiili him 
yesterday^ and a beautiful little* Gallery it was, he had 
never seen an\ thing be*rtcr, and the Lincoln MemonaJ, 
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.ind that ercat lower tliini: wl uh i-c h ui rcfii^ui to iro up 
I hi' niornint’ th(‘\ iuid '.1.^ tin,', '-houhl e" to the Con i>ran 
( 1. lilt r\ , V, Inn llun w.t, .( Cent. n..r\ 1 * xl'ihition He Ind 
kri' o\ n u h. 4 t that me iii’ lit li ul s( en 1 I'el: di 1 1 nfenarie'* 
mill ?;nit Ad tla t^dioiiiM' p oiitf rs o{ tii«'ir da\ - .iiul 
tie r idt too nuniMj.'.K [..r w ^rd' ' \nd to the clerk 
le '.od 

■ 1 tan i f' 'ur.ni fn ti uh-*. 1 . <11 pet a ^thnj 

Imeh ' 

' r , V . I till' 't 1 1 ’( • 

"(lo-'d' ll i!i\ viii.ei,t>r n! nr ; ii’-h.mvl i otne jn, 

kin.!i\ o 1] tl I I- to ii'i (O nu I' ! ' I H ll i.ti' o\ lock ” 

And, e .,!!/ t k 1.. :t< ki<> . ' i. n-M ^onm tukets 
t'oi tlu 'j . r , ill. 1 It. \ A.' n !< 1,1' m the (vcnini;;, 
and ill i' .1 It ’.\a '-n hi w I ontu t ..ru'ran (nlhry 
1 roll) 1 .ll' r ' n \ uoukl i.’" :i o. i‘i • tt 'o Mount \ ernon ; 
[fi \ ' M !•' r itiothir ho- ' t I .r< ih'- opera, and 
to-nioriov\ h( ' i'-. til' tir t tt uti i( would take no 
1 h .ni e It . . A 1 m M 111 ! ( It. ll'. m at th kon oran ’ 

Arnnne, 1 ' nachaiiKailc 1 o.i/i t 1 cata'- eiu .iiid walked 
up'o* T' lilt rooHo o| . I,. .1 (.'• tl.. i-il-r .rid iu be^an 
.It the (IU! to. m At ' (lar. :i. \ vne, in iront ot .v 

laaiire i-' t'a -.nutu' 'uri ' > o oi n,. ni tiow, liut not 

s'jre ol kinix.l i h iir w n so v|, ,r| N.^nK-* i^danccd at 

the pictures Modern stuth trtiiinc' bt l.irui thoM.- French 
e\ira\ ac-'Hn s Hunutii-.s had 'tiown him a\ months ago 
in la'iidoii \^ he hid thou^iit, lo,)^ u wholcsak* if>t ; 
nu^ht .dl iia’.(’ b( I II { anted b) tie same hand. He saw 
llcur touJi Muhatl ' ann and I luL'h How pretty she 
looked ' thou'and pitus to h-i*>c he.: applc-cart upset 
again ! He c..mc up khind them What ' That setting 
sun was a man's j.i.c, w o it ' Well, vuu never knew 
nowadavs 

And he said “I thougiit Td have a look in. We’re 
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lunching at P'illcr’s ; they tell mo it’s be ter than the 
hotel; anJ we can g(j straight on from there to Mount 
Vernon. Eve got some seats for the opera, to-night, too.” 

And conscious Eleur’s scrutiny, he stared at the 
picture. He did not fetl too comfortable 
“Are the older pictures better : “ he asked 
“Well, sir, I'leur w.im Ju^t saving — how can aiuone go 
on painting in thc^c da\^ ? ” 

“ How do Vm'U irn an ^ ” 

“If \'OU walk through, you’ll sav the sanv Here's a 
hundred years of it ” 

“ Tlie IxNt pictures lucer get into these shoss,” s.ud 

Soames ; “ tlu y ju^i t.da aii\ thinL' thc\ i an gc t R\dir, 
Innes, Whisthr, baremi iIr Aimricans h.tve hid some 
great palntc rs " 

“Of couisi,” .s mi 1 1( ur “ Hut do ’.i-u rc.ilh' want to 
go round, Dad ' Em tngliifvdl', huner\ 

“No,” said .^iMtm s , “at'er tli.ii .'sunt Oaudens thing 
1 don’t feel like it. Let's go and luiwh.” 



II 


Moi M VIk vm, iri..n u v r iiurk tl'lr ! Wirli 

.ill t}i..T lour < '! the tR's, tiu cr ibs_\ tlifi, .ind htlow it 
‘Ik hrn.vl Uti <, >\i,i !, <\en Sn urn s cnnlcsscd, 

u.is iiH-rt. iiuj' i'iL‘ tii.m th- 1 : im - Aiul the hns \Nliilc 

uj' 111 ri > ‘ ’lilt'' 1 iP.! I’p. Ilf h ' vl, ( \u*pt for 

i)a ti !['[ . r>, ' • f 1 i> - I iM' p - i I .111 lin^; he had 
ipK h "i sum h' I'-lt ii< n, 1 h ..Ml! 1 )!p 1^:111' th it fellow 

(unrp. \\ \ ' [' !' 'I.P ’.1 t\ ■ t (h.i ..Mlljd iuivc 

t.il-i n t.i li' 1 . IS > 'l l/’rd h-iiii K'l H's old h'Ui«c 
on tla hill Ki hill 'p.i \\ I-. -■ nil thin ' l'’fi this, exu pt, 
oj loui'l, l.'T 1.1 hr. id'h nt flMT. Hid thi. I( ' llHg yoU 

.;lu 1\ . h.ij ni \i. riv I ..iid ( Iti ul 1, .. t .r .i- h< h.id seen, 

th.it tlc\ \Mr( n\ 'I'. l; i" 111! th I'.unfr) . m. I ii.»i succeeding 
-‘uch .1 fcrnl'i h.t ul -p , .pi , pp r.i.tly no time. 
I hur u K' in r. jtur.s, md wmiii.: Muh.il h.ni remarked 

ill it It v\ IS “ .h-v 'liitiK t'.piini'*’ J h< sun i( 11 w'armly on 

ills iheik ul il. It took hi' 1.1 t look troiii till wide porch, 
Ih I.tl t ntirmr till hoUM it'-.l; Hi Mmul 1 r. member this 
— Anil ni.i h id IP H .ill iv I II run up \ i stcrd.i v ! 1 Ic passed 
into the h.ill . nd proceidid, iiv-uunp' through the lower 
rooms Ki.ilK ' Tilt) hid d.-ru* it ixtr.iordinarily well, 
Nuthini; hut thi po. .d old origin d ^tu^f, from a century and 
a h.ili ago, reminding Nmhhv of h.df-hourh spent in the 
antique shops ut i'juntoii and lunbndgi Wells. Too much 
* Gcorgi Washington’ of course! (itorge Washington^! 
mug, George Wkishingionks fof^t-h.jth, and his letter to 
s<>and-so, and tlic lace on his collar, and his .sword and his 
gun and everything that was his ! Mill, that was unav(^ 
able ! Detached irom the throng, dct.achcd even from htf 
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movoil— covered, .is m .1 Ju.ik, In his 
colkntor’s liahit r>f a]< nt .ifpr.incnK-nt ; hr so dnliht d hi? 
jiidi^inrnis to hr contused h', uiurilUMl imlu ulitiis He 
h.id rr.u hed the Ivilr. >om up't.nrs win r-. (h ■ iri,'e W .oinnet' 'U 
had du d, ind was i/inv tlinui^h tin i^^rilh , win n he In ard 
.sounds uhnli .driU'U tro/i his M"->d , th* ver-. \oiccs ht. 
had listened to tint nuTniiu: hfi-Te the .'"aint (iaii l m 
statue, .ind with those vouis Mu h e Ts \o!t< i.onjo;,i j' 
W'as I leur tlan too ’ A h u kn ir.l jliru' rt hi 'd 'nai 
No ! the thri n-. r- o m h.uv it tie In id ‘>1 tin in on st ors 
eNchanvini: tin r* in nks ot - ii .nj< r * i.e d’ inn r sf, ! m 
the same thine Ih In ir i :■ a 1 i\, eo" i t iste 

in thost da'v-.” \nd Jon o n, \ rnie. \11 In.! 

made, \ < 'U n ' 

Soann s di\ ( d lot ' h n I 't iir , .j i st 1 .ir 1 i.t\ , 

recoiled, stamim rii-e, m 1 l.urr’ i ■ o .Idaii It 1 I- ar *\ is 
not with Ml hill It m mt 1)1 n sh ini e u fi '! ( tin 

curator d.ikc hit iwt\, wh-’e th'> thri' wtrr still 
upsi.iirs ! 'lhatwistlu thoiieh: in h imnd lwo\Muni," 
Mnji^lishincn wc ri ma hkcK to e\Hnn ■ n mn > or nu tiling 
else, and, it tln\ dadi. In. mu 4 t *n>l i "t Mi.! n ! qun kly. 
Hut how to i^'el I hur iw.iv ? Yes, tin she w n -t ilkin^ 
to the curiior in front ot (hoiei \\ .idu't.:! .n\ tUiti. 1 ud 
down on (uorvi. \\’.ishinet"n's harpsi. h n.! m tin* mime 
fiMiin ! .\nd .^o inn s suthr-d Re\o]: ne r.. h- unv.ill, 
still more recohuu; to pretend to I < ' \nd \ct -wliat 
else ? He could not e; ' up to her .md s.ic “ I’ve had 
enough, Ix“t\ t*’ ^he 1 . ir ' ” Sw.illowiug \ioIcniK, he 
put his hand to his In-ad and went towards the iiarpsichord 

'* Fleur ! he said, and w!ilu)Ut pulsing to let her take 
him in, went on " I'm not teclmg the ilung 1 must no 
to the car.’ 

The words no doubi were startling, coming irom one so 

undramatic. 
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“ Dnd ’ W h.it I'll''* 

‘‘ I d' >ri't kii< ‘w ^ iivi >'>,11111 s . “ L:ivid\ ni\cmr\oiir 
arni 


Kc.'lK 

lirc.idli- 

d f. i.n.i til- 

wh.,] ihlliC' 

On tlic w.iy 

t(' tht 1 

.r, }.>rl 

id . u.t (iiii 'ihi., her loiHcrii was 0 

end .irr.i 

IP;’ !' 

ah' \ < r s p 

iri' ih ip i'tpi 

: d Ills ruse. 

liut !.. ! 

111. I.ac d 

I'l iiiiirni.'r 



• I ' 

k,.n - 

,i ' ’ ... 11 1).'., 

1 I vj'. • . ..I ' 

1 ' it's that 

(. 1 1. 1 r' 

1 d 1 .■ 

-t -it epiK t ill 

f, . - •' 


k l.)‘ 

ere .! rt 1)1 ! -> 1,1 - ,t di 

■W h v> ' ' '111 

1 " a (Hit hi r 

‘■r.i iii!'^ 

k .till, 

and ' ' :;i th' 

- n 1,' . r I" 1 

; d .Mi.h.ul 

s, , , p ,, 

w !-■ t-<a 

. htj, t.n..u/h 

i'.",',' .i'.i b 

\ h.i\ing to 

rud 

li’ , 

hi. h w > n 1 < r' 

tr .’'c 


‘ (,r. 

n d 

' ■■ : p'lihoiL’," 

!,i ni.i; ri d 


“ W, > 

1 !Pi 

1 ii'.n . , J. 1 

r, . . ■) 1 ' , " t h it \ .»u t an 

ll' d i\Ut ' 




In . * 

' \s iniiii 

Miu..,] . 

I’ll, h irr\ me 

I it t(ji5 e\- 

pn^-d 

uli ^ . 

,l,e d t" >■) Iin 

I . man • 

"ruirn, and 

the ^.ir 

.• , 

'-d bo.inu^ 

t ! . K 1- W It ll 

hi> h.md in 

1 1. ur’^. 

ithi 111- 

nmutli and 

( \( •> ti^ht i 1' 

'"cd, fcOing 

pi rh.i}^ 

!'( tti r ti 

) .n he'd c \ ( r 1. 

' h ;n ha life 

lieforc they 

leaelitd 

\k ' oidn 1 )u opciu kI 

hi - lip" t(. s l\ 

that he had 


spoiled ihtir trip tin ni , tl,( im. f h^tiK h) \v.i\ nl 
‘\rlinL:t"ti, I'ut N >uKl 't i\ in the t.ir wink they had ,i 
jook Jt jt 1 i' iir u inr L’-'iiU' "fr .ii^ht --n, l-ui he inhistcd. 
\rri\ t d. h(>\\< \ t r, .It thi otlKTulut* h* 'U't , .iKn dc'-irably 
situ.ittd un tin d"p< the nvir, h< dtm.st ]i.id a fit 

\sl'!k u.mmi: l"r tlitin in tin i..ir \\ ii.it if tlic satrn idea 
had caurroi :<> j<>ii l-'rN\ic .md k- \\<.re *;uddenlv' to 
drn'. up ' It ,in intin>t r Inf wtun they came out 
.ii.Min, tii.if It \s.i- iiKc I'ui nut .1 patch on Mount 

Vkrnon the purth ^l»Iumn^ ucre t«,>o thick When the 
car .lyam tr.i\erMng the bright vmmxJs boames opened 
hib cvet for gixni. 
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I’m iill right ai^Min nou. It v\as liver, I expect.” 

“ You ought to have some br.aulv", Davl We can get 
some on a doctor’s prescnj'tinn 

Doctor ? Nttnsen'^c. We’ll dine up'^tairs and I’ll get 
over the waiter ; the', mu^t have v'mahing in the luni'C ” 

Dine u[)Stairs ' 'I'hat was a }iapp\ thounlit ! 

In their sitting rtMun he lav down nn tlic s<.fa, touched 
and graiihed, lor 1 h.ur u propping up hl^ cu^}ll^n^, 
shading the light, ]o..king locr tin top <it h< r h(H.k to sec 
how he wa^ He did not r< rnentl'- r v.lnn he had iHt so 
definitely tint Hk reall\ Jnl tare about him Hl even 
thought : * I ouelit to he ill i litii' , ■ ver\ nov\ and tlnii ! ’ 
And yet, 11 in tver umij'laiiKd ot kHing ill at home, 
Annette at oa^ f tomplaine l of teehn;: wot'^' ! 

Close by, in tlic little salon op[<»^iic tin Mair:, a jn ino 
was being plaved 

“Docs that music worr\ sou, de.ir ^ ” 

Into Soames's mind fia''hed the thought ‘ Irene • ’ If 
it and Fleur were to go out to ^top it, tinn, indeed, 

would iW be in the tire ! 

“No; IWatlier like it,” he said, hastily. 

“ It’s a v^- good touch ” 

Irene’s touch! He remembered bow June used to 
praise her touch , remembered how he had caught that 
leliow Bosinnev listening to her, in the little drawing room 
in Montpelier Square, with the wild-eat look on Ins face, 
the fellow had ; remembered how she used to stop playing 
when be himself canv. in — from consideration, or the 
feeling that it was wasted on him — which ? He had never 
known. He had never know-n anything ! Well — .another 
life ! He dosed his eyes, and instantly saw Irene in her 
emerald-green dinner-gown, standing in the Park Lane 
ban, first feast after their honcymexm, waiting to be 
doakedl Why did such pictures come back before closed 
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eyes— plcturi ^ wlthour rlu me or rcn<;on ? Irene brushing 
her hair — gr(.y ika^, oI Luiir'it 1 lie was seventy, she 
must be nearl) si\t \-i\\(i! How ti nit uent I Wait ftuiUf 
mrtr.V— old Aunt Julc\ U'^eJ to rail it w.th a certain pride 
in liavinp jultd up the c\pr<^'ion ,.nd eyes so velvet 
dark ! Ah ' but h md onit' u o a^ }, in.l <.mc did! Still 

— who toul i s i\ ' ]' rh |t he had krnwen how to 

e\pr'.>s his it' hn^ ' it he li ot und<‘r''au<>d miiuc ! If she 
hadn’t so e\i itc i his m tis'. s ' 1\ rh ips - < '}i, p- rhaps your 

praiidm"ih<.r ’ \o nd Hiiil: i!i i’ out' And iicrc--of all 

plaas A t’l '■ ^ business ' \\ (.r.' ne\i.r to lorget ? 

1 leur wtiiu to p tv and dr« s- Dinner lamc up, 
Mkhat 1 "{ ■ 't 'I u . . r./ ni' t i r tre slurn: v oum; couple at 
Mount \<r.- . 1 , ' in 1 nu''- '.lUan , In oiid Mount Vernon 
in idf him a.'. I i'iy i o-u j, 1.. " 

“ W’h .t V. I 1,1 n .nn , Mkh el'” 

,\anic ' 1 di in’t t \Vii\ ' " 

“ < iK I I don't knok I tl.o -lit \ou mieht Imvc.” 
is .nic" breatikd .la un Ih hid se n her prick her 
eat" (ii’ve it a shark i, and hir t'rehne for that boy of 
Irene’s uould B ire up again It \sa. in the hlood ! 

“Bright Markhnd,” sail Mi iiaH, “has been gassing 
()\cr the futur< of \in' ru i <■ 's \(.rv hippy about it 
because there are so ni inv f irnii r-. still, and people on the 
land , hut he’s aho been gassing o\er the future of England 
— he’s ver\ happy about it, and theti;’'' hardly anybody 
on the land ” 

“ W ho's Bright M rkland ? ” muttered Soames. 

“ hJitor of our Scrut.uor^ sir. Never was a better 
example of optimism, or the science of ha\ing things both 
ways.” 

” I’d hoped,” said Soames heavily, “that seeing these 
new countries would have made you fed there’s something 
in an old one, after all.” 
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Michael laui^htil “ Ni^ nerd m per^u^dr ni( 
sir. But \ou VC* 1 hilnriL,' to uh.it i' called the 
class, and so, 1 lx In \ i . do \ ' -u ' 

Soanic- ^tared Thi \ouni,' iinn ua^ i:* ttine,^ 

“ WMi,” )u s.Uvi, “ 1 shall Im- ■i:l,jd to In home 
packed ' ” 

Thc\ were, and pn o n(l'> h'- ithiir-iH i for 
take them to tin op -ra 80 tint th< mieir 
about m the hall, h(‘ U'-nt lov.n. him-.' It, to -.et. 
it. The mndent passed without 1< t or t.inJra 
with a deep siph ot rebel In* rt umevl hi- jlo-. . 
.ind was resiuKvl to hi' room. 
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And Soamcs shivered. Too lioi— these American rooms ! 
He went back into tlic sitting-reborn ; they had cleared 
away and brought liim ilio cvenim; paper ; no good in 
thatl H e Could ne\er find .invtluiu: in the papers over 
here. At this distance from tlie p.t-t, .dl this space and 
all this time- what did lie feel about licr ^ Hate ' Tfie 
word was too strong One didn’t h Ar th-.^c \\ho weren't 
near one. Besides, he liad i)e\cr li,»t<.d her! Not e\tn 
when he first knew she was uul.uilitul Contempt ? No 
She had made him .ichc too imnh f'lr that He didn’t 
know what he felt And he b(gan walking up and dnwn, 
and once or twice stood at ilu d(H,r .md li^ierud, a> might 
a prisoner in hi^ tell, rndigmlicd ' And going to ihe 
sofa he stretched himsdf out ou it lb would think about 
his travels. Had he enjo\cd them " One long wlurl of 
things, and—w Her .And \(t, .ill bid t’one according to 
programme, except Chin.i, to whn h tin v hid gicen .o wide 
a berth as possible, i*wituj to it^ state 'I he Sphinx and 
the Taj Mahal, V’ancuiucr H.irhour, .ind tlie Rocky Moun- 
tains, they pla\'cd a son of hide-.ind-'Cek within him ; 
and now — that strumming . was it She Strange ' You 
had, it seemed, ctnly |ust one sca^on of real heat E\erv- 
thing else that liappencd to \ou was m a way tepid, and 
perhaps it vva.s as well, or the boiler would burst tiis 
emotions in the \cars when he first knew her — would he 
go through them ag.un ' Not for the world And \ct ! 
Soamcs got up. 'I'hat music was going on and on ; but 
when it stopped, the plaver-She or nut She ! — -would l>e 
no longer visible. Why not walk past that little salon — 
just walk past, and-- and take a glimpse i If it were She, 
well, probably she’d lost her hxiks— the beauty that had 
played such havoc with him ! He had noticed the p)Osition 
of the piano ; yes — the player would be in profile to him. 
He opened the door ; the music swelled, and he stoic forth. 
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The breadth of Fleur’s nxim, <>nlv, separated him from 
that little open salon opposite the ‘‘tairs No one was in 
the corridor, not even a btil boy Wry likely some 
American woman alter all, po''^!blv that irirl— Jon’s wife! 
Yet no—thtn \\a^ something - ‘'(unetlum.’ m the sound! 
And holdiny up tha t\enint: paper betorc Inm, he moved 
alonq; Three pillar-^, wirh sput^ ^H•tv^eeIl tiuin, divided 
the salon trom rht i-Tridor, o-'-Khni: what hoames so 
mi'sed in Anurua- tin tourih w dl \t the tir>t of these 
pillar^ he ^ iii'o lo a si )nd \ t dl lamp with an orange 
shade stood I'V tlu k(\t'oird. and tla lijit from it fell on 
the music, on the kt\s on the. ilml- lui hair ol the player. 
Sh ^ dhourli he had ''U[ }'o-<\i htr vr( \ hv now, the 
sight of that h or witia-u^ a thr ol in it ot the rdd gold 
affe(.ttd him ‘’r.inLHk Cur\(d, oft, ‘'Inninv, it covered 
her lik(. a '•iKf. r laupie Mk wa- in c\ciiing dress, and he 
Could ''U til it her '•houldt r^, ne< k and arms were still 
rounded and btauliful Ml fur bod\ fr<un the \v.iist was 
mo\ing IivhtK to the rh\thm of her p!a\jng Her frock 
was of a irrcM-h luliotrope ho om •> --tood Ixdiind hia 
pillar ga/ing, his hand o\tr hr lue, list she should turn 
her hiad He did not exath f(<d -the him of remem- 
branie was unrolhd too quKkh From the first sight 
of her in a Hournomouth drawing-ro<>m to the last sight 
of her in the (ioupeiior (ialkrv the long .sequence passed 
him h} in its heat and its frost .ind its bitterness ; 'the long 
struggle ot stnse, the long failuri of spirit ; the long adung 
passion, and its long ‘ J.iKding into numbness and indiffer- 
ence Tfie last thing he wanted, standing there was to 
speak with licr, and yet he could not take his eyes away. 
Suddenly she stopped plaj ing ; bending forward she closed 
the mu^ic and reache 1 to turn out the lamp. Her face 
came round m the light, and, cowering back, Soamci saw 
it, 8tii] beautiful, perhaps more beautiful, a little wonv 
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so that the eyes looked even darker tiian f»f old, laryer, 
softer under the still dark cythn>us. And (*nce mort lu 
had that feclin;,' ■ ‘There siis a wom.in 1 have never 
knovsn.’ W ith a sort of ani^er he craned hack tdl he could 
see no longer. Ah ' she had h id man\ faults, hut the norst 
of her faults had alw i\ s In oi, was snH, }u r infernal 
niysttry! And, stej'j'ini,' -ihniK Id* a tat, he rceaintd 
liis room 

He felt nrtd to death now, .md, into h)s Indruoni. 

undressed hiirnedU and i;<‘t it'-to h'd Ih wiOad with all 
his heart that he ui'ri on ho ird, iiKlt r tin Entidi llai: 

‘ I’m old,’ he thout:lif suddt id\ , ‘ ol 1' '! j.)^ Vnuru a w.o 

too young for him, ■ full ot ' n- re\ , Inoflim: about to end', 
he could not see Thoa- 1 I - tt t a j hu e^ had Ik <. n ditlc n ni 
And yet, aft( r all, lu wasanuri \(nt\ 1 il^ father had 

lived to be ninetv old JoI\on (ieht\ li.-, lini--th\ a 
hundred, and so with dl th. old I ..r \ tt - \t '<.\<nt\ 
thf\ weren't }da\inLt I'v'li , md \(t t}u\ wirt toungtr, 
younger an\'\\a_v than lu ith to meht 'I'lu -.ighi <>1 that 
woman had - had — • ' ( hd ' 

‘I’m not going haek to he old,' lu tiuuighr ‘ If I Jeel 
like tins again 1 shall tonsult Nonuone ’ Thc\ had 'ome 
monkey thing nowada\'' ^iK^ touldinjtci llc'houkln't 
try that. Monke\s indted' W h\ not pig' or tigers' 
Hold on sonuhou .mother tin or fifteen \e itn ' H\ that 
time they would ha\c found out where the\ were in Eng 
land. That precious c.ipital le\ \ would h.i\ e Inien exploded 
He would know what he had to leave to hleur , would see 
her baby grow' into a boy and go to seheu)! — public >chv>ol 
— even! Eton? No ciuing lolvon Hiad been there 
Winchester, the Monts' school r Not there either, it ite 
could help it, Harrow was handv , or his own '-Id scho"l -- 
Marlborough ? Perhaps he we^uld see him play at Lord’s. 
Another fifteen years before Kit could play at Lord’s ! 
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VVVll— somt tliinir to look toru iTvi voinctfunij to ImlJ (Wi 
for If \ou liaJn’t that, \nu frit oM aiul if )ou frit olJ, 
\ou 'icTt' nkl, aiui the cn.l ^<'011 t iinr How well that 

unni.tn li.ul uurn ' She ' llu re wire In', pictures 

toil, t ik( liidi; ii{’ niori ■fru’^,]'. Tint 1 recr ( lallcry 1 
Lei\e tlani lo tli«‘ nation, .tn.i \our ri uiir iuej — much 
tonifort in .t ' ' '' ' vsoi.Kl re m r .in ' 

A daik ot li'clit on til' \\.iM V 1'0(> to tin -loor 
“ A'k.p, Dei 

,^^0 I k iir ! oi rt ni< inlirn li to lomi .tnJ hi\e a look at 
him ' 

‘‘ I low arc \ ■ ’ll n< 'IV, lie ir ^ ” 

“All riL'h’ . nrf.i llo\v wa'. tla opera 
“.MuKilmc'' 

“Du t hi fh'in to I ill u‘' at '■ w :i U'l-’ll breakfa.st 
on 1)1' train ” 

li(r lip'' tomkiil hi^ forthea.l It it thit uoman ■ 
I'Utii'Vir riiv'-rerui m \ < r of le r ow n a. < ord — ! 

'* ( K PI i<i nu’hi,” la ^ till “ Mt ' ; '.v'lr ” 

'lia. lipdit oil (he wall narrow) J and wa-. ^’onc ! Well! 
} ie w ai drow ''V riow Hut, in thi- hoU'if shapes - Shapes! 
Past — present -at ila pi mo it his l>cdiiilc--passing — 
passing by— and there, Khini them, the great bronze- 
liooded woman, witli the < ! .-cd eves, df ' p sunk in ever- 

lastini: { rofoiind pro ’ And from Soamci. a gentle 

snore cssa Id. 
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CHAIMKK I 

INITIATION (jF THI t ANTI FN 

In modmi ^'ocietv, one thiiiL" .timtlur, this spice OH 
thdt^ ensures a kind of nicmori'tic vacuum, anvl Fleur 
Mont’s passage <'t arms with Marj^nc Fcrrar vsas, by the 
spring of 1926, v\ell'nig}i t<>rgott'‘ii. M<ire<)vcr, she gave 
Societ\'s nn morv no ciuouragc inent, fer after her tour 
round the WiThl, she u.i. iritt.r( .ted in the Linpire — a bent 
so out of fas’lnon as to h ivc ail the flavour and excitement 
of iK>vclty with a "f)rt impersonality iruaranteed. 

Colonials, Am» ricans, and Indi iii students, people whom 
nobody could suspect of beiiio Iimus, nov^ (niountcred each 
other in the ‘ biinttallu parlour,’ and ware found by Fleur 
‘ \i,ry interesting,’ especially the In<lian students, so supple 
and enigmatic, that she loulj nc\(r tdl whether she were 
’ using ’ them (’•r they vaitc ’ using ’ Ik r 
Perceiving the extraordinarily uphill nature of 
Foggartism, slic had been hniking for a second string to 
Michael’s Parliamentary how, and, \Mth her knowledge of 
India, where she had spient six weeks of her tour, she 
believed that she had found it in the idea of free entrance 
for the Indians into Kc nya. In her talks with these Indian 
students, she learned that it was impossible to walk in a 
direction unless vou knew what it was These young men 
might be complicated and unpractical, meditative and 
secret, but at least they appeared to be convinced that tise 
ttolecuks in an organism mattered less than the orgm bm 
itself — Uiat they, in fact, mattered less than India* Fktir^ 
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it seemed, had cth ountered taith — a ne\s and * inirit^inntr ^ 
cxpcncrue She mentioned the t-e t to Mkhacl 

“It’'' all vcr\ well,” he answered, “hut our Indian 
friends didn’t hw four \tars m the trenche'', or tin tear 
tliereof, tor the ‘^ake of their t.uth It t}K\ had, thc\ 
couldn’t pos<vihl\ iiave tlu tethin: that it matter^ a- inui.h 
as the) think it dor^ 'riu\ nuulii want to, hut their 
feelers would he hlunted 'I hat’-- whit th< war r<.ali\ did 
to all ol us in l'uro[n who a< ri in ;h' w ir ” 

“That doesn't ni ik< ‘taith' aiu h - int' resting,” -aid 
Fleur, driK 

“ Well, ins d(.ar, tlu proplut'- d'n,< u^t'-rheini^ it loo-e 
ends, hut tan \ ou ha\i 1 iitli in a liti lor,( -o dariu d 
extra\ afjant that it rnak<- luiiuMiuai ot \ou In the 
million : ’1 aki it Iroiu nu , \ u ion ,n tiim s tosier' ^1 .i I u 

of very cduap and ( as\ t ii<h. ni 1 < ur In !: ui tru ruF ari 
in the same la-i — iuir Indii hi- I tin d'-ejo -lun- the 
Mutiny, and that w.i- ouK i ■-urfut uplu ival So \ou 
needn’t take 'em too serioinh 

“ I don't , hut I like the wa\ tlu n hilunt liun 're servin^^ 
India ” 

And at in'- ^mili s)u trowrud, seeirie that lu thoin^ht vhe 
W'as cmlv nun i^'inj^' her colhctu-n 

Her fatlu r-in-law, who had rtahiN in tde some stud\ of 
orienialhin, htttd hi^ cvehrow o\er tht-'e new uqu.iiniarKes 
“My oldtst trund,” lu said, on the tir-t ot Ma\, “is a 
jud^ in India. He's hicn ihert tortv ^ear^ Wlun he'd 
been there two, he wrote to me that lu wa- ht^innim,' to 
know something about the Indi in'- W lien he'd htLii there 
ten, he wrote that lie knew all about them I )iad a letter 
from him vesurdav, and he sa).s that after tort) \e.ars 
he knows nothing about them And the) know a-' little 
about us. East and Wc6t — the eireulation of the blood is 
different.” 
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“ H.isn’t }nrt\ \c..ir^ .il’trcd tht* circul.ituin of \our 
fritiiJ's MomJ ' " 

‘‘Not .1 j(d,” rtj-lkvl iSir l.iwrcncr “ Jt t.ikcs tori\ 
^(.■iKr itioiis (ii\i 11 !! iiif' oi \(.iur nia* Turkish 

toth ( , nu dear. W h ii Jof - M;« li 1 ] . i\ .linuil ihc iutjiI 
‘^irike ' ” 

“'lli.i! the (iit’.eri'in'id uou ; hmiL" uiilcs^' the T.lhC. 

uithJ.r i'\ tl.< ri-ai- ( ..it- • r\ .!!. 

" 1 ‘ \ n tK ' \ik 1 hut I 'F :i ' - .rv uhlU'-Il ot I' illjllsh hlo'kl 
ti,' K d 1 ' t I r< ii\ 111' ' I "T'V ti \S'u.: 1 H.iv 

" Ml- !i It 1 - ■> iiij' dh.i V .r at 111' iiiiru r 

‘ arc i.'iiM , \ . iiKi.' I I J\ I • il- Id tclli'U, the iiiiiu'r 
- but util- ’ f mat! K . ar >' \ u i» ii h atif r-> 1 he niinc-(;wnc r^ 

ire ’ll ti" tii.e ( i ‘ 111" ' jdiciiiU'' h iJ r are 

’!■ I- ! : -f Iruon- 

\ellle Ut I r ' i a t- t - -.i' . 1 1 I'l .t , < tie 1 "Ur la- e s, alld Ik 
It's to ' «i our'.cs \ ., I II!. rrs .ih: si'u] ' Well, 

LMikI 1 ' Mv !.i\e Kn, uul tell Mu hai i tc keep hii. 

li! ad 

vv.i- [ T' I ' 1\ vshat Mi‘ h k 1 \%a> tr\ini( to d<^ 
W hcJi ‘ th( (neat War’ br-U ( mit, lh<mi:h JUM old 
eniiUL'h I" liel.t, lie haei bet n t ■- \"uu/ to appreciate, tie 
fatali'in whit h t ret p- » ’.< r I jn..ii, i-atur* v\ith tlie approat h 
(>1 crl^^ He ua a['j’revitt ne n now before ‘the Grc t 
Mriked togetlier with th< [-etaliai \dlue whieli the hum, n 
beilK' altaclif' to saeng late lie tititued that both su'es 
had 'xpres^^ed the intention ol meeting the other bide n 
e\er\ wav, without, ol eour-.e, making aii\ concessied,^ 
whatever, ih.ti the si.ie ' Longer l.ours, less waget,’ 
‘Not a minutt inon , not a bob t.lf,’ eurtsicd, and got 
more and nitd'. distant as the) ncand tath other. And 
now, with th'- ili'Jnsguistd iinpatunet of his somewhat 
mercurial nature, Michael wa^ watching the -sober and 
tentative apprcMciks of the i)picai Britons in whoic lunds 
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any chance of mediation la\ When, on that memorable 
Monday, not merely the faces <if tlic gentlemen with 
slogans, but the very faces (.f the tvpical Ifntons, were 
suddenly confr«mieti with the nred ter bemj^ caved, he 
knew that all w-as up, and, returning from the House of 
Commons at midnight, lie looked at his sleeping wife. 
Should he wake hleur and tell her that the umntry was 
‘for it,’ or should he mu ’ Why spoil her beaut\ sleep ? 
She would know soon tnouuh Resides, she woiildn t 
take it scriousK Passing into hi« dn s mir room, hr stood 
looking out of the window .a the d.tr! ^(|U irt beh'ac A 
general strike at a tew hout'' iiotiK ' ‘ v^oine ' tf-^t of 

the British cliaracier ' The linti-h di ir.icter ' ."^ucpicion 
had been dawning on Mk had f< u \ c ars th.it it^ appe.. ranee s 
Were deceptive, that numbr- oi P irli ipk'm'. tluMtrc- 
goerdi troitv little huhes with tight blown about 

tfotty little figures, plcthoru in I'tr.ils in armdi ur>. pettish 
and petted pot ts, parsons in pulpit'-, posti r. m tli. ^trc< t - 
above all, the I’ress, were not repri.-'i.nt.itiNt of the nation il 
disposition. If the papers w'ere not to come out, one 
would at least get a chance of feeling and suing British 
character; owing to the papir't, one ne\<r had seen or 
feJt it ckarly during the war, .it least not in I nuhmd. In 
the trenches, of course, one had — tiure, rcntimcnt and 
hate, advertisement and moonshine, had been ‘ taboo,’ 
and W’ith a grim humour the Briton had just ‘ carried on,’ 
unornazncntal and sublime, in the mud and the blood, 
the stink and the racket, and the endless nightmare of 
being pitchforked into fire without rfiNine or reason ! 
The Briton’s defiant humour tfiat grew better as things 
grew worse, would~hc felt— get its chance again now. 
And, turning from the window, he undrc«5sed and w'cnt back 
into iht bedroom. 

Flwtf was awake. 
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" Well, Michael ? 

“ The sinke’s on.” 

Wh.u a b(jrc ' ” 

“ Yes ; \\c shall h.ac to exert our'^elves ” 

“ Wliat did the\ ap}>oini that Commi.'iSion for, and pay 
all that sul''id_\, il not t.' a\iad tlu^ ? ” 

My dt..r < 4 irl, that's nieri^ i ommon -sense — no good at 

all" 

" U hv can't tiiev tonn. to an ii:r((.n:ent 
“ Hecaii'-'- t}ie\’\t uot to s,.\( t k e. baving face is thc 
str<»nit<.''t nn’iiv( in tin world " 

'* H(>\\ do \ (tij Hit an ^ " 

“ It caused tlic vv ir , it’s taii^in^' the strike now ; 

without ' saMiiL,' taie ' there'*! {>roh il 1 \ he no life OH the 
c.irih It .111 hv thi'. tune " 

“ Dun't i‘t .ihsurd ' '* 

Michac 1 ki-sed her 

“I s'ljp'^t vou'il ha,t to do Noincthing,” she said, 
slecf^’K. “ '1 here won’t In tnuii' to talk about is the 
Houjc vvhilc this Is on " 

" No. wc shall bit and ^tlowtr at each other, and u$e 
the W(jrd ‘ f<»rniuh» ’ at s? it( d int' rvals ’’ 

“ 1 wish v\( had a .Muss(,l m ” 

I don't You pi\ tor him in tlic lon^’ run. Look at 
Dia/ and >\K'ko , or Lenin and Rii-at ; or Napoleon and 
France , or C r ■mwe'! and Lnchii.d, tor the matter of that.” 
“Charles thc beuaul," murmured Fleur into her pillow, 
was ratiicr a de.-r ” 

Mn}i..el staved aw..kc a iiti’e*, disturbed by the kiiS, 
slept a little, woke aj^Min To save face! No ouc would 
m.'ike a move bfjcauM: of their tace*. For nearly an hour 
he Ly rrvini; to think e»ut a wav of saving them aH, then 
fell asleep. He woke at seven with the feeling that hc 
had wasted his time L’nJcr thc ppcarancc of ooocero 
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for the country, nnd protrssirm'' of diixicty to find a ‘ for- 
mula,’ too man\ pcrsnn.d fci niftivcs, and prejudice'; 
were at work. As before the war, tlu re was a profound 
longing for the humiliation ami dcjcaion of the .uiversar\ 
each wished Ins tacc s.ncd .»i ilie expense of tlie other 
fellow’s ! 

He went out direc tU .dttr Iti d.f.ot 
People and c.irs utre Mr- ..mine m '>\<r \V( r 
Bridge, no 'buses r in. no tram but m..t->r l.>^ra^, full nr 
empty, rumbled past borne ‘ ','<iiil-.' wert o.it alread\, 
and everybody liad .i h-'-k .is if ihev w- n e-iine to 
a tea party, clo.do vl in i l.iud of dtfi.int ]>'l]its Mu h.iel 
moved on tou.irds lKd( I*..rk Ovir ni^ht h.id 
sprung up this amaMne -.rd'r^d im-.h-ma'-h of ]r)rric'' 
and cans and tents ' In the mtdM ot dl the merit il 
«ind imagin.unc lethiri.''. whiJi hid produud tin- 
national crisis wh.u .1 uv’idirtul ai-j 1 1\ of pr.utnal 
and dcpartmem.tl eni rg\ ' 'TiiL\ -.i\ - m't otgmi-e ' ’ 

thought Mkh.ul . ‘ t.in’t W( //'e avj/ ' ' 

He went on to .1 bin r.iilw.iv station It was picketed, 
but they were running trams ,dre.id\. v.ith \oluntetr 
labour. Poking round, he tallad lure .md there .imong 
''the volunteers ‘ liv (»t<irgt'‘ he thoucht, ‘these fil- 
lows’ll want feeding' Wiiat .dv-ut a i.iniein’’ And ht 
returned post haste to boutli St-pi trt 
Fleur was in 

“ Will you help me run a raiK\a\ cantien for volunteers " 
He saw the expresMun ‘ Is ihai a good stunt ? ’ rl^c on her 
face, and hurried on , 

“ It'll mean fnglitfulK hard work , and getting an)lK)d\, 
we can to help. I daresay 1 could rope in Norah Curfew 
and her gang from Betlmal Green for i start But it's 
your quick head lliat's wanted, and your way with men,'* 
fleui smiled. “ All right,” she said. 
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They took the car — a present tr»»m So.imcs on their 
return from round the world and went about, puking 
people up and dro} pini; them aeain They recruited 
Norah Curlew and ‘ In r it >iil' ' in Hethnal Green, and 
dunnit this hr-t met tine ot 1 leur with om whom she had 
hem intliiud to su^put a> ■'•.ineihiiiit of a ri\al, Michael 
noted hov\, within lue miruiies, 'lie had aeeeptcd Norah 
Curfiw as too ‘ 1 ^ 0 . id ’ to b( d inyt toils lie left them 
It bouth bqii ire in i.on}, riiin onr i ulin ir\ details, and 
'('t forth to sap the natural opj isiHons of ofhiialdom It 
was like lUltiriit barbed wire on a dark rUitht before an 

'operation’ !(<' i ut a po..d de d, and vseiit down to 

the ' Iloa ( ’ liuiniiiinc with unfornuilited ‘ formuho,’ 
It was, on t‘i{ wlioir, th( ha-r ihterlul [daee he had iKcn 

in that d.a\ 1 \er\oiu‘ wu' lalkine of tiu 'menace to 

tlie Con-niution ' d h< (io\ crnm< nt's lonit face was 
lotiC' r than f\'r, tiid iiothinit thev s.ud could be done 
until it h lo t'l'ii 'a*ed 1 he expre sioiis ' I rccdom of 
the Press ' .inJ • At the pistol’s mouth,' were bcin^ uscei 
to the po.nt of t Uitolo^w ' Flc ran aiross Mr Blythe 
bruodinp' in the I,obb\ on the tcinporar) decease of his 
Ix'loved U'etk'v, and took him over to bouth Square 
‘lor a bite’ at lem o'elock 1 leur li.id eonie in for the* 
same purpose Vceordiii): to Mr Blythe, the Miluiion was 
to ‘ form a itroiip ’ of riirht-thinkink' opinion 

“ Kxaeth, Bhihe ' But what is rik'ht-ihinkmg, at ‘ the 
present time o| speakinp ’ ' ” 

“ it all comes bae> to I'oiji^artism,” said Mr Blythe 
“Oh ' ” s.iiJ bkur, “ I do woh \ou'd both drop that. 
Nobody will ha\e anvtie.m; to sj\ i,, ,t Voj mi^ht as well 
ask the people of to-d.iv l<i live like bt Francis d’Ansisi,” 

“ Mv dear yimnp' lad;, suppose bt. Francis dhWisi had 
said that, we shouldn’t lx; hearing to-da; of St. Fraocis.” 

“ Wclh what real effect has he had ? Hc’f just a 
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curiosity. All those preat spiritual figures are curiosities. 
Look at Tolstoi now, or Christ, for that matter ! ” 

“ Fleur’s rather right, Blythe.” 

Blasphemy ! ” s.hd Mr Blythe. 

** I don’t know, Blythe ; I’ve been looking at the gutters 
lately, and I’ve come to the concluMon that they put a 
stopper on Foggartism Watch tlie children there, and 
you’ll see how attr.ietivc gutters .ire ' So hmg as a child 
can have a gutter, he'll never ka\e it And, mind vini, 
gutters are a great cuilismg influence We have more 
gutters here than any other etmnirv and more children 
brought up in tliem ; and we’re ilie mei^t euilised people 
in the world. This strike’s goini: to pro\e that There’ll 
be less bloodslied and more gijod humour than there could 
be anywhere else ; .all due to the gutter ’’ 

“ Renegade ! ” said Mr. Blvilic 
Well,” said Mich.iel, “ Foggartism, like all nligions, h, 
the ovcr-cxprcasion of a he^me truth We'xe been too 
wholesale, Blythe. What converts }ia\c wc made ? ” 
*‘Nonc,” said Mr. BlytJie “But if we can’t take 
children from the gutter, Foggartism is no more ” 

Michael wriggled ; and Fleur said promptly • “ What 
never was can’t be no more. Arc you coming with me to 
see the kitchens, Michael- -they’ve been left in a filthy state. 
How does one deal with black beetles on a large scale ? ” 

Get a beetle-man — sort of pied piper, who lures them to 
their fate,” 

Arrived on the premises of the canicen-to-bc, they were 
jomed by Ruth La Fontaine, of Norah Curfew’s ‘ gang,’ and 
descended to the dark and odorous kitchen. Michael struck 
s match, and found the switch Gosh ! In the light, sur- 
^sed, a brown-black scuttling swarm covered the floor, the 
WtOs, the tables. Michael bad just sufficient control of his 
nerves totake in ic faces of those three — Fleurs shuddering 
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trnwi^, Mr i*pi.n jMiuiiii, the J.irk .mil pretty Rufh 

La LwntA.nr*- r%ous snul« IL iVh 1 lour clutch his arm. 

“ I low il, -n ' ' ' 

'rill dMrr’. JvrLiiir - ■.> r< inulii.e Midrlioio'^ or had 
cciod tu - ":1. , ! : i:ul ;'i. i<‘, a 1 irpc <uic, isolated, 

" \]\ . I ' ■ v: 1 1 r ‘ \!i>i "od'. 'atiii cooked 
h, ro I L-.'" 

■' \it( '• >1/' t’ i Kijf’ I I 1 om.ti" , w'th ,1 shi#fy 

'/i.'l'' . ' tl ' ’ n r,< ■ o h-1' \ ■ *' ! i,L' 

Mr L,Mi • 1 .tt< It .rl .'t' ■ -tr 1' !« ur muttered : 

s - 'i. m . Ml. f ,.l •' 

II r iiM e. 1 [ . . l. .. ir.uip • jrih ‘•hndderinji; 

irtaii. . !i : \1 li It 1 V, • t' ■ ' • It' toil had; I 

inuo p. t ! r U t'.if ' v\},'n u i.l' ril\ she seized a 

I'Toom a'ul ru 1.' .1 at .. ! r. .. h ou tIk* w all. In a 

minatt tie'. .c dl a' it wal'l'in.; »<iij ' uc pin|^', and 
Hin^mg oj eJi doors and vvi,.d -ao 
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os nil 'riiosr 

VV^NIFRI 1' D\Km hid net r(.<i\(.l her Pc^t 

m ht-i sixt\ M.ir, -lit. h-ui ma fn]l..s\cd iix* 

closely the pr^'^re■^^ »>{ events whnh led up tu tin i:ciurul 
strike— tilt y Were nlwavs ^ ivini: ^hln^’^ ii' th< papers, and 
vou never hiu w whnt u.is true , ih"-( d'r id- > I nmn pi 'iple, 
too, were s,, intcrh rine, that r' d'. <>ii' had no patanee 
Besides, tin (loveriint^ nt dwav- did '-'incthintt in tin 
end. Ac imp, Inaviver, on the advici of her hrotlur 
Soames, she had ldK>.l hei <<1’' r- e.nh coal and her 
cupboards with pr-H^rK^, uni In ten ohhuk on the 
second niorninp ot tin strike, w i ted loiilortaMv at 
the telephone 

“Is that \()u, Innunn ? Ar^ vou and jack conimL' tor 
me this evemnp ' 

“ No, Mother Jac k’s sworn in, ot vour^t He hu'^ to be 
on duty at five Besides, thtv sav the tlnuuns will close. 
We’ll po later ‘ Dal LuMv I,ad\'s ' sure to run “ 

Very well, dear But whit a fuss it all is! How are 
the Ixjys ? ’’ 

“ Awfully fit Thev'ro both to be little ‘ spccnils.’ 

Dve made them tin\ badges. D’vem think the child's 
department at Haindpe's would have to\ truncheons ? “ 

“Sure to, if it pix-s on. I shall be there to-day; I’ll 
suggest it. They’d le^ok kk) sweet, wouldn’t they f .Arc 
you all right for coal ” 

“Oh, yes. Jack sa\s we mustn’t hoard. He's fearfully 

patriotic,”* 


716 



SWAN M)NG 


7^7 


“ W cIl. dr j: ' M\ l,tvr t(* the hoys I ” 

She }hiil jU't i'< L'lin i'» t MfMd, r v\)i()m •‘he should call up 
rir\l w hni the h Icj'h'.nf U H r.jny 

'"Mr \ .il 1 ) irtu li\ itir i Ik 
Who, '• 

“ M' n iini ; ^ >r : 1 in n' tnVnd of hjs. 

(.'I'ul i ' :]\( »!,, hi' iJdn ,11' 

>r i ' h . .M i iiwt;., 

I II' '1 ' Hi-'*; ! M -!i 1 ! ■ .11 tii’Au . hut 1 d.trcs.is 

h' 1 1 h' I ' 'c I til I y I 'll i:i\ Ml' is^M* ’ 

^'^*ihi! i’ ' 1 ’vS . 11 ’ .. ' iM 1 h nni: up ,ti;.uu , 

')’■ I ik' M!\ i h .:>> ' I i! r I'h i‘0 ' ’ 

\\ iiiitT' 'i ’■j } ’ I ' .1 ’ 1.' r . 1 r 

i ' n ' ’,\ 1' d’ i.i'j.i' t.td ^lu 'Hoped It 

hidM"’hine'' d"’Ai:f ni'Uii \ < • i 1, h ' mv ott* ii di-.tm( tion 

'tt.; A. 'it iM'.Mfv ' ()r, rtth'r, with tiic lack 

'>t It ( 11 ttit ' id I’ irk L.jnr d i\ tiu \ had I- U'uvn so many 
t.i-'hiiMii d'l( s who hid ' id( vl in th' I'.inkri.pt. V -ir divfircc 
iouri- I'lnil’ '-r inorlnr -ii id n**v<r Ixen able to 

Ff MM dMin tioii I’/iat hid lu<n thr hri^inriini,’ of Monty 
h( }. id worn mkIi p( rti . t w .tisr< o.its .oid t^ardcnias, 
ind had kn ‘W II >>0 nun h ihout ill tn.ii was t.ot -impossible 
not to hi tinpr^ a d h\ h.m \1 , a- 11 ' ^h-- did not rcgict 

him now Without him -lu a..;:; ^ m-vr luce had Valuer 
Imogen’s tw.' bo\ or Ih m dii * (.dinost a colonel), thou)^h 
■'Ik newer ,s.ia him now. liMny i* lie did, in (furrnscy, to 
l^row ( ue umbers, avs.r !rom the ine'inu* *a\ i’hry might 
sa% wliUt th'. '» liktd diout the o;« . hut ould it really be 
more up ’o-date than it vs as in the 'niM. nex and the early 

\ear^ oi rli< cinturv, when ineoim i a\ was at a sliilling, 

and th.it considered high' Ihoplc now just ran about 
and talked, to doyai'C the faet tiiai tlmy were not so ‘ chic * * 
and up-to-date as they used to be. 
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Again the telephone bell r.inij. “ Will \o>u take a trunk 
call from U’nnsdon ? ” . . . 

“ Hallo ! That )ou, Mother ? ” 

“ Oh, \\\l how nitc ' Isn't ihi> strike absurd ' ” 

** Sill) a^^cs ' I s i\ . ut'rc LDinirii; up ” 

Rca]l_\, dear Inil \.:,v ' Vai’ll b( s(t inucli more 
comfortable in the lountrvd’ 

Holl^ W( \ n<)t tit d( I thim,'' \\ 'i(i d wnt tliink 
turned up last niebt h-rb-.ah’r . b-n I'orsyte 
Left hib Wife .iiid i;i'it)n,r in I'm ,■ 1 la \l niis-td the 
war and couldn't aih-rd to nn>> thi Ihcn tra\ llm- all 
the winter— j' i:\pt, I tab, and tint .inakid Aiiu rn i. I 
gather, b.JN ' he uaii'o t.» d'* "Mk ilnne dirt\ - ipj to 
Slokc .m tin;ine We’re liiMut u} tn the bn -toi this 
afternoon,” 

Oil, but w)i\ not (oni :,i nie, dt.ir. ]\^ e"' ['hat) of 
everyth in It ^ ” 

“ VVtdl, theic b \ouni: joa ] don't think - ” 

But he's a nu c b< o , nn’t Ik ' " 

'‘Uncle So amev nn't with \ on, is h( - '' 

“No, dear He'- .jt Maplcdurji.mi Oh, and bv the 
way, Val, someone lias pi i niiiL* up for \ou— a Mr. 
Stainford.” 

“Stainford? Wdnt ' Aai>re\ St untord I havenA 
•ecn him since l)xh»rd ” 

“He said he would rin- up aeain or take hi- chance of 
finding you here ” 

“Oh, I'd lo\e to see old ^lalrl^ord at^.im. W’cll, it you 
doQ t mind putting us up, Mother Can't leave \'ounp Jon 
ont, yon know— he and IlolK are very thick after six 
years j blit I cxpu’Ct hc'U he out all the timed’ 

** Oh, that’ll be quite all right, dear ; and how is Holly I ** 
“ Topping,” 

* And the horses i ” 
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“Ail ri^'ht. Tvc fjDi .1 ^nortinj? tuo vcar-f)ld, mthcr 
bnckunrd Shan’t run him till GwlIwddJ, but hr ought 
:o win then ’’ 

‘'That'll be JAightful Wrll, dear bov. I’ll expect 
you But )ou \s<;n*i be douiL: in\thi!ii,’ ri^-h, with your 
leg ^ ” 

“N«i, ju^t dn\'' .1 'bu-, perf'.ip'. Won't l.i-^t, you 
know Tin' rrmt I T' dl r( td\ Pr(tf\ hut stuff. 

Wt.’\ e /'it 'em thi' iiiiv 

“I’m o glad It'll b' 'uJi .1 i’o( J thine t-» h i\c it over ; 
It'- drt .kltulK b(itorth( 1' »n V< >ur uiu !e w ill be vcr\' 
Uf'^et " 

\n indnr.iiL’U' h dd- -oiin 1 , d:t 11 \ il'- \()tce .igain : 

“I s.i\, Hull', -ay". u.int 1 j.-l — ’,ou might ask 

young Mont II m with pcn| !■ r \,.ii ‘•non, then- 
g(Knl-bvc ' 

KtplauiiL’ tin fm fiver. U’lnifr' d had S( iricK ri-en from 
the satinwooi eh.nr un which she had bef-n -e.Ued, when 
the b(ll r mg c: on 

"Mrs. I)(rti( ' d’h.jt '.oil, Winifred? Soamets 
speaking. Wh.it did I tell you ' ” 

""Ws; It’s \er\ annoMng, de.ir But \'.d sas s it’ll soon 
be over ” 

“ W'liat’*^ he know .ibuut it ^ ” 

" He’s vcr\' -hrewd ” 

“ Shrewd ? H’m ! I’m coming up to Fleur’s.” 

“ But, why, Soames ’ I should have thought ” 

“Muvt be on the spf)t, in case of —accidents. Besides, 
the c.ir'U be eating its luad off down here — may as well 
be useful. Do that fellow Riggs good to be sworn in. 
This thing may lead to anything ” 

“ Oh ! Do you think—” 

“Think ? It’s no joke. Comes of playing about with 
fnbsidics.” 
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“ Bui you if>ld me Iasi summer ” 

“ Thc\ (Jon'r looi, ahead Thc)\f no more rau.' 
than a tom-cat Xniu ttt \\ant'> to t;o to her mother's in 
France, I shan’t stop her Mie i.m’t p:ad about v\hik 
this is on I siiall lake her to Dov^r v\ith the i ar to da\, 
and come up io-morr*i\\ 

“ Oupdit om to M 11 an\ thini:,', boaim ■> ' ” 

“ CcrtainU not ” 

“ Peoph stem drcadlidiK bu v .ihim; n all Wil’s itoinp 
t(^ drive a 'bu" Oil' and, ^'soaims th,it \oune |on 
Forsyte IS baek lb’s htt hi- witt .iiid mother n Piri'-, 
and come o\ tr to bt a ^tok( r " 

A deep sound, ami tin n 

“ What’s he want to d<- ll.af tor ' MuOi Ik tter keep out 
of Entrland ” 

“ Ve <.s I sup} o^e I k ur 

“ Don’t \ou po putting' tliinps mto hrr head ' " 

"Of course not, ^oamc^ ^o I Miall sec \ou ' Oood- 

bye," 

Dear Soames was aUsass so fuss\ about 1 kur ' Voun},' 
Jem Fors\ te and she ot tourst but that was aL;es aj;o ! 
Calf Irtvc ! And \\ mitred smiled, sitting' \er\ still This 
strike was realK most ‘ intric’uinL' ' lone as ihe\ 
didn’t break an\ window^- bteau-t, ot ^auiTse, the milk 
supply would be al! ripdit, the (loeernment alwa\s saw* to 
that ; and as to llie ncwspa}Hrs -well, after all, ihev were 
a luxury ! It wemld be vcr\ nice to liave \ al and Hidl\ 
'The strike was rcalls somethip.k: to talk about ; there had 
been nothing so exciting since the war And, obcsing 
an obscure instinct to do something about it, Winifred 
again took up the receiver " Give me W estmirister oooo. 
... I* that Mrs Michael Mont’s ? Fieur ? Aunt W'lni- 
fred speaking. How arc vou, dear ? ” 

The voice which answered had that quick little way of 
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^hapmt: wt^rds that v\a^ mi aiiibsiiM' t<> Wniifrrd, who in lu'F 
\nuth liad perfected a driul, uhiefi ctfutualK doniinalcd 
l^oth speed and emotion Ml rh( \ownt; woiiuri in v^ociet\ 
nowada\' "poke likt 1 'n ur, a 't thc\ had tound the old 
w i\ ot -"pe ik.ne i neli'h 'l"u md ll t(, and were rinj; it 
with hull piiii hi ^ 

“ IVrn I il! neht. rh ink \rr. thinp I > .*n do J.ir vou, 
AuniK 

" Vi", III’, d< ,«r air i-n, i:i \ il and ll"!!'. are coining; 

up to iiK ih'-ut ^hl^ -ink' \nd Ih'II’. 1 'iiink it’s vcr\ 

uniRi ( s'urx . h’li sh, wani" I" M.rntihinj ^} < thouj^ht 

periutp^ Mu h a 1 a- 'uKi 1- m u\ 

“Oil, v.< 11, .♦ I -ur"' thin ir hn ..t tliim,;^ \\c’\e 
^!arud a 1 Oiti t n n-r r iilwa\ aorki r^ , } i rh .p-. nhe'd like 
to hi 1[ HI t '1 ’ ” 

" M\ il( ti. woiJd hi awivill’, n;. I 
" It won’i, \i III \\ .lutn vl , it’'|ritt» ^tnnaou.s” 

"It i.in't lot, d( ar, ..1 i-uiro 1* irliaihent aft hound 
to do sunu thiii,^' ahout It It must hi i i^riat comfort to 
\o'i to ha\' all till mws at !.r'’ hand 1 1'< n, ma\ I send 

floll\(o’..U ' 

"hut o! <ouru >li’ll h' Mf’, usil'i! \t her a^u- 
>he'd 't>ctter do suppl.t I think, irnti ad oi ^tandin^' about, 
serMiiL: I ^<.t on with her ad rn:ht 'I’lie ^'reat thin^^ is 

to ha'vc peo]'li that p-ei ..n l‘u< »!,' r. ati 1 don’t fuss. Have* 
\ ou heard troiii I aiher ' ” 

• Vc'^ , he’s I ominp up to \ ou to morrow ” 

" ( )[i ' hut \\h\ ' " 

" 1 L " h' inu-'t lx on tfa -.{'ot, in I.ne of — 

" 'i hat’s ^di> Ni'. errnnl It’ll make two cara.” 

" Holly will fiave hers, too \ al’s i; ,in^ to drive a ’bus, 
he sa\s- and -er ymii);- well, dear, that’s all! My 
love to Ku There arc a tremendous lot of milk-cana 
in the Park already, Smiihcr says. She went out this 
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morning into Park Lane to have a look. It^s all rather 
thrilling, don’t you think ? ” 

“ At the House they say it’ll mean another shilling on the 
incorac-tax before it’s over.” 

Oh, dear ! ” 

At this moment a voice said • “ Have they answered ? ” 
And, replacing tlic receiver, Winifred again sat, placid. 
Park Lane! Friim the old hou-c thtre — lio\isc of her 
youth — one would have had a sph ndul vievs ot cNervthirig 
—quite the headquarters! Lui how dreadhillv the poor 
old Pater would have felt it ! {.nnes ' She <=( < m< d to see 
him again with Ins plaid over his should* rs, and his nose 
glued to a window-pane, trMng to cure with the CMdeiuc 
of hif old grey eyes the f.it.d habit tiny all had ot not 
tcllinghim ain tiling She still h.id ^uik ot Ins wine And 
Warmson, their old Initkr, Mill kept ‘ Llic I’uuier Pnti-on,’ 
on the river at MouLbridi^ Ih alw.n.s sent iar a Stilton 
cheese at Christmas, with a memorandum of the ex.^.t 
amount of the old I’ark Lane port she was to pour into it 
His last letter h.ui ended thus : “ I often think of the 
master, and liow fond he was of goiin: down the cellar 
right up to the end As regards wine, ma’.am, Tm afraid 
the days arc not w hat they were. My duty to Mr Soames 
and all. Dear me, it seems a long lime since I first came 
to Park Lane. 

“ Your obedient servant, 

“ Gforof Warmson 

*‘P.S. — I had a pound or two on that colt Mr. Val bred, 
please to tell him — and came in u>cful ” 

The old sort of servant ! And now she had Smithcr, 
ftom Timothy’s, Cook having died — so myste’-iously, or, 
as Smither pot it ; ** Of hornwee, ma’am, I verily believe, 
aiisring Mr. Timothy as we did ” — Smither as a son of 
•op tf &irg o didn’t they call it, on ships ? and really 
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\cn' c ipnMo. rtinciJi rintj ->}ic ^^as if .1 d.iy, and 

till wav Ktr ir'Mktii Aiur ..!!, In- with the 

l.iinilx .JL’.wn v. 1-- .1 pn it t'- th* poor old soul-' 

( i^l.r \ I ..r^ . .'(.dl:, r th I'l W iMt: d v.in.iikt true Forsyte^ 
]().)F i iIm.mi mp tl < .1 r, T . , (P, pUtfonn of 

jvrrr.ii! 1! ' 'Mti. \! ' . i . i<» liavc ahoul 

I tic lee '> "c V. i" r I p III v! ^l ii'i’ III prime — 

\h-ni.a'ii' I’ ri!', > him: d- J. v' , il. 1' h h I 1 a halo 

is!'-. - ■ : .1’’ 'i i 1 -M.tf. I h li I’.. I. d' ar Monty I 

\\ t > 1 ' 0 d ’ ■ ' \ :i • ' 1 I”, ill icd him, 

,l)vi 1 all" ' ' 1 ' ' ’i(.o ">'[(' 1 ' 11 W s\ 11 till tH' satin* 

-r 'c *' i‘ *’ ' r II 'I nil their t(»p 

1 ill , h . i ■ " t.j ' ' i< i'ii>, seven-hour 

d.(\ IP ! ’■ •' I I ’ r ^ ta '111'’/ .iImiui iJieir 
Aioi th II 'I 1 '.ni 1' ... lie ■ .' ■ And W imlred, who 
h.ui 1.' .It i ’ I’l V :'o '"If, 'iL'hi’d It had 

all l.i p T ! I h / i’’ - V . .1 i -'I'l' ^;i.t this little 

iij., ..’ir, lie ’.ii’ . .1 nTi ■.■..111 !.. i!,.i-t (iijoyahlc, 

>hc )...d ^ ' id ! 'T .!p... I \ t'.M.in^' Her hand 

dipfnd d 11 t" .'.lilt !.' 1 she had 

h.i 1 tlm c 1 1 , ir r. . ' M \ii . n. ell Ik r forty |j\cn 

\ I .lr^ Hi ( ir ' !' '■tr' I !, r ” .tV.W'f juite respectable 
s[ill 'I'ra- ' II" "Ik ' .^r •' - ’i fh-' because they 

wi.re "trojli! i.p V. !’■>>*’ iTii. . .Hid HI thc.sc days, of 
course, c’. tr>b” i’ 'j’-i ’ d, o> r< th^ , too, that no chair 
Could stand it Mk ro-. to jadc" the decree of rcspect- 

aluiit\ beneath far, "Iiinc th- sjtinw'Kid chair forward, 
d'he t.iT Mont. b( ' 'h< . h.. 1 bicn recovered last — 1915, 

just btfore tie w.ir Kc dl; th.ii had been a marvellous 

piece of grev -grven silk ! 



CH\rrER HI 

ii'MINC 

Jon For'-m 1 N M i,^ ii 1. .11 ■ !i ■ m Iim. >t \< uli i\ ( n, h\ t) ( 

l.isi po-'illf I'lMi, ,in< r !i\' ini , !i li* ir-* 

JickI hcffi ino'-t p'liilitr \1' tf.< .• \ ! \ i ir t.i W.in'^Jon 

under tilt t ■ l>'V\n h- >. i in i ■ 'TI ■ i t '■ i ni d drt iiii 
Enj^l.inti ' W'lit u-nKlirta' n k. '.\ ii.it \S'iiu''rtul un « n ' 
Wli.it an .tir (»l li i\ in/ }><•( n iJi're ter c\tr' Tin ^uilJ.en 
dips intn mH.ilh , th' <'Ki tnkn', t'n* Irip. tii' h ih 
clumps' \iui ilu I u. k"" let !•! ltd ii.j u\ M if'-' 
A pCK.’t, snnii ul.it 1.1 irm int nt lit., •'tirn.i uitlnn tin- 
younj; m.in Heli'i'.U'' "Li i<''irur\ ' \iuu unuLi Lc 
cra7\ .il'out iks I Mdt - it u.i^ mi Lt lutifulK linniud 

VVlicn the ner il strike u.i- "\.r -.In muLi imiiu .ilum^n 
and he uould show her cvcrNihini' In tin ni'.imnnt 
she would be .ill rii^dit uiih hl^ mother in .ini he 

would he fret for .in\ job he t"uld i:i t 1 li rtmemlvrcd 
this bit, and Ch.iikti.nburv Kini: up tin re, mi hk u.ilk 
over from \\ orthine 1 ie rttm iuIh r^vi \ t r-. wdl i leur ' 
His brothcr-in-l.iw, I r.incis Wi’nii-t, had conu b.uk irom 
England with muth t" s.i\ ik.ut 1 leur , slit w.i> ver\ 
modern now, and .ittruti\''. md h.id a bo\ Ilou deep])- 
one could be in hue, .md how trmpletJ) get over it’ 
Ct>nsidcring v\}iat hi" old teehnc" down here h.ui been, it 
was strange bur plia"..iit to be just "imply engt r to "te HoiK 
and ‘ old Val ’ 

Bc)ond .a lehgram trom Dieppe he had made no an- 
nouncement ot hi-s tonnng , but i1k\ would Mirclv be 
here because of the hor;>cs He would like to have a h^^k 
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At \ al’s racing stable, and i a n lo, perhaps, on ihc 
Downs before takine '-n a sinkf nijt It onK Vnne were 
wuh him, and lhe\ touhl ha\e ii.it ri.i t.i-ciher' \:id 
joii t hout^'ht ot his hr^t rivlf with \nm in rie >oiitii Cardin 
mn wonds—thai rui-. tr<.m wi.nri tie. hid mither ot 
theiii rLU)\(r< t ri.' n w. ' li > 1 .b\ old housed 

\nd hen a! Mk H - r ■ 1: ' \p 1 o M;,,’hr of 

he )i ]l-se!,r. Im. iii i l.rs .har'd in 1 hi .■ ir< |on 
w.n \.n(vi I'V a -lad rie mrii-.r. oi t;,< ;r l iti.f r o he 
hid h--k<el thii Jr< ultd .Mt nil 1 m»i/ ,1< d m ihi old 

.rnuii ,r .M K' "1 1 lill 1 ) ui ' h i\. d K -.mki ‘•o 

U’Ond to tiini 

" |op ' 1 h .w ' •' rl.il to > ' \ < .a ' ” 

Ikr hi ^ IM IM < F' !, hid. tlw., lielitcd on his 

e\el Ti 'A d.' !, I i I't diiiiefvi .i I \ hilt-.i-.t(r was 

iiKirtliar^ t e.’ iM' r .i! Wiil-ti.llo ;< r < e ou were 

ilnio I In ,1.1' n t’e! ; .t , , ’ . 

“ \\ ii it i;.' \ oa e'liiKl'i : hrinj \nn( ml s our mother ! 
Hut jeriw;" r’ jun .i-, wdl, tdl tin 1 o\(r You hn^k 
ejuitt 1 nitli li "till, b'D , ,tn : \o.ir niouthd as riRc and 
widtase\er V\ h\ i' \ru rn irn aiid n i\ .d itK n have such 
sm.dl mouth' ' *’ 

“ S( me "t ,]ut\ . I ihiiil. Ilow' \ 1 ! ' " 

“Oil, \ .il's il' n/hi \ ou i.avtn’t h-'t jour smile. 
l)’\i,u rcnienilxr \ourod room ' 

“ Ratlur \rivi i.ow an \'/<v, Holly ' ’’ 

Idt i'ci^oine a w rit. r, }on ” 

“ >plendid ’ ” 

“ Not at all Hard ' ibour .uid no reward ’* 

"Oh ’ ” 

“The first b<x-k w,»s born too -till tor muhtn^f. A son 
ol ‘ Atncan barm,' without iht spiritual tnlU — if you 
remember it ” 

** Rather ! But I always Icit the frills out.’^ 
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“ Yes, we ^ct our objection to frill" from D*id, Jon He 
said to me once, ‘ It'll end in our cullinit; all matter ‘^plrlt or 
all spirit matter — I don’t knou uhicli ' " 

“It won't,” said Jon; “ pt-ople live to dn idc things 
up. I say, I rcmtmber c\eiy stick in tins room. How 
are the horses f Can 1 havt a at them and a ride 
to-morrow ? ” 

“ We’ll gu foitli carh and ■■ ih' in at exercise. Wk’vc 
only got thici tuo ’ ^..lr-uKl^. hut one oi them’s most 
promising " 

“ Line ! Alter ih u 1 inn t ’ > up .n i a',»t a gi»od, dirty 
job. I shoulvi hlvt tn-i-iK. limn ::k I -iKv av s \s anted 
to know ]u»\\ st'>i.(.rs kcl " 

“We’ll all i-o W'c c.. .sith \ .il\ imniicr 

It is so IomK to see you, ["ii Iginncr’s m h.ijj an 

hour.” 

Jon lingered live minim t ai m. I'.'ndow 'liiat orH..ird 
In full bloom — nor mathcmaiiu-ill\ jkoit-.;, like his just- 
ioldNortli Canihni.m pcach-trti"— ua^ ho \\ as on that 
long-ago nigiit when he chased I leur tli< rmn That w.u; 
the beauty of EngLiud— ivaih ng p' .nned ' H-iu 

home-sick he had Inen o\er there, ves, and his imnlur, 
tool He would never go h.ick ! ilu\\ vsondcriul tliat 
sea of apple blos- m ' Chukoo again! That ahnu was 
worth coming lu me for He would lind a place and grow 
fruit, dowm in the West, Wurccitcrsinrc or ^omcr.sct, or 
near here — the\ jrew a lot ot tigs and things at Worthing, 
he remembered. Turning wut his suit case, he hegaM to 
dress. Just where he was -uting now, pulling on his 
American socks, h.ui he sat w!a!i I'lcur was sliowmg him 
her Goya dress. Who would have believed then that, 
fix yean later, he would want Anne, not Elcur, beside 
him on this bed ! The gong ! Dabbing at his hair, bright 
and ftivery, he straightened his tie and ran down. 
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Val’s views on the strike, V.il’s views on everything, 
shrewd and narrow ns his Jior'^eman’s face ! Those Labour 
johnnies were up ntrainst it this time with a vengeance; 
the\’d have to hetl up before it was over flow had Jon 
liked the Yanks' Had he ‘Min of War*? No? 
(jood Lord’ 1 he thing lust worth in America I 

Was the gr.is^ in Kcntut.kv reallv blue ^ Only from the 
dist.incc ^ Oh! What w«r< thev r'omg to nbolnh over 
there luxt : Wasn’t tlun .» plan down South where you 
were oniv allowed to toh ibit un h r the < ves c»f the town 
watch ^ Ihirlianant )'er< w< re -ojnit put a tax on 
bt-ttnig, wliv not introduce the ‘dote’ and liavc done 
with It ' Ih t'o!. div 1 c didn’t v..r< , Ik ’ d viv f n up betting ! 
And he glaiirt i .ti Ilolh |on, too, el trued at her lifted 
brows .ind sliehtlv parted !;; • -a charming face — 
ironical iPid toll rant ' .''he dr<o(. \ .d with ‘ilken reins! 

\'al Weill c»n <iood job Jon had given up America; if 
he must farm out of bnglainl, why not South Africa, 
under the poor old Hriiish flag . though the Dutch weren’t 
done with vet ' A tough lot ' Tlicy had vone out there, 
of course, so bright and e irly tliat they were real settlers— 
none of cour adventunrs, h.iiurc s-at-lumie, remittance- 
men. ffe didn’t like tlu bcegir^ but they were stout 
fellows, all tlic .^amc. (hung to stay in England ? Good I 
What about Coining m wiiii tliem and breeding racing 
stock ' 

After an awkward little silence, Hc*lly said slyly; 

Jon doesn’t think thai’^ quite a man’s job, VaL’* 

“ Why not .> ” 

Luxury trade ” 

“ Blotad stock— where would horses be without it ? ** 

“ Ver)' tempting,” said Jon. “ IM like an intercftt 
in It. But I’d want to grow fruit and things for a main 
line.” 
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“All rigln, mv ^'>n , you can j^^row the apples tlic\ eat 
on SunJavs ” 

“You ''CC, fon,” said HolK, “ nohod) klicYcs in 
grovMtig :m\thini: in I'ntdaiul W'c talk about it more and 
more, and do it le^^ and k'vs Do \uu see an\ change in 
jon, \'al r " 

The cousins cxth.tnged a Niar( 

“ A bit more >lid , notluni; Ann i lean, inws.u ” 

Hollv murmured tliouj,,’littu]]\ “ W he eari urn. aK^av^ 
tell an Amern an " " 

“ W]i\ can one aluav ^ tell an h m,di-.!iman ” s ,id [on 
*' Somethin, guarded, ni) ele.ir But .i nitmnil l<M>kk 
the most ditlu'ult thini^ in the uorl 1 t-. detine Mill, ye)u 
can’t mistake the Amtriean c \pre^sl.ln ” 

“ I don't be lie\ e \ oil’ll taK \nru throne ” 

" Dcse nl'e her, [oi' ” 

•• No. Wait till \ou s- r h, r ” 

When, alter vlinm r, \ al \\a> going ins last reniiid ol tlie 
hiablcs, Jon s.ud 

“ Do you e\er sei* 1 ieur, Hull) ' 

“I haven’t for eigliteen montii", I sieuild think I like 
her husband , he’s an au lulls g<M»d sort You ssere ssell 
our of that, Jon She Isn’t sour kind m*t ih.ii she isn’t 
cliarming , but she has to be plumb centre ot the stage I 
suppose )ou knew that, re ilB 

Jon lookeei .it her and did not answer 
*• Of course," murmured llolK, “ vehen one’s in love, one 
doesn’t kno\N much ” 

Up in his room again, tJic house began to be liaunted 
Into it seemed to tOKip all his memories, of hlcur, of Robin 
Hill-^old trees of his bo\lu>od, his father’s cigars, his 
mothe'r’s flowers and music , the of his games. 

Holly’s nursery iKhire him, with its window looking out 
over the clock tovecr above the stables, the room where 
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laircrlv *K' h.u-! ‘^trutruloi \Mth rl’.pu* In thrnui:h In^i 

(>poii I'oJrDcm window c.iniL tlu swcots^ttHcd .iir- - 
KHL’lind''^ ^(.H- Iropi the rl;<. Onwn. ;n ilu inoon- 

'^r.tturrd dii^k, ilii*; first ni^itt <-! t..r M'^k tl.an two 

ihoii^ ind ni^lt' Witli Iv'l'in Ihll s,,]d, tl.is « is the 
nc.ircsf Ih f. 1 I to hcnif m Iniiiniiiitu I5ut ih(\ imi^t 
make ont' "f Th^r own i.i .mi \nn( Ih rne < the 

I‘ irjlisli ]i IK. r la hi ! 'a an i ( . i t > ' ' nihr n < t la n' i w irds ,ind 

stew ardf‘ss(o jyst la (all"' ’'i'\ with m i li^’lisli 

accent 1: w . . ^'tH. niioi. !■■ hi < ir-^ \nm would 
pia it uf now Nh( was \(r\ rtv'}'ti\c' Ih had 

llkid. tilt. \li ' tk ilk, hik la was ehul \ a] had «iaid ilk re 
w'isnoth'nL' \nurk oi il’Out him \im w' iK-ar d What 
a sh idow ti. i I’-n la^l )k>w .oft .aid old its iiiple ’ 
He* ic' . itito hcti .'^ht} If Ik wanted to he up to sec 
the hofM- exirvkrd' ()tK< hMare. larc, ik* had i,'Ot up 
earl\ tor aiiotlur purpos. ’ And soon li< sh-pt ; and a 
form- V (s o \i,ii('-. was H 1 !( ur\ w.tndircd lo the 
. orridtirh of hh dreams. 



CHAPTER IV 


80AAIE5 COES UP TO TOWJf 


Havtkg seen his wife off from Dover on the Wednesday, 
Somnes Forsyte motored towards town. On the way he 
■ decided to make a considerabk detour and enter London 
,0irer Hammersmith, the furthest westerly bridge in reason. 
These was for him a fixed connection between unpleasantr 
and the East End, in times of industrial disturbance. 
«'And feeling that, if he encountered a threatening pro** 
leiamt, he would insist on going through with it, he acted 
iMCotdaiice with the other side of a Forsyte’s tem- 
and looked ahead. Thus it was that he found 
ik cmr held up in Hammersmith Broadway by the only 
^telling conduct of the aftcrnooiL A number of 
had collected to interfere with a trafiic of which 
[ not seem to approve. After sitting forward, to 
his chauffeur, “ You’d better go round, Riggs,” 

I did nothing but sit back. The afternoon was fine, 

I car — a landaulctte— open, so that he had a gtxxl 
: total impossibility of ‘ going round,’ Just like 
Riggs to have run bang into this ! A terrific 
crammed with people trying to run out of 
I few cars like his own, half empty, trying to creep 
i into town ; a motor>omnibus, not over'^tumed 
with every window broken, standing half S^ 
: road ; and a number of blank-looking people 
shifting before a handful of constable f 
i phenomena which Soames fieU the aotiuHitief 
better. 

" m 
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The words, ** Look at that biighted plutocrat ! aatailed 
his ears ; and in attempting to see the plutocrat in queition^ 
he became aware that it was himself. The epithets were 
unjust ! He was modestly attired in a brown overcoat and 
•oft felt hat ; that fellow Riggs was plain enough in aU 
conscience, and the car was an ordinary blue. True, ho 
was alone in it, .ind all the other cars seemed full of people ; 
but he did not see how he was to get over that, short oi , 
carrying into London persons dcsirious of going in the 
opposite direction. To shut the car, at all events, would 
look too pointcd“so there was nothing for it but to sit still 
and take no notice ! For this occupation no one could 
have been better framed by Nature than Soames, with hil 
air of slightly despising creation. He sat, taking in little 
but his own nose, with the sun shining on his neck behind, 
and the crowd eddying round the police. Such violence as 
had been necessary to break the windows of the ’bus had;, 
ceased, and the block was rather what might have been 
caused by the Prince of Wales. With every appearance of . 
not encouraging it by seeming to take notice, Soamet ivaa 
observing the crowd. And a vacant-looking lot they WOH^' ^ 
in his opinion ; neither their eyes nor their hands \aA 
of that dose attention to business which alone 
revolutionary conduct formidable. Youths, for the 
part, with cigarettes drooping from their lips— -they 
have been looking at a fallen horse. 

People were bom gaping nowadays. And a goad.tlih;i|y 
too! Cinemas, fags, and football matches — theie/M|lK 
be no real revolution while they were on hand 
I there seemed to be more and more on hand 
he was just feeling that the prospect was not 
when a young woman put her head over the 
cat, 

^ Omld yon take me in to town ? 
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Soames automatically con'^ultcd lii'^ watch The hand‘d 
pointing to H\cn o’clock ga\c him extraordinariK little 
help R.ither a Miiartls -drc'-scd >oung woman, witli i 
slight t(Kknc\ accent and p<i\\dcT on her nose' Thai 
fellow Riggs \could n(. ver ha\( done grinning \nJ \«.t 
lie had read in tin lirituh that e\(.-nbod'. ua*' doing 

It. Ratht r grullK la odd 

‘‘ I suppose ^o Where do \ou u.oit to no ' ” 

“ Oh, la 1C (•''tt r >(|uart v. ■ >ul<l do no .ilirn.l't” 

Great Scott ' 

The \ oung worn in >ccnu>l to mi > la- (ntotnai “ ^hiu 
see,” ^hc '■aid, " 1 not to u r . luMiiinn to cai Ottorc ni\ 

•how.” 

Morcovc'r, ^hc V. gctnriL iii ' ^oaIn' ^ in itl n<‘f out 
Restraining him-'C h, he gave hr r a '-i h long !ooi . aMri''sor 
something \oiing round lac e. in i li iip, n it ur ilK no^e 
.’I little snub 1 \ < s gre \ , rat lu r gi 'I gl . nioat! 1 'in, ['rett\ 
mouth, ^ltghtI\ I oininon ' >h!ngl' d of cours' 

“ It’s awt'K kind of \.M ' " 

“ Not at all ' ” said Soames , and the car ino\cd 
“ Think It's going to hi'i, fh' strike 
Soames le.ined torv\ard 

“ (/o on. Riggs," he said., " inJ put thn \oung ladv 
down in- er- Co\entr\ Stnet " 

“ It’s trightt'ic awk tor U", all this," .aid the \imng lad\ 

•* I should luccr’ve got there in tunc \ou seen our .show, 
* Dat LubK Ladv ^ ’ ” 

-No" ' 

It’s rather good ” 

- Oh ! " 

- \Vc shall have tci close, though, if this basts.” 

» Ah ! ” 

The young lady was silent, scorning to recognise that she 
was not in the presence cif a convcrsatumalist 
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Soam<.“^ rc-cros^cJ }ll^ ki:'' It was so sunt hf li.tti 

'pfik<n 1(1 .1 straiiito \(.uni: w. i ,n, th ,t he h ni .ilnn-i 

toTL'' >l tf'ii Ik i\\ !t w d"i ( III d' 1 n. •! u inr tot lUourap. 

lit r, .uui \ 1 1 w a-' t ( iiiM 1, t h it ir w ,1'- / 1 if 
" tk aiit' (Ff il It : " ht ' p-l, sw ! •, nh. 

’1 !k \ ' aiiii' i i.K ^ n.il' ’ 

‘ \\ Lit J'' mu ihiMi- " ' . ' ij : ‘ It’' 4 1 t if ” 

" I . 1 . ai’r ]i( ( it,’ ~ ,1 ! '" t 

Tti< \(-!; la L It ^ me 1-’ 1 1. : 

• U lit ' ' 

>' ’ tiiK ' 'i * t ' IK, :/ r hf i, 1 j Iv'rn 

k' ( plJlJ t ' K| . , I III,.;, . ( 

" I Itiif’i ' ' r ith r il,:,, .i". i ” i i ’I, tn ■ ^ 

lilt 'Hit' ’ "I I " j > ka , 111 A> 'ri el i-Krut” 

1 la I ir I L' a I’ ; • \ e ii e- h' p m i . 

t kN i.l iM i!.. I. i’l.itc- jk .1 ir ( lui to thik 

1 la \l!« rt M 'III. rial, ill' I .t . la ' ' dm ’ Cl Ithttlefl 

ti ir It I ' I'li'ltlt ' I >! t la tlM ' - ' 

“ V..U '►'<( I ...nu ah.i ' ' .a r .t, - e i the touii^* 

iiJv 

i.imt ' m i.i( in ( t!' 'fr 111 L'. , t ii't 'artitc 
“ \\ i.ai li I . ■ a J' . m ii ” ; ' i ^ < J 
“ ami lilt ( 

“ I MC ” 

I’t 1 rather ,1 K'lej ' It in i.‘a third «ct, where acV' all 
in mir nahtu 
^e imes sm:K d 1 unfit 

*' \ wu\e p .1 n I 'd'K i.Kt K ii< \ aui^han tiew,” he said 
“ K ite Vai.ahan ' \\ ^ ■. w.,- -vhe " " 

“ \\ iio tsa' Kate \ auatian ? ” n pt .deJ >o.imes ; “ ^rcat- 
Cbt darner that wa^t\(.rm nurh'ijut Dane was grace- 
ful in th'st da\s,now It'" all throwing \ our legs alxiut. Tlic 
faster \ou can move \our the more you tfiink you’re 
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dancing.” And, disconcerted by an outbur<;t that was 
bound to lead to somotlianp, lie averted liis eves 

“ You don’t like j.i/7 ? ” queried the yoiin^ lady . 

“ I do not,” said Soame^ 

“Well, I don't eitlier— not ret lie; ir’-; eettin^ old- 
fashhincd, loo,” 

Hyde P.irk Corner alre.idv ' Ard tlie car a ^ood 
twenty ! 

“My word * Iat<»k at the Icrrits, it's marvellous on't 
it ? ” 

Soamefi emitted a mnhrmat'irv enmr The \ouni,' laclv 
was powdering her nose now, and l uuhinL: op ht r lips, with 
an almost si.agyerint^ franknos ‘Suppose anyone sees 
me ? ’ thought Soames And he would never know whether 
anyone h.ad or not Turnir? up tlx lucli collar of his 
overcoat, he saui 

“Draughty things, tlksc tars ' Sh.ill 1 put )cii down at 

Scott’s ? ” 

“Oh, no. Lvons, please; I’ve onlv time tT a snack ; 
got to be on the st.ige .at eight It’s been avvt'K kind of 
you. I only hope somebod;. ’ll take me home ' ” Her 
eyes rolled suddenK, and she added * “If vou kimw w'hat 
I mean.” 

“Quite!” said Soamc^, with a certain delicacy of 
perception. ” Here you arc Stop— Ri^rgs ' " 

The car stopped, and the vmng lady extended her hand 

to Soames. 

“ Good-bye, and thank you ! ” 

** Good-bye ! ” said Soames Nodding and smiling, she 

got out, 

“ Go on, Riggs, sharp ! South Square.” 

The car moved on. Soames did not look back ; in his 
mind the thought formed like a bubble on the surface of 
water : ‘ In the old days anyone who looked and talked like 
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that would have left rac her addre^j. ’ And she hadn’t ! 
He could nut decide wlicthcr or ii<* tins marked an advance 
At South Square, tui di^ei*; t rin^» that Michael and Fleur 
were out, he did nut dres^ t«.r dinner, hut went to the 
nur'^rry. His ^'rand--'n, imve luarl) three )cars old, waa 
still awake, and i'd “ Hallo ' ” 

“ Hallo I ” v^oaim . jr.niu.d a io\ v^afch^)an's rattle. 
There lollowed hue iiiiniitt' oi ih nt and vornyK fe absorp- 
tion, hrokai iittulK Iw yuU’iral .'.uiid. from the rattle. 
Then hb ^ran.ison la\ ha>.k in i eot, fixed his blue eyes on 
Soaiio ' ind - lid, ' 1 i dl*> ' ” 

“ Hallo ' ” Ti j li vi 'x- ..im s 
“ Ta, la hi ^uraiui'- ui 

“ Ta, t.i ' " i ! ^ • iinc', ha^ kill/ to the door, and nearly 
falling' o\ < r tiK ^.r do^' 1 In inii r’, a w iikii i( rminatcd, 
and Soanit ' wtnt down.tair^ II ur had t( leplamcd to 
s.TV lie \s o not to Wait diniu r 

Opposite t; (I'ov.i ht -at down No ^'ood Saving hc 
reincmhircd the (.’hartibt nuts of ’ 4 S, because hc had 
been born in '55 , but lit knew hiN Li.cK bvvultin liad been 
a ‘ special ’ at the time TIus ^'tiur.d strike was probably 
the ^iu^[ serious intern d djsturbaiue that iiad happened 
since, and, 'itting o\<r hl^ .souj , he bored further and 
further into it^ pos-.ibiktks Uoishtxisin r«>und the comer 
—that was llie trouble ' d'hat and ilu hxed nature of 
ideas in hn^’Iarid Ihtaust a thini; like coal had once 
been profitable, I he) thougiii it must aiv\.a's he profitable, 
political leader-., Trades I nioiiists, newspaper chaps — they 
never u>okcd an iikIi biiorc their ru»>cs ' 1 hey ’d had since 

last Au^'u^t to do something about it, .ind what had they 
done r Drawn up a report tiiai nobodv would look at 1 
“ White wine, sir, or claret ? ^ 

Anything that’s open.’’ To have said that in the 
’eighties, or even the ’nineties, would have given hif father 
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a fit! The idt.i nt drinkint,' tl.irer already opened was 
then almost equualent to athei‘-m limtlur ot the 
slump in idi als 

What d<» vnu think ahoiu tin- , Co.iker ? ” 
d’hc almost hairle-^s man li>\\(r(d tie Saiiterne. 

“ (jot no body in it, ''ir, it \ ou a-k nn 
“ What makes \ou sa\ tliat ' ” 

“If it had an\' bnd\ m it, -ir, tli<\M ha\e liad tlu' 
r.iilins^s of H\ de Park up h\ non 

Soames poised a bit ot his - T >l.nuldn’t be surpTised 
if }ou were ripht," he s nd, with a ( < rtain apj'roval 

“They make a lot of but n<> -tlurt's n.uhinL: tn 

it. The dole tli.it w.is a 3l<\er vl<-iL>-e, sir P.tnnus et 
cirt esses, .is Mr Mont saNs nr " 

“Ha' II avc \ on seen thi - « anti < n tin \ 'r' running ^ “ 
“No, sir, I Inluor the\*\( Odt the b(<t]< man in this 
evening I'm t"ld tlu re's a { rt^ . r ku .,t liectles " 

“ Ugh ! - 

“ Yes, sir ; it’s nahstv nisei r " 

Having finished diniKT, .'^o. urn's liehtcd the second of his 
two daily tig.irs anti took up the t.irpktts of the wireless 
He had resisted this iiv.ention loni; .is hi (ould- but 
in times like (luse ' “ London ^ iliiim' ' ” Yes, and rht. 

British Isle.s listening ’ Trouble in ( d isgow ' 'rii<rew)uld 
be — lot of Irish tlierc ' More ‘ sp(.^.i.ds ’ u inted ' Thcrc'd 
soon be plent\ of those He must tell that iellow Riul!' 
to enlist This butler ch.ip, too, could well be sp.ircu 
Trains ! Thc\ seemed to be running a lot of trains alreadv 
After listening with Mune attention to the Home Secretary, 
Soames put the earpieces down and look up British 
GazttU, It was his first sustained liw>k at this tenuous 
production, and he hoped it would be his last The 
paper and printing were deplorable Still, he supposed it 
was something to have got it out at all Tampenng with 
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the freciiom of the Press ' Tho^c klhiws vvere n(»t hntlin^ 
it so c.is\ as thev thoui^'ht Tii'-v had tainpcretl ami the 
result Was a Press iiurIi ni«/re J'tiniiOv ai;.unst them than 
the Press the\ had suppress d liurrud tluir finj^ers 
ilurt ! And quite unu'H ^ tr\ <>li tisMi.nevl rintiun now 
— intlucnu' "t the Press 'i Ik w .r h id hilif d it U’llhoul 
ecrdiJerue m trutli thtre wu'- 'U' inlliuiue I’olitKians 
or ihc Pre'-^ il \<'U t-uildn’t tle-ni, the\ didn't 

lunt ' P<rh.ips th( \ w -aid n di-v i\(r th it S'Unc day 
In the ineantiiiii iIk* ] q ' rs wrrt 1 k.f lo^ktails titivators 
nei'-tl\ <<f tlie appetite and the h-rve-, H- si<cp\ hc 
was' 11c h-'jid hlcur wouldn’t he \er\ lat( uuning 
in Mad lliine, this strike, niakiiu' (\er\hod\ dt» things 
t)K\ weren’t i>(.ustom(d to, ju^i a Jndustrv, too, was 
htu'iriniriL: -or it least prett nding - to rteover Hut that 
It’ With e\cr\ \f ir, in these times, it was more 
di^ht ult to do wiiat \ou ^ .id \ou w'ouhl \lwa\s something 
or other turning up ! l lic world s{em(d to lj\r from hand 
to niouih, and at such a pate, too' venting hatk in the 
Spanish chair, N. antes to\<.rcd his eyes from the light, and 
the surge of sleep mounted to his brain , strike or no strike, 
llie soft, inexorable tide washed over iiim 

A tickling, and over his hand, thin .md rather brown, 
the fringe of a shawl eaint dancling Why! With an 
etiort he climbed out of an abv-v ..f dreams Fleur was 
standing beside him. Prettv, brigiit, her eyes shining, 
speaking quicklv, cxcitedK, it seemed If) liiin. 

" Here you arc, tir n, l)..d ' ” Her lips felt hot and soft 

on his forehead, and her eves What was the matter 

with her ^ bhc looked so young- she ltM>ked so—how 
cxprc^slt? ^ 

“ So vou’rc in ! *’ hc said,' “ Kit’s getting talkative. 
Had anything to cat / ” 
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“ This canteen ” 

She flung ofl her shawl 
“ I’m enjoying it frightfully ” 

Soames noted with surprise the rise and fall of her 
breast, as if she liaj been running. Her checks, too, were 
very pink. 

“You haven't caught anything, hav'e v^u— in that 

place ? ” 

Fleur laughed A sound -d'divou^ and unw.irranred 
“ How funny you are, Dad ' I hope the strike la>ts i ” 
“ Don’t befo-ih>.h ! ” said b-ames Udicr^ ’s Mu h lel ^ ’ 
Gone up He calk d tor me, alur the ilou^o .Nothing 
doing there, he say.s ” 

“ What’s the time ? " 

“Past twelve, de ir. You mu-t h.ive hid a real good 

sleep.” 

“ Just nodding ” 

“We saw a tank pa^s, on the Kml’ankment — going East. 
It looked awtulK qiuer Didn't \ou hear it ' ” 

“ No,’' said Soames. 

“ Well, don’t be alarmed if \ou hear another. They're 
on their way to the docks, Michael say> ” 

“ Glad to hear u — shows the Government means business. 
But you must go up. You’re ovcr-tircd 

She gazed at him over the Spanish shawl c»n her arm- 
whistling some tune. 

“Good-mght ! ” he said. “ I shall be coming up in a 

minute.” 

She blew him a kiss, twirled round, and went. 

“I don’t like It,” murmured Soames to himself; “I 
don ’'t know why, but I don’t like it.” 

She had looked too young. Had the strike gone to her 
head f He rose to squirt some soda-water into a glass — 
that nap had left a taste in his mouth. 
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Um— dum - horn— iim - -dum —bom— um— dum— bom I 
A grunching nfj‘<c ' Another of ifiosc tanks ? He would 
like 10 see (»ne i>f ih'>se ere.u thinirv ! For the idea that 
liny \\cre going down to the dotks i:a\c him a feeling 
.dmo-t nf iNhilar.ition With them on the spot the 
country u.ts -..fc tni>v.i:h Putting on liis motoring coat 
.ind hat, hcwtiit out, aos^td tht m pty Sqinrc, and Stood 
in the street, whtnee he see the I'mbankmcnt. 

'lie re it e iim ' Lik'* '» creal ynmetal monster in the 
limplit darkne--, urouhng and ur inthrig alone, a huge, 
lantastic tortoi c iik' .tit embodiment of incxor.iblc power. 
‘That’ll ast-'H'-h tl.cir weak nerves’’ tlu'Ught Soames, 
as the tank (.r.ialtd, vrunchini:, "Ut of ''iclit He could 
litar another tominu, bijr ^\)th ,i sudden feeling that it 
Would be too much of a goovl thing, he turned on his heel, 
A ''Oft of extracagtnee about them, when lie remembered 
th( blank-looking crowd around his car that afternoon, 
not a we.ipon miong the lot, nor «\en a rt \ olutionaf)’ look 
in their tti' ! 

“ So hoJv in the strike ' ” d'hce great crawling mon- 
sters 1 Were the (lovernment tr\ing to pretend that 
there w'as ? Pl.tying the strong man ' Something in 
i-oames revolted slightly Hmg it’ This w.as England, 
not Russia, <''r Italy ' They might be right, but he didn’t 
like It J Too — tcK> military ’ He put his latchkey into 
the kc\'hcile. I'm — dum- bom um— dum — bom! Well, 
not many people would sec or hear them- this time of 
night ' He supposed they had got here from the country 
somewhere—hc wouldn’t care to meet them wandering 
about m the old lanes and places. F.athcr and mother and 
baby tanks — like — like a family of mastodons, m — ? 
No sense of proportion in things like that ! And no seme 
of humour I He stood on the stairs listening. Itwaitohe 
hoped they wouldn’t wake the baby ! 
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Whtn, lodktni: down tIk r<'u '■! t.i' < ' 'f htr cantcon 
Fleur savN jon lor^str's, it uas witl.iii ii' r h<'art as it, in 
winter, sin* had met vMth h -ruvsiukli K(\('\<.rinL.'’ tr-mi 
that faint intcxu ation, ii'ind lii^' inpearimc from 
further utT He \^as sutnu; stunin^d\ imlititrint i" l'>i>d , 
and on his Utc, whuh ua^ sniud^'ed uiih ^•ialdu>t and 
svs'cat, was mkIi a sinik a-^ nun ui ir dit.r .'.'"iriu up a 
mountain or at tlic end <•! a l-uii.' run lired, i harnnnj, md 
as if ihc\ ha\c been throin^h s. , nu thinL: W''rt}i \shili lii-^ 
lahhes - Idfiu and d ok as in le r nunt--r\ -^-iru'.ahd his 
eves, and tjuarrrlh d with )iis ^n^dlt(r h nr. tou/kd to the 
limit of its shorttu ss 

Continuinj? to ismu licr insiru^ tion^ to Ruth l.a 1 ontainc, 
Fleur thought rapidK Jon ' l)ropp<.d Irom the skie'^ into 
her canlccn, stronuur hM>kim,', better knit , with more j lu, 
and deeper set c\C', but trigtitfuiK like jon ' What uas 
to be done about it ' It onK she could turn <iut the 
light*?, steal Uj’ bthind, Kan o\er and kiss Kim on that 
smudge abo\c hts left e\ e ' Yes’ \nd then what ^ 
Silly! And nou, suppo'.e lit *,amc out ot his t<r-auav 
smile and saw her! \s likel\ as not he would nt\er 
come into her canteen aitam ^he rtmembtred his con- 
science! And she took a swift decision Nt)t lt>-r:'j;ht ! 
Holly would know where he vsas stayinkj At her cfioscn 
time, on her chosen ground, it — on second thoughts, she 
wanted to play with fire And, giving a mandate to Ruth 
La Fontaine concciaing buns, ^he l(K>ked back over her 
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sliouldcr .it J-in’s ah^'trh'-d .ind ^mlIInlr f-ice, and passed 
out inti) her little <»thce 

And ^etMnd thou^:lJt^ heir.in Mielncl, Kit, Iter father; 
t!ic '>olid ^ecurit) ut virtin aiM f''>'>^e^‘^l(lns , the peace ct 
mind into uhich sIr (i i i jMssed mI Kite ! All juipardiM-d 
for the ^.ikc oi a snul. . jnd ,i M<'nt "t hone\sui.kle ! N\) ! 

Th.it .ueount u.i- J'"' i !''• re-<p(i{ k u.is to tempt 
PruvidiiKi. \iul it t" t' ni{ ! iV-iMdeiK' till' prattuc 
of Mnvl(rnjt\, '-U u ('"'r siin whi’lnr 'hr uas modern. 
Besides, vsho km vs \\tuth',r 'h( .o'; F' >p< n th.it .a count ^ 

And 'lit a I (i.(d l>. I c' - "t '.iri'-it’. o.s.f til, it vvitr 

of hi' - tli.ti uh'titi.K' tor liirstll W .i d.c in I'lipdand ^ 
\V,is du dark. Ill' h'.r hrothf r I r.inu- 1 h ur took up her 
li't 111 pur'!, los tor th' niorr )’A With o nuiOi to d i, 
It a.i' idiot;. (Mil to think about mr ti things! The 
telepiioia ' \i! .1*’, j Iv 11 h.i 1 h' i n nncinc , .sintc 

nine oMiKk th it nt'irninc -in hat imn d.uuin^' to its 
pipe ^ 

“Yes ’ .Mrs Mont ukinc tiat ' Hut Tve 

ordered them Oh ' Hut rt.ilK I must j^ivc them 

bacon and cptT' tn th'- niornmr 1 hi \ ean't start on C(Kua 
onI\ IIo\s ' 'I'ht Con'p.ir,\ L in't .itlord ' . .Well! 

Do \ ou want .in etfei tiM- ->'.r\ u ' or not ' Come round 
to see vou about it I ri .illv h a< n’t time . Yes, yen 
. . nov\ ple.Mc do bi 'um to nn mil tel) the m.inagcr that 
the) .sjmpl) must Ik proptr!) t'*d 'I hey lo<)k so fired 
De’d understand \’es T/.-ink M)u teer so!” 

She hung up tlu rec i\er ‘ Dunn ' ” 

Someone i.iughcd " Ot. ' h's \ou, Hull)! Cheeitc- 
panng and red tape as U'.ual ' 'riu- h the fourth time 
to-siav. Well, I don't eare -I’m iroing ahead Look! 
Here’s Harndge’s hst for to-morrow It's terrific, but it’s 
got to be. Bu\ it all ; Til take the risk, if I have to go 
round and slobber on him.” And bexond the ironic 
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•jrmpatby on Holly’s face she seemed to see Jon’s smile. 
He should be properly fed — all of them should ! And, 
mthout looking at her cousin, she said : 

^ I saw Jon in there. Where has he dropped from i ” 

“ Paris. He’s putting up with us in Green Street.” 
Fleur stuck her chin forw'ard, and gave a little 
laugh. 

•* Quaint to sec him again, all smudgy like th.it I His 
wfe with him ? ” 

“Not yet,” said Holly ; “she’s in Pans still, with his 

mother.” 

“ Oh 1 It’d be fun to sec hm. some time I ” 

** Hc’a stoking an engine on the local service — goes out at 
■ iuc, and doesn’t get in till about midnight ” 

“ Of course ; I meant after, if the strike ever ends.” 
i Holly nodded. “ His wife wants to come over and help ; 
you like her in the canteen I ” 

“ If she’s the right sort.” 

Jon says : Very much so.” 

“I don’t see why an American should worry herself, 
they going to live in England ? ” 

«y«s.” 

“ Oh 1 Well, we’re botli over the measles.” 

** If you get them again grown-up, Fleur, thcv’re pretty 

Fkm laughed, ” No fear ! ” And her eyes, hazel, dear, 
gbaong, met her cousin’s eyes, deep, steady, grey. 

^ Ifichael’s waiting for you with the car,” said Holly. 

^ AH right I Can you carry on till they’ve finished ? 
'JRoedk CWew’i on duty at five to-morrow momix^. I 
he ioiuid at nine, before you start for Harridge’s. 
of anything dae, stick it on the list — I’ll make 
'tlM tmump top tomebow. Good-night, Holly.” 
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Was there a gleam of pity in those grey eyes ? Pity, 
indeed ! 

“ Give Jon my love. I do wonder hov\ he likes stoking 1 
We must get some more w.ish-hasms in.” 

Sitting beside Mich.icl, who was driving their car, she 
saw again, as it were, Jon’s smile in the glass of the wind- 
screen, and in the dark her iips pouted as it reaching for it. 
Measles — rliey spotted you, and raided \nur temperature 1 
How empty the streets were, now that the taxis were Oil 
strike ' -Michael looked round at her. 

“ \\ ell, how’s ir goiny ” 

“ The beetle-man was a caution, Michael. He had a face 
like a ravaged w< Jgc, a wave of Idack hair, and the eyes of a 
lost soul ; but he was Inghtfully cthcient ” 

“ Look ! Tiicrc’s a tank ; I was told of them. TheyVc 
going down to the docks Rather pnnot.uivc ! Juit as 
well there are no p.iper^ for them to get into ” 

Fleur laughed. 

“ Father’ll be at home He’s come up to protect me. 
If there really was shooting, I wonder wh.U he’d 
his umbrella } ” 

Instinct. How' about \ou and Ku ? It’s the fame 
thing.” 

Fleur did not answer. And when, after seeing licr 
father, she went upstairs, she sttMjki at the nursery door. 
The tune that had excited Soames’ surprise made A 
whiffling sound in the empty passage. ” Vamour ts 
enfant df Bohhru ; il n^a jamats jamais eonnu it $] 
tu m m'aimes faSy je t'atme, et si je Caime^ prendi 
i tci ! Spain, and the heartache of her honeymoon 

Voice in the night crying I ” Qose the shotten^ ttoMi 
the ears — keep it out 1 She entered her bedroom m 
turned up the lights. It had never seemed tn llim « 
pretty, with iu many mirrors, its lilac and tmk. h 
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Bhining silver. She stood looking at her face, into ^^hidh 
had cf»mc two patdies of red, one in each cheek Wliy 
wasn’t she xNorah Curfew— dutiful, uneomplicaied, selfless, 
who would gi\e Jon eggs .md i\u-on at half-past five 
tf>-inorrow morning — ]<in with a clean face! Quicklv slie 
undressed. Was th.it wife of his her equal undressed ’ 
To which W'ould he .iw.trd tlu' troldfii apple if s}ie stru.d 
aide by side vsitli .\nne ^ And tlie red sp(*ts dtcpciud in 
her checks ( )\er-tired - she kiuw tlmt licling' Mie 
would not sleep' Hut the sheets wtre c»»ol. Vc-, ^hc 
preferred the old ''inooth Irish limn to that luw rough 
French grass hlcaehed stutT .\h ! Here was Muhicl 
coming in, toming up to her' W’dl ' No use to he 
unkind to him -poor <ild Midi. id ! An.i in }h> arms, she 
8aw — Jon’s smile 

• • • • • 

That first da\ spent in stokinc an ngine had Inen 
enough to make ansone smile An t ncme-drn er almost 
as youthful, but m prn.ite life partner in liis own engineer- 
ing W'orks, had put [on * wise ’ to tin nnstery of getting 
level combustion “A trickv job, and very tiring!” 
Their passengers had bdia\ed wdl Orn. liad even come 
up and thanked them The engme-drncr had winked at 
Jon. There had been some hectic moments Supping pea 
soup, Jon thought of them with pleasure It had been 
great sport, but ins hands and arms felt wrenched. “Oil 
them to-night,” the enginc-dri\cr had s.ud 

A young woman was handing him ‘jacket’ potaKX's. 
She had marvcllousK clear, brown c\cs, something like 
Anne's — only Anne’s were like a water nymph’s He toc»k 
a pot»»to, thanked her, and returned to a stoker’s drc.ims. 
Extran^rdinar)* pleasure in being up against n — being in 
England > agahi, doing something for England! One had 
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to leave one’s countr\ to hreome ccmm'ious of it Anne 
had telcg.aplicd that ^he w.intrd to come over and join 
him If he wired hack No," she would come all the 
same Ih' knew that nuiLh afu*r ncark two vear'i of 
marriage Wdl, she would 1 rudarid at its lH.'St. 
An1enLan^ didn’t re dK know what I ngland wa^s Her 

brother h ui ‘>{en iiothini; fnit London, iir }iad spoken 
hitterlv — a girl, jon supp,.-(d, th'^igh nothing had been 
said of her la hraiais \\ ilna t’s hi‘‘(or\ ot I ngland the 
gap amounted for the re 't Hut (\er\l'od\ ran down 
I ngl.md, h‘ I iii'O da duln’t -! -p o\ii, ur blow her own 
trumpet 
“ Hatter ^ " 

" d'[iank\ .iw tullv I I'e'.e p' a it-»cs arc {rightfully g(X)d ” 
“Sogh.d" 

“ Who runs this *. mttcn ' 

“ Mr arul Mrs Mali, el Mont in »-,tk , he’s a Member of 
I'arlianunt " 

Jon drof'ped hi> potato 

" Mrs Mont Gra mus ' Mie\ a cousin of mine. Is 
she here ? ” 

“ \V as. ju-l gone, I think " 

jon’.s far-sighted e^e^ tr.i\<'llcd round the large and 
dings room Ikur! How ama/ing I 
“ Treacle pudding ” 

“ No, thanks Nothing nv.re " 

“ riicrc’Il be cotfee, tea, or e-Koa, .ind eggs and bacon, 
to-morrow at 5 45 " 

“ bplendid ! I think it’s wondertul " 

“ It IS, rather, in the time " 

“ Thank you awfully. (jCM>d-night ' " 

Jon sought his coat. Outside were Val and Holly in 
their car 

“ Hallo, young Jon ! YouTc a nice object.” 
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What job have you caught, Val ? ” 

** Motor lorry — begin to-morrow/' 

Fine ! " 

** This’ll knock out racing for a bit.” 

“ But not England 

“ England ? Lord — no ! What did vou think ? ” 

“ Abroad they were saying so ” 

“Abroad ! ” gn«v\]ed \'al ‘‘ Tlic; w’f>uld ' ” 

And there was sih nee at tliirtx niih's an hour 
From his bedroom dfK^r jon s.ud lo Ins Mster • 

“They say Fleur runs that caiiKen Is s}ie rcnllv go 
old now ? ” 

“Fleur has a \(r\ ihar head, m\ dear Mie sau \ou 
there. No stcontl go of measl<'s, Jon " 

Jon laughed 

** Aunt Winifred,” ‘^aid lh'l]\,“ will be d( liLriucd to have 
Anne here on Friday, she told me to tdl vou ” 

“ Splendid ! Th.it’s av\ fully cooj of her ” 

“ Well, good-night , bhss you There's still hot water 
in the bath-room ” 

In his bath Jon lav luxuriously still iMxr\ hours away 
from his young wife, he wms alread\' looking lorward with 
impatience to her appearance on Frida v. ^Vnd so Fleur 
ran that canteen ! A fashionable young woman with a 
dear and, no doubt, shingled head— he felt a great curiosity 
to see her again, but nothing more, ^ec^md go of measles f 
Not mneh ! He had suffered too severely from the first. 
Besides, he was too glad to be back — result of long, half- 
acknowledged home-sickness. FLs mother h.id been home- 
tkk for Europe ; but he had felt no assuagement in Italy 
and France, It was England he had wanted. Something 
in the way people walked and talked ; in the smel] and 
the hok of cvcr\'thing ; some good-humoured, slow, 
irook essence in the air, after the tension of America, the 
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shrillness of Italy, the clarity of Pans. For the first 
time in five \cars his ncr\cs felt ccMted Even those 
features of his native land which offended the aesthetic 
soul, \\crc cumfnrtini;. 'riie apj roaclK‘^ to London, the 
countless little houses, of brisk .md slate which 

his own ereat urandtathtr ‘buptrior Do-set’ Forsyte, 
had h'.lpid, "o hts father hid onv told him, to build; 
the im.n\ littii- ntw hoi- . , nthtr b<tur but still l>cnt 
on cuinproini'-: , the t"t il .ilodu- nf s\rnnietr\ or plan; 
the uuK riilua\ ‘■t.ition-, , thi I'nkn'V \oKts, the lack 
oi coldur, foil, or pri.li. in p< • iL-'s dre-' .ill seemed 
Comfort ddi, a cuarantK th it I'nirland would alv\ays be 
England 

And 'O I 1. r '\.i runi”-'/ (I. I, ^ ' lb would be 
seeing hu! lie Would like to see her 1 Uh, yoj 1 
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In' the next rnom \ .il u.i' i \ iulM'i Hc]iv : 

“ 11, nl A (.Imp I kitevN i.i>rn j' ic Ne< nn t<> Jns’ \\\intcd 
me ti) lend hmi motu) I ''im did, \\li<n 1 ee.i- jollv hard 
up mv'^eH, and iu\cr p't it I'.u k Ih u^ed to impress 
me frighttullv-- uu h m auiidle po-.d l.n.kiiit,% 1 inguid 
beggar. I thought him toj is i ‘Mood’ ^'ou 

should see him now ' " 

“ I did I \sas eomiivj ill as Ik gmng out , 1 
wondered who he was I iu\<.r s a\ a more bitterly 
contemptuous cxprc'Mon on a t.ice. I)kl \uu lend liim 
money f ” 

“ Only .1 t'uer ” 

“ Well, don't lend lum .inv more ” 

“Hard!) I)')ou know wh.it he’’- done ^ (hme off 
with that Louis Quinzc snufTbox of mother’s th.u's worth 
about two hundred Tliere'b been noU)dy else m that 
room.” 

“ Good hc.u ens ! " 

“ Yes, it’s pretty iliick. He liad the reputation of being 
the fastest man up at the ’VarsiT\ in my time — in with 
the gambling set. Since I went (*ui to the Boer war I’ve 
never heard of him.'’ 

** Isn't your mother vcr\ annoxed, Val ? ” 

** She wants to pro.^ccuie— it belonged to m\ granddad. 
But how can we — a college pal ! Besides, we shouldn’t 
get tbc box back.” 
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ctM-^cd i<) hni'-h iif-r hair. 

“ ratikr a ctmitori tn mr — thi*',” ‘^Ik* ‘^aid 
"What IS ' ” 

" W}i\, c\tr\l>tk]\ ■'a\" tic- -land ltd (<t }u>ncsr\’s g(>nc 
d(k\n it''- riicc to hrivl onu'Tu be I'T'g.nir tc» our generation 
th it ii.id It tun \< ” 

" Kam Lomtnrt ’ *’ 

"lliiiiiin n iturc d"« n't ilti r, \*al I bclie\e in the 
\naiiL: L’nitriti-'H We d-'ii't uiivb rst.iiul tiicin brcjuglit 
u[ '11 Too '' ttb d tmi! ' ” 

‘ lh.it ni i\ 1" .M\ -’U’ i id isn't t.''* particular 

luP \s b.it am I to do ibout tic" ' ” 

" 1 )o \ ( lu kli' 'U hi id^ire «' 

' lb " ii : tt I’lrummt'i h.ib \^ou]d tmvi liini—prctty 
e]ii' ' I h.iunt, ;t I r'rmnil'er locoim to mp .iking tliin.gs 
likt Th.,t ' h's upv, ( ii],_ iriptitliilK 

iloll\ look'd at him Kingoii his i).iek in bed Catching 
licr I \ L s uii iam, he -,iul 

" But tor .oa, old pirl, 1 miL’ht ha\( gone a holy mucker 
ni) "c If " 

' nil, no, \ ,il ' \ ou're too oj cii-.iir It’s the indoor 

people who go re a IK wrong ” 

\ al grinned 

" bomething in ih it the onl\ cxcrci^c I ever saw that 
fel]ov\ take was in a punt He used to bet like anything, 
but he didn't know a hor->e irotn a hedgehog Weil, 
Mother must put up with it, I can’t do anytliing.” 

1 lolK came up to Ins bed 
“ 'burn e)\er, and i’i] tuek ye>u up ” 

(Jetting into ind herself, she lay awake, thinking of the 
man who had gone- a holy mucker, and the contempt on 
his face— lined, dark, well-featured, with prematurely 
grcMng hair, and prematurely faded rings round the iriaes 
of the c\'cs ; of his clothes, too, so pretern a rurally preserved. 
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and the worn, careful school tie. She felt she knew him. 
No moral sense, and ingrained contempt for those who had. 
Poor Val ! //e hadn’t so much moral sense that he need 

be despised for it! And ytt ! With a good many 

risky male instincts, \'al Inul been a loyal comrade all 
these years. If jn philosophic reach or a -.the tic taste he 
was not adv.mccd, it he kneu more >>t hordes tlian of 
poetry, was he an\ the worse ' ^h{‘ ^oinciime^ rhouudil 

he was the better. The horse didn’t changt sfiapc or 
colour every five years and start reviling it- predeecs-or. 
The horse was n con-^i.mt, kept you from i,'oine too fa>t, 
and had a nose to stroke— m'>rc than \ou coiiLi sav ■ [ a 
poet. They had, indeivh onlv one thim: in Lommoi' -a 
liking for sugar. Since the publuation ol her no\cl H -liy 
had become member ul the 1030 Club J Icur hud yut 
her up, and whenever she came to town, -iu studied 
modernity there. Modcrnit\ was nothinc but sp<‘( vi I 
People who blamed it might .i-> well blame tt Icph >TiC, 
wirelcM, flying machine, and quid, luruh counter. Bom itli 
that top-dressing ot ''peed, modcrnitv w.is old \\'omt-n 
had worn fevser clothes wlicn J.anc Au-ten began to write. 
Drawers — the historians said— were onl) ninetccnth-ccnt ury 
productions. And take modern t.dk ! Alter bouth Africa 
the speed of it ccrtain]\ took one's wind away ; but the 
thoughts expressed were mucli her own thoughts as a girl, 
cut into brcaiiiless lengths, bv car and telephone bell. 
Take modern courtships ! They resulted in the same 
thing ns under (jci)rgc the Second, but took longer to 
reach it, owing to the motor-cyde and the st.indmg lunch. 
Take modem philosophy I People had no less real 
philosophy than Martin Tupper or Izaak Walton ; only, 
unlike thoec celebrated ancients, they had no time to 
^Mmulateit. As to a future lilt — modernity lived in hope, 
and not too much of tliat, as evm'one had done, from 
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immemorial time In fact, as a novelist naturally would, 
Holly jumped To conLlusions Scratch — she thouj^hl —the 
best of modern youth, and you would find Charles James 
Fox and Pcrdita in £^olf sne iters ' \ stcad\ sound retrieved 

her t/i"Ui,’ht'> \’al was asleep. Hi>v\ lontj and dark his 
evcia'iiC" still were, but his moutii was open’ 

“ \ aV she s.iid, \t.r) soUly , “ \'al ’ Don't snore, 
dear ! ” . . . 

• « • • • 

A snatl t>''\ III iv !>'• preno’is. nt t so minh for its enamel. 
Its pt riod, and its litth brilliaiUj, as because it has belonged 
CO uiu 's tatlur \Viuiirt.d, thouci her sense of property 
had been well powtu tw her retention of Moniavuc Dartic 
‘for poorer,’ tnrouiriiout so man\ years, did not possess 
her bri.ihcr .'''Mnus' instinct, nor, indeed, his 

ta-tt in obj(<i' uhuh Gcor^^c for''\tc had been the first 
to call ‘ of 1 iirotrv and virtue ’ Hui the further Time 
removed her fatrar James— a quarter of a century by now 
— the more she rc\cred his memory. .As some ancient 
general or philosopher, secured by ape from competition, 
is acclaimed year by year a greater genius, so W'ith James I 
His objection to change, his perfect domesticity, his power 
of saving money for his children, and his dread of not 
being told an\ thing, were hahxrd fur her more and more 
with every year that lie spent underground. Her fashion- 
able aspirations waning with the increase of adipose, the 
past waxed and became a very amstcllation of shining 
memories. The removal of this 8nuffbox«~«o tangible a 
reminder of James and Emily — tried her considerable 
equanimity more than anything that had happened to 
her for years. The thought that she had sucenmbed to tho 
distinction of a voice on the telephone, caused herpoitttfo 
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discomfort. With all her experience of distinction, she 
ought to have knoven better! ^he was, however, one of 
those women vs ho, when a thini; is done, admit the fact 
with a view to Imving it undone .is soon pos^-iblc , and, 
having failed with \hd, who im relv ^.ud, “ AwtulK sorrv, 
Mother, but there it is ]ollv b.id luck ' ” she summoned 
her brother 

Soames was litth less thin app ilh-J He remembered 
seeing James buy the box at lob-M-n's t.ir hardh more 
than one-tenth of wliai it would Icliii now I'verv thing 
seemed futile if, in sucii a wav, one viuld lose vsh.it had 
been nursed for fortv sears into s(» rcallv maumihecnt a 
state of unearned imrenicnt .\nd the tellow vvIk* liad 
taken it was of quite good tamib, or s(\ his nephew said ' 
Whether the lioncst) ot the old 1 orsv t< s, in the .itniospln re 
of which he had been brought iq' .ind turmd out into the 
world, had been inlurited or .u quire d- derived irom their 
blood or their Banks — he liad never e'unsidered It li.id 
been in their systems just as the proverb ‘ Honest v is 
the best policy ’ was in that of the priv ac b.inking whieh 
then obtained A slight reverie on banking was no un- 
common affection of the mind in one wh«i e(»uld recall 
the repcrcusMon of ‘ I nderst.irt and Harnett's ' t.iilure, 
and the disappearanee one by one of all the little, old 
Banks with le-gendarv names These great modern atfairs 
were good for credit and bad for novelists — run on a Hank 
— there had been no better reading ! buch monster con- 
cerns couldn't ‘ go broke,’ no matter what their clients 
did ; but whether thev made for honest) in the individual, 
Soames couldn’t tell. The snuffbox was gone, however ; 
and if Winifred didn’t take care, she wouldn’t get it back 
How, precisely, she was to take care he could not at present 
see ; but he should advise her to put it into the hands of 
lomebody at once. 
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“ But whn^c, ' ’* 

“ riit'r(.\ v^'otlirul V ir.l," in^wtrc^l Soimes, j>l>nmiU 
“ I believe the\'re \cr\ I'lrle .j, ( \itpi to make a fuss. 
There’s tliat tellou [ cn.plo\ol in tlu 1 errar t \sc. He 

cliarpe- \ er\ 

1 '.houkin’t lari nn.' ^ Hv! Winitr- J. " if it hadn’t 
belonvt d to the d ir 1 ) ivi 

“Kifhin^ like ill ltd’ ii/*'t'rid ><iune>, "oughtn’t to 
be at I irei 

' \nd t- th.nkd’ ' ml Witiiind, ' tlii* it \% ,s especially 
to -r.( him th \ al e »nu to st n h- re " 

' \\ It ” ^lld ^oin v! ' 'iniU “ I suppose you’re 

sun that f li'As to.»k It ' " 

“ (juite I'd had It out to polish oriK i purler of an 
hour betoFf \tt(r he v\* nt, I ^ame bai k into tlie room 
at oiKe, to put It a’vs tv, end it u i voiu \ il had been in 
tie room tie vvliol- tmu 

^oames dwt lied for a moment, then rejeettvl a dt>uht 
ubout his mfhew, tor, though eoimeeted b\ blood with 
that preiious tattler ot his, Mon* m'ue l)arti-, .ind a racmj^^ 
man to boot, he vs as halt a I oTsv te alter all. 

W ell,” he said, “ shall I s' nd vou this m.in— ‘iis name’s 

Beerott ilwavs IrHiks as it hcM o\ i r-sli.te < d liirnsclf, but 
he’s pot a eertain amount e>t r/"iej 1 should sup'gcst hii 
gettini: m touch with that fellow's club” 

“ w^upp'Vsc he’s alreaJv sold the box ' ” sjid Winifred 
” '^’csterdav aftern<«»n ' >hould doubt that ; but it 
wants immediate handlim: I’ll sec Beeroft as I go away. 
Fleur’s ovcrdoini; it, with this eantcen ot hers ’’ 

*• rtic) sa\ she’s running it very well. I df) think all 
these vt'ung women are so smart ” 

“ Quick enough,” grumbled beumes, but steady docs 
It m the long rund’ 

At that phrase — a maxim never ^ar away from the lips 
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of the old For^^ytes in her youthful d.iys — Winifred blinked 
her rather too eyelashes. 

“ That was always rather a bore, \ou know, Soames. 
And in these days, if you’re not quick, things move past 
you, so.” 

Soames gaiherid his hat “ 'I'hai snuffbox will, li we 
don’t look sharp ” 

“Well, tli.ink vou, dear bov I d<i hope we ect it back 
The dc^r atcr was So pruud id ii, md whui he died it 
wasn’t worth half what it is now ” 

“Not a quarter," said btuinc^, and the thouglit bored 
into him as he walked away \\ hat was the ii-e of having 
judgment, if anybodv could come along and pocket the 
results! People sneered at propertv m»wadays ; but 
property W'as a proot of good judgment — it was one’s 
propre half the tune And he thought of the 
4mcur propre Hosiniu \ h.id stolen from him in those f.ir-off 
days of trouble Yes, even marriage — v%as an exercise of 
judgment — a pitting of \ ourself against other people. 
You ‘spotted a winner,’ ns they c.dled it, or you didn't — 
Irene hadn’t been ‘a w'lnncr not exactlv ! Ah! And 
he had forgotten to ask Winifred about that young Jon 
Forsyte who had suvidcnly come back into the wind. But 
about this snuffbox ' The Brummell Club was some sort 
of betting place, he had heard ; full of gamblers, and 
people who did and sold things on commission, he shouldn’t 
wonder. That was tlie vice of the day ; that and the dole. 
Work ? No I Sell things on commission — motor-cars, for 
choice. Brummell Club ! Yes! This was the place i It had 
« window — he remembered No harm, an)'way, in asking if 
the feUow really belonged there ! And entering, he enquired ; 
** Mr. Stainford a member here ? ” 

”Ye». Don’t know if he’# in. Mr. Stainford been in, 
Bobf** 
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“ Just come in.” 

” Oh ! ” suid Soames, rather taken aback. 

” Gcntlem in to see him, Bob ” 

A ratlicr sinkiiii: stn'.itiun necurred within Soamw. 

” Come with me, sir " 

Soames took a deep breath, md hi-^ l<'^^ moved. In an 
aJco\e oti thr entranct - M.nuwi.at sh d>! ) .ind cunstneted 
— he v.ould SIC a man i"lli!'i; ii: .in old ariu^ii.nr, smoking 
a ciL’irette ihromrh a holder Ht i;ad i htik red book in 
one hind and a Mii.dl pem.'l ii- tl’* .md held them 

as still as it iie W'cre to ;-'f vloun ( i<.n\u tion that 

tie liad hot i^ot H' wor^ a 'i.trk mjh uiih little lines j 
Ills lei”' were (ros.o.d, .*nJ ii'a^-d that one foot in 

a worn brown s'l-a., treed and [<.lidn J a^Mirist age to the 
point ot pi'l'ns, was blowh ij*uvimt in .( urch, 

‘‘ Gemman to see \ou, ‘ir” 

boam - n"V\ saw liie t.ue cNibnjws were lifted in 
a rc\( F'lt d, r.i cvclid nt.arl\ uwtreJ its c\cs. Together 
with the t’mnirc, it gave an lmprL^'lon ot re .illy remarkable 
languor 'Ihin to a degree, oval and p.dc, it seemed all 
shadow and slightly aquiline teainrv \ he Uyot had become 
still, the wJioic atfair 'till Si.iints had (he curious feeling 
of being in the prts.. n^e ot something arrogantly dead. 
Without time t'-r thougJif, he I'eean 

" Mr. btainford, I think ’ Ihm’t disturb yourself. My 
name is Forsv tc You called at mv sister’s m Green Street 
yesterday *af ter noon,” 

A slight contraction of the lines round that imall mouth 
vv.as followed bv the words : 

“ Will you sit down ? ” 

The eyes had opened now, and must once have been 
beautiful. They narrowed again, so that Soames could 
not help feeling that their owner had outlived everythifig: 
except himself. He swaiiowed a qualm and ret om ed : 
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“I just wanted to ask V(.u a question During youi 
call, did you by an) chance happen to notice a Lf>ui-^ Oumzt 
snuffbox on the table > It’- —er— disappeared, and \\t 
want to fix the time of its htvs " 

As a ,i,diost mi^^ht have smihd, -o did the man in the 
chair; Ins eyes disappe.jred -till turth'T 
“ Afr.iid not.” 

With the thouL'ht, ‘ He’s g^.t it ' ’ want on • 

“I’m sorry — the thinu had \irtue as an luirloom It 
has obviouslv been stolen I v. intid to narrev. do\vn ihi 
issue. If you’d mtticed it, \\c t-aild h.i\e tixoi the exact 
hour — on the little t.ible ju-t vshcre you were sittintt — 
blue cnanul ” 

The thin shoulders unyi;led slnthtK, a^ ih<-i'Lth r'-fiitint; 
this attempt to phne responMt>ilit\ on tliein 
“Sorry I can’t hd}^ \ou, I n-aiced nothing but sour 
rather good marqueterie ” 

‘Coolest card I ever saw,’ thouittii ^o.lmes ‘Wonder 
if it’s in his pocket ’ 

“The thlng‘^ unique,” he -.ml -lowK “The police 
won’t have much difficulty. Well, th.^nk^ vtr\ much 
I apologise for troubling you You kneve mv nephew at 
college, I believe (lood-morning ’’ 

“ Good-morning ” 

From the dot'r ^oamcs took a stealthy glance The 
figure W'as perfectly motionless^ the legs still crossed, and 
above the little red book the pale foreliead was poised 
under the smooth grizzling hair. Nothing to be made of 
that ! But the fellow had it, he was sure 

He went out and down to the Green Park with a most 
peculiar feeling. Sneak thief ! A gentleman to come to 
that ! The Elderson affair had been bad, but somehow 
not pitiful like this. The whitened scams of the cxceUcnt 
the traversing creases in the once admirable shoes. 
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ihe faded tic exactly lied, \%crc e\idencc« of form preserved, 
dn\ h\ day, fntm hand to mouth rhe\ afflicted Soames. 
That lani;uid fissure' Wiiat Jui a ihap do vshen he liad 
no morK*\ and eimldn’t ever' himself to save his life? 
Incapable of duinu — tl at u i'- Jear' lie must talk to 
Winifred acain \nd, turrnry ..n IkiI, Soanics walked 
hack toAard- <ir((n btrci 1 )< boai him: trora the Park, 
he 8 onth ..'J■•-Itl 'id( oi Pi. I idilh the 1 iiutuul hgurc. 
It, to,, w 1 - r.i '::iL’ in tin dirrifioii ol (iretn Street, 
IMiew ' lit ! 1 i>\( r , 0 . 1 toll '-AC i I h( eh ip had an 

air lb \ea' w tlkinL' like -ouk* ii> who had lome into 

ll,f World lro!!i iiioimr n,’* an iC' whnhsti .dl its store 
on ‘ 'otin ' lb nit ti^at ‘ thi^ v hap ’ uouhi ^i»oner part 
with ll»e ilsfit t i.iii exhibit intert f in ipethlllk: Form! 
Ctiiild \oa ^ irr\ . (-ntempt t-T uia-ti a, n. vm h a pitch that 
\ou eiaihi 1 , 1 , , ,m'< r It ' i cmoii..n ' Ci-uldtlit hliedeychrow 
! ecoiiu rnort iri.j oriaiii tti you than all the movement* 
of tlie heart and brain.' 'i'hrcadbarc peacock’s feathers 
v\alkini:, v\;fh nt) pcacotk insidt* ' do show feeling was 
ptrhap^ the "iih thiiiC "t wlikh that t hap would be 

ashamed \nd, a little astoui-tied at his f>wn powers of 

diaym-sm, biunus itfflowcd ru.in 1 corner .dter corner, 
till he wai» aelualK in Gricn btrcct By (ycorgc ! The 
ehap .x/t' coifii: to Winifred’}-’ ‘I’ll a-itonish his weak 
ner\es’’ thought Soames And, --uddenl) hastening, he 
said, rather breathh ss]\ , un his sister's very d(X)rstep : 

“ Ah ' Mr Stamford ' Come to return the snuffbox ? ** 

With a siijh, and i sln;ht stiffening' ot his cane on the 
pavement, the figure turned. So.imcs felt a sudden com- 
punction—as of one who has jumped out at a child in the 
dark. The face, unrnoced, with eychrov^^ still raised and 
lids vtill lowered, w'as grecnishly pale, like that of a man 
whose heart is affected , a hunt smile struggled on the 
lips. There was fully half a minute’s silence, then the pale 
lips spoke. 
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Depends. How much ? ” 

What little brcatli was m Soames' body left him The 
impudence ! And a^ain the lips mu\ed 
“You can have it for ten pounds ” 

“ I can have it for nothmu," said Soamts. “ bv asking a 
policeman to step here ” 

The smile returned. “ You won’t do that ” 

“ Why nut ? " 

“ Not done.” 

“ Not clone ! ” re[ eared Noinics “ \\ hv on earth not ’ 
Most barefaced ihinv 1 ever Knew " 

“Ten pound",” s.ml tin lip-. ' I w mt tlicin hadlv 
Soames stood and stared Tlie tianc' uas S'l sublime , 
the fellow as ea^Y as it asking for .1 m itch , not a flicker 
on a face which looked as it it inieht jMs> mio death at 
any moment. Great art' He pcrciutvl ih .t it w.i^ mu 
the slightest U'5e to induigt in nior.d utterance The 
choice was betwten utMiig !iim the ten pound" or uilling 
a policeman He liM.ked up and down the street 
“No — there isn’t one in sight 1 ha\c the bo.\ here — 
ten pounds.” 

Soames began to stammer. The tellow was e.xcrcising 
on him a sort of fascination And suddenly the whole 
thing tickled him. It was rich 1 

“Well!” he s.iid, taking out two five-pound notes. 
“ For braas ! ” 

A thin hand removed a slight protuberance from a side 

pocket. 

“Thanks ver)' much. Here it is ! Good-morning ! ” 
The fellow was moving away. He moved with the same 
incompArable languor , he didn't look back. Soames stood 
with the snuffbox in Ins hand, staring after him. 

**Weli,*’ he said, aloud, “ that’s a specimen they can't 
produce now,“ and he rang Winifred’s bell. 



cinrTi'R \ ri 

Mil. HAl I H <Jl \LMS 

Di'Kivc the ciLflii cl the (jirur.il ."'irikc* Michael’s 
pomew ii.it lit t tic cxi^tcnu rtiit'vi J ciiK h\’ the hours 
spent in a H-ci . c ' .niMH'- ■- in militating 

on wli.it It vc.iui dt>, that It e->uld tie mailing, lie had 
tvirmed hi^ < un opnicn of h<A\ o* etil'' tin matter, but 
as no erne cIm- h inmntl it, tin result u is niei-nspit udus. 
He \\atth(d, !i' tttxcr. vith .t \ ( r\ Ji - 1 ‘itniatiion the 
stock ct Ifniis!! khnravitr J.nK (|uetcd higher at home 
and abroad, .imi with a cen un urn »'iiU''S liic stock of 
liriti<:li intf Ihct ni Ix’icnnne uiis ilcable. Mr. 

liKihe's ccntind.il remark . “ W hat thr br( aitth arc they 
all about ? ” met with nu small re sponst in hi-' soul. What 
ivefc thev about ' !!'• h.ul om t.oii\er-.itiun with his 

fathcr-in-la\N on the subj' tt 
Over his egg ^oaIncs had ^.nd : 

•* Well, tile Budget’s dished ” 

0\tr his marinal.idc Michael .inswcrcd : 

“Used you to h.ivc this sort of thing in your young 
days, sir ? ” 

“ No,” said Soames ; “ no Trade Unionism then, to 
speak of.” 

“ People arc saying this'll be the end of it. What’i 
your opinion of the strike as a weapon, sir ? ” 

“ For tlic purposes of suicide, perfect. It’s a wonder 
thay haven’t found that out lung ago.” 

“ I rather agree, but what’s ilic alternative ? ” 

** Well,” laid Soames, theyVe got the vote.” 
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“Yes, that’s alv\a\s said But somehow P irliament 
seems to matter Il'.s and less ; there’s a directive ^ense 
in the country nou, which really settles thlnLt^ hetore we 
get down to them m Parliament Lo.)k at thi> .strike, for 
instance, we can do nothing about it,” 

“There must be government,” said Soames 
“Administration — of course But all we stem able to 
do in Parliament is to ducuss admini-tratioii afterwards 
without much effect The fact is, things swop around too 
quick for us nowada\ s ” 

“Well,” said boames, “ vou know \our own b loncss 
best. Parliament .ilwa%s wa i t.ilkirn: shop ” And with 
that unconstunis quotation from CarKk —an extrav igant 
writer whom he v.uriousI% M»nneet'd with revuluiioi -he 
l(X')kod up at the (io\a, ,in 1 added “ I shouldn't like to 
see Parliament dmu awa\ with, thouch Ever heard anv 
more of that red haired young woman ^ ” 

“Marjorie Eerrar ^ OddK enough, 1 saw her vesterday 
in Whitehall She told me she \sas driving for Downing 
Street.” 

“ She spoke to \ou ? ” 

“ Oh, yes No ill-fecling ” 

“ H’ra ! ” said Soamc^ “ I don’t undLfstand this 
generation. Is she marritd ’ ” 

“ No.” 

“That chap M.H'(M»wn h.id a luckv escape not that he 
deserved it. Fleur diKisn't mi'>s her c\cning> ' ” 

Michael did not answer. He did nut know Fleur and 
he were on such perfect term^ that they had no rc.al know- 
ledge of each other’s thoughts. Then, feeling his faihcr- 
inAaw’a grey eye gimleitmg into him, he said hastily : 

“ Fleur’s all right, sir.” 

Soames nodded “ Don’t let her overdo this canteen.” 
** She’s thoroughly enjoying it — gives her head a chance.” 
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“ Yes" said “ she’s i^ot a pfKid little head, vs hen 

she doesn’t lose It ” He scemtd a^:ain to consult the 
Go\ a, and added 

" H\ the \\a\, that \uun^' Jon I..r-.\ic is over here — 
tliev’ tell nil ^t.ivinit at (ireen .^irut, and stokini: an 
engine or some ihinL: A 'h 'v- md eirl .itt.ur , Imt 1 thought 

\OU OUL’ht to kllovV 

“ ( >h ' " s iki Mkt. n 1, " 11 I h idn't heard ” 

1 vlon't suj'f ovt she'- heard, eithir,” s iid Soames 
guard' dl\ , " I toi i till m mu t-> ti 1! iu r D’vou n member, 
in Am'rua, up at Mo,in: \ernon, when 1 was taken ill r ” 

“ Ve-, sir , verv wt 11 

“ \\ ell, I wasn't 1 ot m, 1 saw that voting man and 
his Wite talking to \ou on the st ,irs Tiiouglit 11 better 
that 1 leur siio’iidn't run up aenn-t ttxin Tliesc things 
are verv sillv, 1 ut vou never can till ” 

"No,” said Muhacl, drilv , " vou never ean tell I 
remember liking the look of him a good d- al 

"H’m!'' muttcrtvl >oames " HeA ilie mui of his 
father, I expect ” 

And, from the expression on his face, Mn hael formed 
the notion that this was a doubtful advantage 

No more was said, because ol v^o.^nics’ lifelong convic- 
tion tliat einc did not -av anv more than one need say ; 
and ol Michael’s prejudmi ac ‘inst discussing Fleur sen- 
ouslv, even with her lather >111 h id seemed to him quite 
happv lately. After hvc-aiid-a-hall years of marriage, he 
was sure that mentally Fleur liked him, that physically 
she had no objection to him, and that a man was not 
sensible if he expected much more. She consistently de- 
clined, of course, to duplicate Kit, but only because she 
did not want to lx* put out of action again for months at 
a time. The more active, the happier she was— over 
this canteen for instance, she was in her glory. If, 
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indeed, he had realised that Jon Forsyte was being fed 
there, Michael would have been troubled ; as it was, the 
news of the young man’s reappearance in England made 
no great impiession. The Country held the field of one’s 
attention those strenuous days. The multiple evidence 
of patriotism exhilarated him — undergraduates at the 
docks, young women driving cars, shopfolk walking cheer- 
fully to their work, the swarm of ‘specials/ the general 
‘carrying-on’ Even the strikers were good-humoured. 
A secret conviction of his own concerning England was 
being reinforced day by day, in refutation of the pessimists. 
And there vvas no place so un-Knglish at the moment, he 
felt, as the House of Commons, wiicre people had nothing 
to do but pull long faces and talk over ‘ the situation.’ 

The news of the General Strike’s collapse caught him as 
WAS g<dng home after driving Fleur to the canteen, 
A B.ZZ and hustle in the streets, and tlie words : ‘ Strike 
Over' scrawled extempore at street corners, preceded the 
‘ End of the Strike — Official ’ of the hurrying new's vendors. 
liicEAcl stopped his car against the kerb and bought a 
news-sheet, Tlierc it was ! For a minute he sat motion- 
less with a choky feeling, such as he had felt when the news 
.of the Armistice came through. A sword lifted from over 
the heed of England ! A source of pleasure to her enemies 
dried np I People passed and passed him, each with a 
OewA^eet, or a look in the cvt. They were taking it 
idmoit AS soberly as they had taken the strike itself. ‘ Good 
old Ifai ^and 1 We’re a great people when we’re up against 
ft t * he thought, driving his car slowly on into Trafalgar 
A group of men, who had obviously been strikers, 
etood^jtoung against the parapet. He tried to read their 
ilsees* ^ad, sorry, ashamed, resentful, relieved f For the 
^ ^ hhn he could not tell Some defensive joke seemed 
of them. 
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‘ No wonder we’re a puzzle to forcifjners ! * .tlionghi 
Michael : * The least understood people in the world ! ’ 

He moved on slowly round the square, into Whitehall. 
Here were some slight evidences of fcclinj^. The block 
was thick around the Cenotaph and the entrance to Downing 
Street ; and little cheers kept breaking out. A * special * 
was escorting a lame man acn<ss the street. As he came 
back, Michael saw his face Whv, it was Uncle Hilary! 
His mcithcr’s youngest brntlicr, Hilary Charwcll, Vicar of 
St. Augustine’s-in-tlie-Mead.s. 

“ HaDo, Michael ! ” 

** You a ‘ spcdal,’ Uncle Hilary ? Where’s your cloth ? ** 
My dear ! Arc you one of those who think the Church 
debarred from mundane pleasure ? You’re not getting 
old-fashioned, Michael ? ” 

Michael grinned. He had a real affcttion for Unck 
Hilary, based on admiration for his thin, long face, ao 
aeased and humorous, on boyish recollection of a joUy 
uncle, on a suspicion that in Hilary Charwcll had been loit 
a Polar explorer, or other son of first-rate adventurer. 

‘‘That reminds me, Michael; when arc you coming 
round to see us ? I’ve got a topping scheme for uiriiig 
‘The Meads’,” 

“ Ah ! ” said Michael ; “ overcrowding’s at the bottom 
of everything, even this strike.” 

“ Right you arc, m) son. Come along, then, aa aoofl Af 
you can. You fellows in Parliament ought always to tee 
things at first hand. You suffer from auto-intoxication is 
that House. And now pass on, young man, you^rc imjpfidijig 
the traffic.” 

Michael passed on, grinniag. Good old Unck Htktyl, 
Humaniaing religion, and living dangerously-^had d i mbrf 
all the worst peaks in Europe ; no sense of hk 
ponance and a real sense of humour. Quite tlf 
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of Englishm.in ’ T1 r*\ h.iJ tricJ to m.ikc him a dic^nitarv, 
but he had jibbed at the gaiters and hat-ropes He u.is 
what they called a ‘live wire’ and otten comniittcd the 
most dreadful indiserctions ; but e\er\bf)d\ liked him, even 
his own wife Michael dwelt tor a moment on his Aunt 
May. Forty— he supposed with thre<- (hildren and 
fourteen hundred thinL,'s to attend to ewire da\ , v}nm,ded, 
and cheerful as a s,indbo\ Nue-lookin^ wi>m.in, Aunt 
May ! 

Having,' d Ins var, he reinciubtred that he had not 
lunched. It w.is thrcf- o\l<»ck Muiuinnc » bi-cuit, he 
drank a gl.iss ot sherre , .md walked o\cr to the House of 
Commons He tound it humnuiiL' in antiujMnon of a 
statement Sitiinu b u k, with hi^ 1( > ^trct^llcd our, he 
had cjualms What thine-' had been done in here' The 
abolitions ol Sl.ucrc .nul ot Child F ibour, liie Married 
\Ve>man\s Proptnv \(.t, Rc pe d of the Corn ]/.n\s, but 
could they be done now ad, us And il not — was n a life ' 
He had said to Fleur that ) ou couldn't change vour \ oc.ition 
twice and sureive Hut did he want t<i surcue ' Failing 
Foggartism- - and Foggartism hadn't tailed onU because 
it hadn’t started- what did he rc.dK ^.ire d-'out ' 

Leaving the world better than he l.iuiid it ^ Nitting 
there, he couldn't help percci\ing a certain ^ague^es•, 
about such an aspiration, even when conhned to England 
It was the a.spiraiion ol the House of Commuiu . but in 
the ebb and flow of Part), it didn’t seem to m.ike much 
progress. Better to hv on some detinue bit of adminis- 
trative work, stick to 11, and get something done I leur 
wanted him to concentrate on Kenya for the Indians 
Again rather remote, and ha\ing little to do with England 
What definite work was most needed in connection with 
England f Education? Hunkered again ! How- tell w'hat 
WM the best directiem into which to turn education i 
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\V} rn they bnaiLrht in St \i<. 1 la. mon, for in^tnncc. tliry 
had thought tiic question settled Now pcojdc were s.i\ ini; 
that State education had ruiivvi tiic State Kmij^'ration ? 
Attractive, hut ncpaii.t >. \al ot a/ru uh ure ' Well, 
tlic two cnml'incd were 1 .rtism, and he knew hv now 
that nothintj hut hitter lurd-t \ w.aild teui h those }c‘!‘-on^ ; 
\iu micht talk till \ou W' r i'hi' iii tie fau' without 
ith ii'v aru-me t at \ . ir-> it 

U h o tin n 

“INt. pot .1 : nv t..r airriy ‘ *1 he Meads 

The M. ivK WON oil' ..! tin w .r^l 'ia:u i itisi.'s in London. 
'Clear the ''lams’' il.-ucht M'. ha< 1 , ' t!..it\ pravth.d 
(i.\wa\ ’’ . oaid unell tii slum-', and Iccl them 

d;(\ -tatil- ami lit oi i hr' i corriiptinn \nd yet the 
il.\' lit T' tii' rt ill !■ .’>( il ?h( m , or at h i>t pre krrrd them to 
suiii' tii'\ h t'< u r...t of' \nd shnn-owcilers were sush 
guild Mins' I^M i ad to { !..\ at shuttl(i.oiK With tiicm ! 

Ide niLi-'t halt a tah. vsitfi L'mlc Hilir\ Lots of vitality 
in I rii,'hind still - numhe rs ot re d-.hairtd i hildrt n ’ Bui the 
Miiilit) got So.. ltd .i-. it i:r( w u| like jl.itit' in a back 
pirdcn Slumih irance, stm-kc ai'olition, industrial peace, 
{migration, agru. iiltare, and -atav in tht air! ‘Them’s 
n.\ sentiment^’’ thouiriit Mahal ' Aiui it that isn’t a 
l.irge enough poluv lor an\ n...n, I m ' ’ 

He rurntd hi^ lact tinXiirj- th' M.itctncnt, and thought 
of his uncle’s words .ih..ut this 'House’ Were they all 
rtalL in a state of auto-inioMcation Ik r-e—omiinual slow 
poisoning of the tissues ’ All these ch.ips around him 
tiiought they were dome t'..ags And he looked at the 
chaps. He knew most ul them, and had great respect for 
manv, but cedlecticciy he could not deny that they looked 
a bit da/.cd. His neighbour to ttie right was show-ing his 
front teeth in an aaph\ xiatcd smile. ‘ Really,’ he thought ; 
‘ it’s heroic how we all keep awake day after day ! * 
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It would not have been natural tliat Fleur should rejoice 
in the collapse of tlic (Jentral ^Strike A national outlook 
over such a matter was hardh in her character Her 
canteen was compleiinj^ the rc-cstahli''hrnent in her of the 
social confidence which the Marjorie Ferrar affair had <o 
severely shaken ; and to be thorou):hK busy witii practical 
matters suited her. Recruited by Norah Curfew, bv 
herself, Michael, and his Aunt Lack Alisnn Cliarwell, slie 
had a first-rate crew of helper^ of all at^e^, most of tlicm in 
Society. They worked in the manner popularly attributed 
to negroes ; lhe\ craned at nothinc- not even cockroaches. 
They got up at, or ‘^ta\ed up to, all hours. They were 
never cross and always cheery. In a word, they seemed 
inspired. The difference thtw’ had made in the appear.ancc 
of the railway’s culinary premises ^as startling to the 
Company. Fleur herself was ‘ on the bridge ’ all the time. 
On her devolved the greasing of the official wheels, the 
snipping off of red tape in numberless telephonic duels, 
and the bearding of the m.^nagerial face She had even 
Opened her father’s p^Kkci to supplement the shortcomings 
«hc encountered. The volunteers were fed to repletion, 
and— on Mich.acFs inspiration — she had undermined the 
^ciccti with surreptitious coffee dashed with rum, at odd 
of their wearisome vigils. Her provisioning car, 
to Holly, ran the blcx:kade, by leaving and 
as though Harridge's, whence she drew her 
. were the last place in its thoughts. 
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“ Let us pivc the striker^/' s uJ Michael, “ every possible 
excuse to \Mnk the other eye " 

Th.e canteen, in tact, u.i'- an untjualiticd succciw. She 
had n'>t ^ec^ Jc»ii l)ut ‘-lic li\ej in that peculiar 

mixture <>{ fc.ir :uk1 h'tp- ulriii ''ii:nitieb a real interest in 
life ( tn the rrui.u aim. 'urKcd to her that [on’s wife 

had u^riNcd" niiL’lit ^h< brim: h< r do\\n next morning ? 

“ ( )h ' \ ' ■>.” s.od I !■ . r “ W itar is she like ’ ” 

" \itrK’'i\' v\ith ( <' hk- I 'A ate r-iiMMpliS or so Jon 
throw, hat if- vj'iit. p- ht ,t t\['< .'t u itcr-nvmph,’* 

' Min'" a} 11. ur 

hhe w i- I h' kine a hr on tin tiKpiioiie next day when 
HolK hri.jeh’ \nne Mnait II ar's .-aii lieicht, straight 
and s’l't’'. I irl ' r III rh- i* or, hr"\Mu r in c.mij'h xion, browner 
in the ' .c 'll ur edd h it II. .IK had meant by 

‘ water-nvii”, li *j, her n.- e a little to » sudden, her chin 
fiMintcd .irid ht r oeih \er\ uhite, Ik r siKicssor stood. 
I)k1 sJu kn"\\ that [.iii and she 

And ^trctJ'lrn,' out her tree 1: iiid, I'hur said. 

‘‘1 think it\ aufuilc sportoii: ./I \ ou as .m American, 
Hou\ \ our hr. (her 1 r .iki' 

The hand s|k squec/ed veas hr..\\n, dry, warm ; the voice 
bhe heard onl\ faintly .Ameriu.in, a-s if Jon had been at it. 
“ You were just too g(K)d to Francis. He always talks 

of \ou. If It hadn’t been tor \ou ” 

“That's noiiunt: Fxcusc me. . . . Ve-cs ? ... No I 
If the Princess cmie-i, .isk her to be good enough to come 
uhen ihcv'rc feedine. Yc** \cs--~th;mk you I To-mor- 
row ? Certainly. . . . Hid \ou have a grxxl crossing?’' 

Frightful ! I glad Jon wasn’t with me. 1 do fo 
hate being green, don’t you ? ” 

“ I never am/’ 5.iid Fleur 

That girl had Jon to bend above her when the waf gwea I 
Pretty ? A cs. The browned face was very alive — fathef 
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like Francis Wilmot'h, but w-iih those enticing eyes, much 
more eager. What was it about those eyes that made 
them so unusual and attractive ' — surely the suspicion 
of a squint ! Slic had a way of standing, too — a trick of 
the neck, the head was Ixautifulh poised Lovely 
clothes, of course' I leur’s gLince swept s\Mftl\' down 
to calves and ankli^ NpI thkk, nc^t crooked! Nc 
luck ! 

“ I think It's jijsi uonderiul oi \(iu to h t me come and 
help.” 

“ Not a bit liolK \m11 put ' ( u \m'-( ” 

” That sounds nm and liop.< \ 

Oh ! We all ii^r \(-ur c\pr> 'Sioiis now-. Will \ ou 
take her pro\ isionim;. Holly 
Wdicn the girl liad i:<>ne. undfr flolK’s vMng, Fkur hit 
her lip By the untomplicated glan^t ot lon'v win she 
guessed that |on had n(>t told her Ih.vs *t\sfulK Ni/ung ' 
Fleur felt suddenly as u she lierself had never had a voiith 
Ah! If Jon had not been caught a\^a^ from her' Her 
bitten lip quivered, and she buried it in the mouthpkee 
of the tele. plume. 

Whenever again — three or four times -bcf(»re the canteen 
was closed, she saw tiic girl, ''he forced herself to be utrdi.d 
Instinctively she felt that she must siiut no door^ on hie 
just now. What Jon's rcappe.«rancc meant to her she 
could nor yet tell , but no one -should put a hnirer this 
time in whatever pie she cluise to make. She was mistress 
of her face and movements now, as she had never been 
when she and Jon were babes m the wood, Witfi a warped 
pleasure she heard Holh’s . “ Anne thinks you wonderful, 
Fleur!” No.’*"' on had nt)i told his wife about her. It 
was like K secret had not been his alone ! But 

how lonf^ at girl be left in ignorance ? On the 

day the caf* ^ she said to Holly j 

' ^re the las 
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“ No one told [on\ v\jfe that he and I were onec in 
ImVc, I suppun ' ” 

Holl) bhook her head 
“ I'd rntlur rlK‘\ didn’t, then ” 

“Of toursc iK)t. nn dear I'll see tu it 'fhe child’s 
nice, I tiiink ” 

“ Nkc,” s.ii i I It ur, “ I'ut nut inipuriant ” 

“ ‘dlu\\ Imt tilt iitt' r ^trani.'tnc'JS of every- 

thing Anurit.Jis .ire lji in r.dlv irnpurt.mt, sooner or 
1 Iter ” 

“ Tu tin rn-tlvt-," lui I h ur. and HolK smile. 
Feehnc that -ht had rtvtaltd a torntr uf her feelings, she 
smiled too 

“ Wtll, .so lung as the\ pt t un 1 Ik\ dn, I su)>poH* ? ” 
“ M) dc.ir, r\( hardK seen [ »n, hut 1 should sa)’ it’s 
perfeeth sutti ^ Jul Now the striK. 's over lhe\ 're* coming 
down to us .u W in 'don 

*• Good ' \\ til, this IS tht end ot the old i ante*cn. Let's 
powder our iiu-ts and y t tnii , I .ither's waiting for me 
v\ith the- car, C.in ut drop \ou ' ” 

“ No, thanki. , I'll walk ” 

” W’hat ’ The edd geru ? Funny how hard things 
die ! ” 

“ Ycb ; when you’re a lorsuc,” murmured Holly; 
“You see, wc don’t show our Jcclings It’s airing them 
that kills feelings ” 

“ Ah ! ” said Fleur ; “ Well, God bless you, as they My, 
and give Jon my love I’d ask them to lunch, but you’re 
off to Wansdon ? ” 

“ TIic day after to-morrow.” 

In the little round mirror Fleur saw her face ma&k iticlf 
more rhoroughK, and turned to tlie door. 

“ I may look in at .Aunt Winifred’s, if Tve liioe. 80 
long]” 

AA 
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Cioln^ dtmn tlic st.ur.s ‘^he thought : 'So ii’s .ur tliat 
kills fccliFi^^h ' ’ 

Soamcb, in the car, w ^M/in-e at hack. Tie 

fellow was as Umm .is .1 rail 

“ Finislud witli that ' ” lu ' lul to her 

“ Vc*s, dear " 

(jood Job, too W I irine 'omr- ll o* a -liadou ” 

“ Why ? Do I look thin, 1) id ' 

“No,” said Soanes, '“no Tie it’s ,,ur niotber lUit 
_\ou can’t keep on at that rat. \\..'ald \ ..n like ^oine nr ' 
Into the Park, ” 

Passing' into that h,i\en. In inurtnun .1 • 

“ I remetnlnT win n \our '^r 'iidne.th' r dro\(' here e\er\ 
day, rc|>\llar a^ eh^kwori P. ..ph ha.l habit , th.-ii 
Shall we stop .ind hn.e a l"..i .it th.it Mi inori d .itl.ni 
they made sueh a tu s .iboui : 

“ I’ve see n It, 1 ).ul ” 

“So ha\e I,” s.iid Soini's ‘ Stunt seulpture * N.iw, 
that St. (j.'iudens statue it \\ islnneton ::/!•< someihini; ” 
And he looked .11 her Mdelon^: 'I h.ink L'oodne-s she 
didn’t know of the w.i\ lie liad fende.l he r ott from ^ouni' 
Jon Fors)tc’ o\(r then* She must haxo hearel b\ n<tw that 
the fellow was in London, and st.i\ine at lu r hunt's, too ! 
And now/ tlic strike w.is off, and norm.il r.ii]\sa\ scrviees 
beginning again, he would be .it a loose eiwl ' Hut perhaps 
he would go b.ie.k to P.iris , his mother was there still, 
he understood It w.is on the trp <if his tonttue to ask 
Instinct, however, potent onl\ in ins dealings with Fleur, 
stopped him. If slie h.id seen the \ oung man, she u'uJdn’i 
tell him of it. SJie vvas I< Hiking somehow secret — or wa^ 
that just imagin.uion = 

No ! He couldn't see her thoiight.s. GikkI thing, 
perhaps I Who could atTord to have his thoughi.s .seen ? 
The recesacs, ramific.uiun^, c\ccsscs of thougiit ! Only 
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uhcn sic\(.d anJ hhtud \\.i> tliouj^ht tit tor exposure 
And attain Soamc- ](H)kcd at lii> daui,ditcr 

She ua^ thinkinL’, indeed, to purposes ihat w'ould have- 
upset }»ini Mow w is she 1,'oinL’ to -cc jon alone before lie 
left for Wan-vion ' Site could i all to iu.,rr<»n, of course, 
openK at (»re<n Street, mil } roh iM\ ft<>t see liim She 
eould ask him to juru h ,11 >ou:t; S^p,; irt . hut h irdh without 
his wife or Ik r own h i-h iiivi I .’k re w i-. in tae t, no rva^ 
ot seeiiiit iiiiii aloiK .\(ipt In neidciit \iid s)u hcpMii 
trvinp' to pi (M ..ru On the p",n! of pervenini,' that the 
es-eruc ot an e kIcIU u.-s that it ^ouM leU he planned, 
du planned 1: Sin wouhi i^.i t-- (iretn Street .it nine in 
the morn'! 0 »'• eon-a’t 11. 'IK . r. tin eaiit-'cn iccouiUs, 
\iter sueli -:r. ijin Us dn M'-ii ..nd \iirie nu^ht lureK 
h' hre aklastiiii’ in he d \ il h lel L'oiit h i. k to Wansdoli, 
Aunt W iniir. d rev.rp'ot up' }oii »;'<:> he done! And 
she turtle d r-. S. '..me s 

“Awtullv s.\,,t of \ou, l)i.i, to he airinp' me; 1 tint 

ClljeeVinc It ” 

Like te) k'v ( out .Old have 1 look it ttie diuk' TllC 
sw ms li.Ai L'^'t a hrood at Maph vlurhani attain tlu-J year.’* 

The sveans' Mow well -he rc tiie inht n-d the si.x little 
i:r( y destr<j\ers tollowiiiv' tin old 'Waiis encr the prccn- 
iinyed water, that si\ yc.ir-p'oiie sunirrur of her love I 
Crossing the grass down to the Serpentine, she felt a sort 
ot cTCcpini.' sweetness liut nohodv - nohf.dv should know 
of what went un inside her Whatever happened- -and, after 
all, most likely nothing would happen- -she would save face 
this time streiriL'^est me»ir.c in the vsorld, as Michael tiaid. 

” Voi r grandtatlicr used lu bring me lierc w'hcn I was a 
shaver,” ^aid In r fathnr's \oue Iveside her. It did not 
add : “ And I used to bring tli.it wife- of mine v^'hen we 
were first married.” Irene ' She had liked water and 
trees she li.id liked all beautv , and she hadn’t liked him ! 
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“ Eton jackets SiKty years ago and more. Who’d 
have thought it then ? ” 

“ Who’d have thought uhat. Dad ' That Eton jackets 
would still be in ? ” 

“That (hap — 'lVnn\ v'^on, wa'inh it’ — ‘ Tlic old order 
changeth, giving place to new ’ I can’t see rou in )iigh 
necks and ‘■kirts di)v\n i<i \t>ur to s.u niithing of 

bustles. \\ nnu n then were dthndtd up to the nine-^, [iut 
)ou knew just as miuli about tluin as \ ou do now -md 
that’s precious little ” 

‘*1 wt^ndcr Do \ou tliink peo| le's p i-oons are what 
they used to be, Dad ’ ” 

Soames brooded into hand .Now, why had •'he 
said that ’ lie had oik<“ told her that a grand p is*^K>n 
was a thing ol tin past, and she laid uplied that she had 
one. And suddenly he was ba^k in steann heat, redolent 
of earth and potttd }'el irg(uiium, kivking .1 liot water pipe 
in a greenhouse at Mapledurhain Perhaps -lic'd been 
right; there was alwa\s a lot ol human nature .ihout 

“ Passions ' ” he -aid “ Well, \ ou ''till read of people 
putting their heads under the gas In old da\'s t)ic\ used 
to drown themselves Ett’s go and ha\e tea, at that 
kio&k gUcc " 

When they were seated, and the pige<)ns were enjoying 
his cake, he i<K)k a huig look at her bhc had her Icg^ 
ert^sed — and \cr\ nice lhe\ were ’ — and just that difference 
at her body from the waist up, from so many ;young women 
he saw about. She didn’t sit in a curve, but with a slight 
hdikiw is her back, giving the impression of backbone and 
a poise to her head and neck She was shingled again — 
the custom had unexpected life-- but. after all, her neck 
WHS remarkably white .md round Her face — short, with 
itB firm, rounded chm, ver) little powder and no rouge, 
with its darlc'laahcd white lids, clear-glancing hazel eyes, 
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•'hort, str.ujrht no^c and hr>>id low Srow, with the chc<!tnut 
hair ()\cr ir- ( ar^, and it^ kissablc mouth — really 

It wav a tr(.d:r ' 

‘‘ I di -iild think/' )>i - u 1. “ \<>u’d lx* j^hul u> have more 
unit' l^r Kit aijain He's a r . v il What d'\nu ihirik he 
a-ked nu lor \ e-t' rd i\ a . iinim r ' 

“ , Ik’*' ala i.s oreili:,.’ thini'-^ up I im.ick him 

a- lath a' po-'ihh', I'ut ii’*' unuuidahlc at timc'i’ 'nobody 
Om- I'i allnv'd to Moihar rot him u*<ed to it while WC 
wltc aaa\. ^'O h' hu,;-' tui it >•. ill in the dav'*' v\ork ” 
“ChildtEn,” s od N» nu “ rr lunn\ thinsrs We 
weren't m.i okIi a Ju - ot w h' n 1 was eoiint,'” 

“ i'driuN t’K , I>avl, bur I think you make more fus> of 
him ih .11 ' \ b .d\ 

*• Wb i! ''■1.1 S' 1 iim H ' I ; ” 

“ Von vio c \ !• il\ a^ he I' \U %ou Did vou him the 
h imnii r ' 

“ Havln’t < inc u h it diouKi I carrv harnim rs about for ? ** 
Khur laiitt’.id “No. but eou tike liim so seriously* 
Mith.tE 1 tak( ' iiim ir«mu all\ 

“ The Iitlh ‘ hap’s ,k»ol < twinkle," said Soameu. 

“ MtreiluiK Didn't \ou -.pnil m/, Dad ’ ” 

Soames Leaped at a pnreon 
“ Can't tell,” he s.od " Do vou feel spoiled ** 

“ When 1 want thinir", 1 n.irit thine- ” 

De knew that , but so lorn; a- ^he wanted the right thiag*! 
“And when I don't get them. I'm not safe.” 

“ Who "ays that 

“ No one ever it, but I know it.” 

H’m ! W hat was she waniini; now ? Should be a#k ? 
And, as if attending to the crumbs on his lapel, he took 
‘ a lunar ^ 1 hat lace of hern, whose eyes for a moment 
were ofi guard, was dark with some dccp—hc couldji’t tefi I 
Secret 1 ThaiN what it was ! 
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WliM the c.intccn .Ku>iiril' in her h.cnl, I'leur ^'KpptJ nut 
between Jicr tubbeJ h.iv-trctv \ cjuurttr to nine h\ 

Ben! Twenty oild niimitt ^ to w.ilk ;n mss the (Jreen Piirk ! 
She had drunk her <<jtke in ^'ul, to dud' questions- .nid 
there, of e(Hirse, was Uad with his nose j/lucd to the dininj- 
room window bht' wa\('d lh< neounis, ,iIk] he withdrew 
his face as if they had linked Inin He was cm r so 
but lie shoidein't always be du-tiiiL' her du wasn't a pieei 
of china 1 

She walked liriskly She h ul lu) lean \suekle s( nsarKtiM 
this mornint,', hut hit h ird md hriL’ht If Je>n had come 
back to Eni»land to stay, she must ijet him over I'lie 
sooner the better, without hiss » Passim: the j^eraniums in 
front of Buckingham Ihilaee, ]ust out md hiv’hh scarlet, 
she felt her blood healing Not walk sei last or she would 
arrive damp' The trees were far advanced; the (ireen 
Park, under brec/e and sun, smelled ot erass md lca\'es 
Spring had not smelled s(' good fur \ears A longing tor 
the country seized on Fleur (Irass and trees and water 
— her hours with Jon had been passed among tliem-one 
hour in this very Park, l)etore he took her down to Robin 
Hill ! Robin Hill liad been sold to some peer or other, 
and she wished him jo> of it -siio knew its history as of 
some unlucky ship ! That luiusc had ‘ done in ’ her father, 
And Jon’s father, yes — and Ins grand-father, she believed, 
to say nothing of herself. One would not be ‘ done in ’ 
again so-'^asily! And, passing into Piccadilly, h'lcur 
tmUed at her green youth In the early windows of the 
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Club nick-n.'jmcJ b\ deur^< [<>r^\tc thr ‘ Isccum,’ no one 
of his compeers s.it is \ct, .ibo\e liu mo\in^^ humour', ol 
tlic street, sipp;np from i^»l.is«, or lup, .tnJ puffini; his con- 
clusions out in '.moke 1 Ic ur could remember liim, 

iier old Cousin dcortrc ]or>\r(. \^llI> us(J to sit therc\ 
flc-slix .ind s iraoiMc behind the lurvin^ juincs ; Cousin 
(i' , uho h id owni d ti'.e ‘ W iiite Monkc \ ' up in Michael’s 

'.tudx 1 ikK Mom' ten- n.irte , to.., whom she reniembcrcii 
Ix'i.iU'' th' oiilc tinit 'lu' bid sitii him he h.ic! pinthed 
h(.r in .1 ( .'rMiiL: pi' t, i\,!n “ U h it .ire little fijtrK 

made ol ' o. til It siic hid C. ippd lit r hands when she 
lit.ird I hit 111 had hr. 'Cn hi- 'ud, soon after, a horrid 
man, \Mtl. Ill 1 '1 and a -i trk moii-t.clu, snu'llin^' of 
,.n' an 1 > ic .r- Rounding' tie It ’ - orn< r, slie fell 
bre itiil' - ti-riiniirn \\er< iti her Aunt’s windovs -boxes 
-hut not ih tihli'iis ut \\a' thr<.r r .oin the one she 
lurs. i: II i d t . lia\i \nd, takim,' her hand from her 
heart, sin r im: tlu hell 

•• \\ ' Smittn'r, m\ ho !\ .1. uc n ’ ” 

“ OnU Mr Jon’s d .un \et, Mlss I' cur ” 

W }i\ cikl laari' uobbif ' >KKc.Miii, vciieii one was 
p. rft L tly (ool ' 

•• He'll do tor tfu nionunt, hn.ithtr Wiiere is he ? ” 

“ H.ivinp hr< ikfast. Miss Ikur” 

All ric'ht . u me in 1 don't mind having another 
e up me sv ll ” 

Lnder li< r hreath, 'he detiind the creaking noun who 
was preceding' her to the dinini^-rtj >m ' “ Smithcr : 0 
hmiiher . (-)t a ^m:’ilcr. To a Smiiiicr: A Smitlicr>’* 
S.IK ! 

“Mrs, Michael Mont, Mr Jon. Shall I get you ttome 
fresh coffee. Miss hkur * ” 

“No, thank \uu, hmithcr ” Stays creaked, the door 
was shut. Jon was standing up. 
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“ Fleur ! ” 

“Well, Jon?” 

She could hold his hand and keep her pallor, though the 
blood was in hts checks, no longer smudged. 

“ Did I feed you nicely f ” 

“Splendidly. How are vou, Fleur? Not tired after 
all that ? ” 

“Not a bit. How did \ ou lilvt "tfiking ’ ” 

“ Fine ! My engine-driver w.is a re.d brick Anne will 
be so divSappointed ; sheV haMn^ a lit otf.” 

“She was quite a help Ne.irl) si\ years, Jon; you 
haven’t changed much." 

“ Nor you.” 

“ Oh ! / liavc Out of knowledge 

“Well, I don’t sec it. ll.i\e }(Ui ii.id breakfast ’ ” 

“ Yc8. Sit down and go i>n with \ours. I came round 
to sec Holly .ibout some accounts. Is she in i'rd, too " 
“ I expect so.” 

“Well, ril go up dircctlv How d('es England fed, 

Jon } ” 

^Topping. Can’t leave it .ig.iin Anne sa\s she doesn't 

mind.” 

“Where are you going tc> .settle ? '* 

Somewhere near \'al and Holly, if \vc can get a place, 
to grow things.” 

Still keen on growing things ; ” 

“ More than ever.” 

“ How's the pcx'try ? ” 

“ Pretty dud.” 

Fleur quoted : 

“ * Vc^ in the night crying, down in the old sleeping 
Spanish dty darkened under her white .stars.’ ” 

“ Good-"’* -ord ! Do you remember that i ” 

-Yes." 
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His e)cs wrrc as srr.iitrhi, ins laslies .is dark' as ever, * 

“ oultl V'U like tit meet Mkh.itl, jon, and see my 
infant ^ ’’ 

“ R till- r ' ” 

‘‘ \\ 111 n !ti \i>u .it AM r.. W.inMlcii • ” 

“ 'J o morrow or thi J.)\ tli' r ” 

“ 'i h'-n, aojTi \ -0 loir, ...no jfjd ! .ru'k to morretu ? ” 
“ W e \i It >\i ' " 

oiK IIo!'\ md A^l.: Uimlnd, too. 1« 
Mti'i nun'i ' ’■ }' .ri' 

“ Vt ^ S.'.i ir.ink' .1 ■( til'in there " 

“Well, ['ll tliim'* r ill tin tin. II tu t, don't ihc_v 

“IhtN 'o” 

“ Sii ill 1 L'l.e \oi. ■ me i’lttrt eotfci : .\unt Winiircd 
priJt ^ in r^' It on tn r .olii < 

“ J I' ur. ' u do j< ok -\ kndnJ ” 

“ 'i iuink 1 l.i\t \ ,,u t't . low I, to ■-( e K-ihin Hill f ” 

“ Not vet Some potent ito's ^'ot It mnv ” 

“ ])oe“' eo’T does Anm tin 1 tilings .imiisme here i ** 
“She's itirihl; imprMvtd '.i) ^ ue'rc a. nation ol 
gen'hnun h'd \ou ev<r tiot;k that ' ” 

“i^.^ltl\.!v no; lomp.ir (ti\t I\ f'erimps/’ 

“ It all binell- -u g".;! },, re ’’ 

“The j^oct’' nose Dviju nmimlKr our walk at 
W'ansJon ’ ’’ 

“I omemltr everv thing, H'ur” 

“Ti.ai’s iionc't So do 1 It took me some lime to 
remember tl, it I’d li.^gotti n i low long did it take you if *' 
“ Still loiiner, I c.\pi ’’ 

“Well, Mjch.iclN the i>r>t male I know.” 

“ Anne’s the best teim.le ” 

“ How fortunate- L'vn't it ? How old is she f 
“ Twenty-one.” 

“Just right for you. Even if we hadn't been ftaf- 
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crossed, I was alv\a)s too old for \{ti; (loci' Weren't 
we young fools ’ ” 

“ I don’t see that It was natural it was beautiful " 
“Still got uieals ? Marmalade ' h’^ Oxford " 

“Yes. Tliex can’t make niarm.ilade out of Oxfonl " 

“ Jon, your liair gr^.ws exactl\ a^ it used to IIa\e \ on 
noticed mine ? ” 

“ I’ve been tr\ mg to ’’ 

“ Don’t \ ou like It ’’ ” 

“ Not so much, cjuiie , ind \ « t ” 

“You mean 1 shouldn't h-.-k well out of the fashion 
\'cry acute! You don’t mind her bcim,' hincdcd, appa- 
rently.” 

“ It suits .\nn(‘ ’’ 

“ Did her bntther tell n ou miuh .ibout me ' ” 

“He said \ ou h.td a lo\cl\ house . and nutseil him hk( 

an angel.’’ 

“Not like .in angel; like .1 \outjg wom.in <»} fashion 
There’s still ,i difference ’’ 

“ Anne w.is .iwfull) gr.iteful for that flic's told \’ou ' ’’ 
“Yes. But I'm alr.ud, between us, we sent br.mcis 
home rather cxnieal Cvnici'-m grow-^ here , d’\ou notice 
it in me ? ’’ 

“ I think you put it on.” 

“My dc.ir ! I t.ike it off when 1 t.ilk to \ou You 
W'crc always an innocent Dem’t smile couwcrc' rhat's 
why you were well rid of me. Well, I never tiiought I 
should see )<)u .igam ” 

“ Nor I. I’m sorrv Anne's not down ’’ 

“ You’ve never told her about me.'’ 

“ How did you know that ? ” 

“ By the way she l(x>ks at me.” 

“ Wh^ should I tedl her ? ” 

“ No reason in the world, l^t the dead past It’s 
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lun to um .ic:up, tlKuich Sh.tko ii.inJ" Tm 
up to Hollv now 

'I'htir h.ifui' [oincJ .)\.r tlu nnrm.il.ulr on hi'^ plate. 
“\\\'ro not children now, j-.n Till to morrow, tlicn ' 
^ ou']l like nu lioiiM Y rr/’dj'f,’ 

(iniiii.’ up tla iir hi tlioiiijlii with resolution about 
nothinu 

■■ C.lD 1 eono 'll. } h-ll\ 

{ K ur ' M\ elc ir ' " 

T !' 0 tli’P, r.tth' r • i''' .A t i. ^ , }i ,rnii!irl'> intelligent, 

w,i'pro|}'J i.’.iiiot I ; i!' I !■ ..r h I 1 tlu te rlinjt that, 

ot .ill opl( , it w . Ur' r li’h. lit to ktu ofu'v thoiijifhts 

!'om Ih il 

‘ I ti< -t U..uj'it>, ■ ir ^ ,ui " I’m til o( that official 
.i-s ,it tut l)kl \--u r ill flu il od( - oi hae on ’ ” 

’fhe tliin s.ilkiw h.<nd t'H)k tlr .ueounls, and bclwc'-n 
t ke I iTL’e ur* \ ( \ ' mil t luirow 

“ Nine \.^ \t' . th It' r'L'lit Ha\t \ ou seen Jon ,* ” 

" Ye" . In’" th< onl, i.irl) bird U ill sou all come to 
liiiu h vMth u-- to-niorrow ' ” 

" It \ "11 f hi'ik It’ll !)f w ISC , I K'ur ” 

“ I think It’ll he ph.oailt 

blu nut ttic "earili ol the c’n s ewe-' •'tiadils, and with 
secret ani^ei No one should see into litr— no one should 
nterlcrc ' 

-Vll n^tht (he'n, we’ll espeet \uu all four at one-thirty. 
{ must run now 

She did run , but smer she realK had no appointment 
with anv official .iss.” ^1 r- went hack into the Green Park 
,ind 'Jat down. 

So that was Jon - now ' ’IVrnbly like Jon — then ! His 
eves deeper, his chin more e)bstinatc— that pcrliaps was all 
the difference. He still had his sunny look ; he ftill 
l>clie\cd in thtn^ He still -admired her. Yc-c$! A 
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little wind talked above ber in a tree The day was 
'surprisingly fine — the first realK fine day since Easter ' 
What should she give them for luiuli ' Hnw should she 
deal with Dad ? Ht must nor he there ! To have perfect 
command of oneself was all ’^erv well, to have perfect 
command of one's father u-r mn so eas\' A pattern ot 
leaves covered her short sKir:, ila sun wariiK d her kntcs ; 
she crossed them and leaned Isi.k hr'-c costunn - - 

a pattern of kace- “ \\ i < • " Holh, had -aid Who 

knew? Shrimp C(»cktail' ' \<'' 1 nvlidi hxjd P.in- 

cikc9-4ccrtaml\ ! '!'<• v t i:d *-i j ) id, six must propose 

I'crsclf with Kii at Majdc dur), .ai lor the d.i\ after, then 
lie would go, to j rcfMrt l..rth>in Ihi mot ht r w as still m 
PVancc. 1'he oil'ers \> ould h( uon^ to W !nsd"i, NcthoiL; 
to wait for in towm \ nic( w irni -uii on Ik’- neck \ 
scent of grass of I.oika .. ’L ' ( )h ' di..!r! 



CflMTKR X 


A1 I 1 R I I SUi 

Th\t tlic m("t pf' :^ii.inr hr.' ■; '.i ot luini’.n life is the 
me.d, ".ill l>t uJiiuiti'i In .11 uKc t.iKc. p.iri in these 
rtcurrmt a.n-s. The imjc' il t!,r\ wf p" tnnp Jnwn from 

t.iblr rcn(')<r> it th< rii'-t toriuiJ il-k <i| l.uin.oi 

. 13 ..' 1" p'-'ph ' '1 tw lia p...n; ol svs.dlowing nc^ oni) 
iliur ti'ud bu’ :i lit u . 'r"j- 

Such .1 Cell'’'; Mil .It h.nt \\.^^ pr^nnt (M ihiir during 
rh.jt lunJi Til. it lur r'''-in u.is Sj iiii h, r' minded licr 
ih.it It u.i M't wi'h |i n d. hid .niu her Jiuncymdon 
in bp.iin 1 'itrt hid In-n .i 'uri'-us ninmint, loe, behiTc 
lutuh ; fer, tin fir-t w-'idb I'.;, h.id sp'jl.-n on seeing 
Mkiuul, ii.id bti ri : 

“ H.ille ' 'I Ms i." qu< ir ’ \\ I Icur with you thdt day 
at Mount Wruen ' ” 

What w.ii thia ' Had die hetn kept in the dark i 
Then Mich.ici had <i.ud 

“ You rtiTumlur, I h ur : The young Lugliuhman I met 
at Mount \ trnon 

‘ Ships that pash in the night ' ’ ” said Meur, 

Mount \Trnon ' So r/^v had met there I And she had 
not ! 

“ Mount Vernon is lovely Hut vou ought to lec Rich* 
mond., Anne. We could go after lunch You haven^t been 
to Riclimond for ages, I expect, Aunt Winifred. We coold 
take Robin Hill on the way home, Jon.” 

“ Your old home, Jon Oh ! Do lei’s ! ” 

At that moment she bated the girl’s eager face $t wJlkk 
Jon was looking. 
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“ T)icrc's the pnicnuitc,” }r* s.ud 
“Oh!” s.ud 1‘lcur, quick]}, “ lu-'- ut Monte C.irlo T 
read it yesterday G-uld \'>u come, Michael • " 

“Afraid VvL got a Comniiiicc And the car can onlv 
manage five ” 

“ It would be jint too lo\. 1\ ' ” 

Oh ! that American eiitlui laMii ' It wus c omt, irtini; lo 
hear lier Aunt's flat voice opinin'' th it it would be a nice 
little run— the ch<stnuts would be out in tlu Park 

Had Michael reall) a C'oiMniiti ( ' ^la otli n knew sl;.tt 
Michael rcallv Ii.kI, 'du ik r.ilK 1 n< w more or Ic". 'diat 
he was thinking, but now -h- did not ocm to know In 
telling him last mglit of tho unit iti.-n to lundi, shi had 
carefully obliterated the imprc-ion Iw an embrace w irnier 
than usual lu nuRt not g. t .,n\ noio< nse into his head 
about Jon ' When, to.,, to lirr talh<r die had s.iid 

“ Couldn t Kit .iiid I conic down to cou the d i\ after 
to-morrow, but want a da\ tlicrc I'm ..traid, 

if Mother’s not there," how carctullv she had loiem'd tij 
the tone of his repK . 

“ H’m ! \c - es ! I’ll go down to-mormw morniin: ” 
Had he scented an\ thing, had Mu had scented any- 
thing ? She turned to Jon 

“Well, Jon, what d'\ou tlnnk ot m\ hon''C ' 

“ It’s vcr\ like \ou " 

“ Is that a comphnunt ' 

“To the house ’ Ot couro 
“Francis didn’t exaggerate then = ” 

“ Not a bit.” 

“You ha\cn’t seen Kit \ct. We’ll ha\e him down. 
Coakcr, please ask Nur.<c to bring Kit down, unless he’s 
asleep. . . . He’ll be three in juK , quite a good walker 
already. It makes one tnglittully old ! ” 

The entrance of Ku and his silver dog caused a sort of 
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rooinfj sound, ''pt<.di]\ tlirck<vl, lor tlirc*c of the wiuncn 
were ol l'or‘'\t(. Mock, .ind tfio lor^xit" did not okj He 
Mood there, blue .md ruiiur OiirJi, witli a fnuMi 

und his h.'Mr f^ricdit, '.t irine a '!.f (opij'inv 

‘‘ Cofiu furi,, nu ->ii Ih'" 1 |on \<.ur sc^^ond cousin 
once r( ii;o\ ^ d 
Kir .id\ .in ( d 

" >\i]l I invmr ni\ > in ’’ 

“ f lor^c, K 11 \o , Ilk' ij t!i 1 '* 

The sniall }i iiui v\tii» uj' . I'Ui'- ^ ii d iiiu vlowri. 

" You L’ot difl \ t, 111 

s.iw l-u) flu ', !,' .rd. \Mri "1 n’l he just too 
unninc ' " Oi'i - od 

*“ Kit, \ o i n M r\ r Ml So w ou’id ' o.i li i \ i , it y)U d 
I'd n Mokine 01 <. immk 

“ ^ d. old 111 i'c I’m i.( <,ti u.i t.11,,4 th' 111 tver since, but 
1 c Ip't I'M t' !'l I Ii m ” 

“Whs ' ” 

“ ! f\ irot into till d in ” 

" lx ’ me "t < 

“(io and shake han Is uitli cour it aunt, Kitd* 

" \o” 

" Hear little ihap," s.nd Winirrid “ SuJi a bore, isn't 

It, Kit ' ” 

” \ er\ uiil. then, ^o out ap on, mvl n^'ct vour manners, 
and hnii); the m m ’’ 

'■ All v\ !i,dit ” 

His exit. iIo>.e\i in In thi -iIm r do?, x\as followed by « 
general laugh , Meur s.ud, ^otlK 

'• Kittle M retch - poor Jon ! ” \nd through her laihcf 
she s.iu Jon give her a grateful hH»k 

In this mid-Mav fine weather the view from Richmond 
Hill had all the width and leal) ciiarm which had drawn 
so many Forsytes in phaetons and barouches, in hansom 
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cabs and motor cars from immemorial time, or at least 
from the d.iys of George the Fourth The winding river 
•hone discreetly, far down there ; and the trees of the 
encompassing landscape, though the oaks were still 
goldened liad just begun to liave a brooding look ; in Juh 
they would be hc.iv)' and bluci'-}] Cunoii-ly, few houses 
showed among tlic treis and field'' , very scanty e\ idcncc ot 
man, within twelve miKs of London! Tlie spirit of an 
older England seemed to have fended jerry-buildcrs from a 
prospect sacred to the ejaculations ot jour generations 

Of those five on the terrace W'lnitrtd best exJ're^■'ed that 
guarding spirit, with her . 

“ Really, It’s a \e ry preilv view ’ ” 

A view — a view ! And vet a vn w v.a^ not what it had 
been when old Jolv on travelh d iii( \lj s with that knapsack 
of brown leather and square shapt., ^till in his grandson 
Jon’s possession, or Swithin alv-ve liis grevs, rolling his 
neck with consequence tuw.irds the lad) bv Ills side, had 
pointed W’ith his wlup de)wn at the nver and pouted : 

A pooty little view!” Or James, crouched over his 
long knees in some gondola, had examined the Grind 
Canal at \'eiiue with doubting eves, and muttered : “ They 
never told me the water was this colour ! ” Or Nicholas, 
taking his constitutional at Matlock, had opined tiiat tlie 
gorge was the finest in England No, a view was not 
what it had been ! George For'} te and Montague Danie, 
with their backs to 11, qui/./acally contemplating the 
Liberty ladies brought down to be fed, had started that 
rot ; and now the young folk didn’t use the expression, 
but just ejaculated ' “Christ!” or words to that 
effect. 

But there was Anne, of course, like an American, with 
clasped b^nds, and : 

** Isn’t it too lovely, Jon ? It’s son of romantic I ” 
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And so to tlie Park, vUitrf Winifrrd chanted auto- 
matKally at slight of the tnd every path and 

patch of torn and talkn tree Jrtu Irotn liollv or jon some 
ridint; ru m!K >»on 

“ l.ook, Anno, thu'" ulnro F threw iii\-'oIf off m) po>n\ 

a kid whai I h* i iin -tirinp and ^oi ^o bored with bcin)< 
bump' d " 

Or “ 1/ j- n ' \ ai Hid I h ul a riee down that 
avenu' Oii ‘ and lio r. ’ tiit !■ ^ W( u .d to jump StiJl 
thcp ’ " 

And Ann. ”.a- m ei -i.t n <<\it the h t r nd ific grass, 
sodithreiu ilo' \nuii'an \ .iieti' 

To i'lonr tiio 1’ irk iin hh nothin.’ 

“Jon,"'' id, aid nK, \\hit ■ > ■ .a L’oinit to do to 
get in at K"! llii! 

fell tilt hr ti it i w ini to Oiou m\ wife where I 
li\ed ai a h \ , and fnin 1 oiujlt wf good reasons. 
1 don’t want to sec the hnit, all lu tiirnlturc and 
that " 

“ Couldn’t We I’oin .It thr i'ottom, tlirojgh the coppice f ” 
and her e\e^ .id ltd . ” A- wt did that da\ 

“ We niic’ht come on '‘oim om , .in.l get turned back.’" 

Tiie couj'lc of good re.iMHis "eLured their top entrance to 
the grounds , the ‘ family ’ was not ' in reside nee.’ 

BoMnncs’i ma''tcrpiecc wore it^ mcllov^cst asfKtci. The 
sun-blinds were down, for the sun was streaming on its 
front, past the (dd oak tree, where was now no swing. In 
Irene’s ruse g.irden, whieh had replaced old Jolyon'f 
fernery, bud^ were forming, but only one rose was out. 

“ ‘ Rose, you Spaniard ' ’ ” .Something clutched Fkur*fc 
heart What was jon thinking— what retnembermg, 
with thi^se words and that frown ? Ju.si here she had sat 
between his father and hi> mother, believing that she and 
Jon would li\e here some da) ; together watch the roses 
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Moom, the old o.ik drop jts leaves, to^^cthcr say to tluir 
j^^ucsts • “ Ia>ok ' Tilt re’s the (j'rand ^tand .it hpsnm- 
see ? Just above those popl.trs ' ” 

And now s)ie could not even u.ilk beside him, who was 
plavin^' ^'uide t<i tliat pirl, his uit( ' Beside her Aunt she 
w'.ilked instead \\ mitred v\ as exireniclv intntrued She 
had never \c{ t}iis hnust, whuh Soaiiie*: had built 

with the I’r.uns of tcune Hosinnev , whuh Iriiu, ^\lttl 

‘ that unfortunate little .itbiir <*1 hers ’ h.ul wreeked , this 
house where OKI I rule johe-n .ind O'UMn iMhon h.id 
died; and Irene, s(» iroiiu tlK , h.iil live'd and li id this hoc 
Jon — a nice bo\, too, this house of horscte sunt; and 
story. It was verv distiiiLtuislu d and helonc< d to a peer 
now, which, sirue it had ijotu out eil tlie faniiK, setnud 
suitable In the w.illed fruit Lrardtii.-lu saiJtoMeur 

“Your ^’randf.ither c.iiue tlown here onee, to see how it 
was getting on I remember his sivinj^ • fi']} cost .i 
pretty penny te) keep up ’ And I s},uuld think it doe^ 
But it wa.s a pitv to sdl it Irene’s elomg, of e'<>ursc ' 

She never cMred for the familv N'>w, it o'lK ” Hut 

she stopped siiort of tile words . “ vou .end Ion had mad( a 
match of it ” 

“What (»n earth we»uld Jon have done. Auntie, with a 
great place like this so near lauidein ’ He’s .i poet.” 

“Yes,” murmured Winifred — not verv quick, because 
in her youth quickness had not been fashionable . “ There’s 
loo much glass, perhaps.” And thev went down through 
the meadow. 

The coppice ! Still there at the bottom of the* held ' 
But Fleur lingered neiw, ^t^.K^d bv the fallen leig, waitcei till 
she could say : 

“ Listen ! The cuck<K), Jon ! ’’ 

The cuckoo’s song, and the sight of bluebells under the 
larch trees ! Beside her Jon sieH>d still ! Yes, and the 
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^tood vtil) Tlicrt ucru the >onij-o\cr .inJ 

over ' 

“ It w.js /vff ». .itik- uti \ uur niotlu r, f'-ri, .uul our si. tr^ 
U(_rt' Lfos'icd f )li, [on ' " 

Could ^<1 slj.'ri a -^ound nu o- niu. ii, -a\ s,, much, k* 
so -t.irtlin;: ' Hi- !■((.' >:■ jum[''d . n t.i the lo^ at 

one ( 

“Nil : nr, i- I 
\nd, u iti I t tri, I'*:. 1" >1 < >: uj 0 her 
.'^h' I'u' 'nr ‘1 ,n.l- on hi {....’JiT' oul d doun 

\na u'K-nvr'' h 1! '}.■ u 'o , n \nd li. . nirJ :>ang 
.tier rh( ni 

That I'lr,: . tt l.itii-' ll/ c.iKi 1 kuf. 



CH\FTER XI 

PI KAMiU 1 AI ION 


Tnr in<itinct in ri^.irvl to !i's vi iLi-hT.,r, \\]iic]i bv now 
formed part of Ins j’rotcituf .-oerm.,' .iL-ain-t the iiiathiii- 
ations of Fate, luul u.»rncd th* d.i\ before, that 

Fleur was up to -Mi-nahiin: .'li'ti ''he went out while lie 
was having breuiktast Stin ihr"m.'h i)k 'sindo^e uating 
papers at him, ''la liaJ un .nr nt ur.o ,lit\, ur at Ic L^r in 
appearance ol not t- Hmg liim .nuthin:' \' Mimcthint: 
not quite g<miinc in ilu \oue w.irns i v! that he )' 
about to be le’it, so So.niu ' 'A.irrud In th« ov-tentation 
of those papers Ho tinnhed his bre.ikf.iit, there fort, 
too abruptly ior one eonsinurion il]\ L-nen to niarinahule, 
and set fe»rth to (iu-en Street >iiue that \oung felhns 
Jon was staying tlure, this i.ishiop.able lot.iliiy was the 
seat of any reasonable unea'iness It, moreover, there 
was a place in the world \\here ^oinu'> eould still un- 
button his soul, It was his sifter Winifred's dr.iwing-reu)in, 
on which in 1879 he him.sdf had lmpre^scd so deeply 
the personality ot Le>ui> tjuinre that, in spite of j.t/,/ 
»nd WiniftedS desire to be in the hea\ier modern 
fashion, that monareh's incurable le.Mty was stjH to be 

observed. 

Taking a Somewhat circuitous course and looking in at 
the Connoisseurs’ Club on ilw way, Soames did not arrive 
uniil after Fleur’s departure. The first remark from 
Smither confirmed the uneasiness wliich had taken him 
forth. 
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“Mr. So*imes ! Oh' What a {>ity~Miss Fleur's just 
gune ! And nobod \ d^•\^n \et but Mr Jon *’ 

“ Oh ! ” said So.imt^ “ Dul she stc film ? ” 

“Yes, c.ir HOs in tin diniiv'-rooin, if you'd like lo 
go m.” 

Soames shook his h( .>} 

“ ffow loiu» art th(\ ♦ ^nnther ? ” 

W’oll, I tlid !i( .r Mr- \ .d s,i. ilu^ urrt all i^oiiig hack 

to Wansdon tlr 1 1 \ >: 'T to o.orrov\ \\t ,^11 

alone ag iin in t > ' \oa ucri 'iinimg ot toming to us, 
Mr boamts" 

\gain boaiiv - ^no iK hi- la ad ' lo. iji.]-,, he s lid. 

“ What .1 b. auM il \onng ]ad\ Mi - 1 kur 'as grown, lo 

1 1 siirt , sut *1 1 toi..'ir ht ' ui ti.i nn'miin: ’ ” 

>oaincsgiM \crit t.- in rniMi.il' sound 'Fhc news 

was not to hi' liMiig, bni Ik lo’d 1 ii.iruK sa\ so ui front 
oi an in'tiiution * )nt tould ntvtr itll how niia h bmithcr 
knew bhc h ul crt.iktd Ik r '.‘..u riir->iigh pretty well 
c\trv tarniis' stirei in htr iinu, from tin da\s when his 
own m.itnmonial rel.itions supplied I'liuoths’s with more 
th.in <dl the go'-sip it rrcjuircd V(.>, and were not his 
»iwn nnitriuKinial relation*, iwuc-laid, still supplying the 
raw material ' Curiousls sinister it 'ccined to him just 
then, that tfir son of lus suppiantcr joI)on sfjould l)C here 
in this house, liu- nearr-*i counteriiit of that old homing 
centre of the Forsvtes, 'linioiln’s m the Haysw'atcr Road. 
Wliai a perversity tiicre was in things! And, repeating 
the indeterminate sound, he said . 

“ By the wa), 1 .supp'*sc that Mr. Stamford never came 
here again ? ” 

“ Oh, \es, Mr. Soames ; he called yesterday to sec Mr. 
Val ; but Mr, Val was gone.” 

“ He did — did he ? ” said Soames, round-eyed, **Wiuit 
did he take this time I ” 
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** Oh ! Of cour-c I knew better than to let him in ” 

You didn’t gi\ c him Mr .iddrcj,s in the u>untry ? ’’ 

** Oh, n<\ sir ; lie knew it 
Deuce he did ' ” 

“ bhall 1 tell the \<)u’re here, Mr Soanu ' ^ 

She must be ne irl\ down lo ii^u ” 

“ No ; don't disturb ht r " 

“ I am that ''orrx , sir , if' aiw i\ ' -w li i pl< ,i>ur(. (oh r 
to sec ) <'U." 

Old Smitlit r bridlmp^ ' \ L""*d xml ' \m ^ueh doin' sin > 

nowadays' \nd. putting <.n hi- h ti. ’^'miiks tom In i it- 
brim, murniurirn; 

“Well, ^oodluc, >n'ith<r tiue hi r ni\ love'” and 
went out 

‘So!’ he thoiiL'hf, ' I 1( ur'' 'Cdi th n bo; j h* 
whole thing \^ould U mn o\er aeain ' lb' hi i !■ no\', n it * 
And, vcr\’ s].,wK, with hi' hat rather 'e^t-r hi* eV', In 
made for ll\de Park Coriur 'I hi- wa- tor him a monuin 
in deep waters, when the In art inu-t b( hardtiUii to thi^ 
dangcrou'' denMon or to tint \\ itli the t< ndenc; tor 
riding past the hound" inheritcii Iroin his lather J ime- 
in all matters whuh tlireaiened the mam sei. unties ol lite, 
Soames rushed on m thought to tlu rum ot his dauedi'er'- 
futurc, wherein so s.icrcdlv w as embalmed his ow n 

“Such a colour she 'ad this morning’'" Wlicn she 
waved those papers at him, she a as pale enough- too 
pale ! A confounded chance ' Hreakfast time, too - 
worst time in the dav— most intimate' His naturall) 
realistic nature apprehended all the suggestions that la\ 
in breakfast. Thost who breakfasted ahme together slept 
together as often as not Putting things into her head ! 
Yes ; and they were not boy and girl nitw I Well, it all 
depended on what their feelings were, if they still had an\ . 
And who was to know ? Who, in heaven's name, wa" to 
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know ^ Autom.UicMllv in h.ivi Ivcun to cncomp.»5Si the 
\rnll''r\ A en <t uhui tlnni! ''hith he h.ul 

ne\er \c[ t.ikin in pro|\rK, 01 J iliJn't know t)i.il he 
wanted to Akt soiiu'hon it w is .ir\ real, iiul Milted to 
his iiiuod t.iied tilings. iV'thinj hiirh tloun about th.it 
L:un- diort, birktriu' irate o; a tinne. or tin st dark men-- 
dr,o.\n .end d(\oi(d uiuUr the'r -tci 1 iiats ' Nothin^' 
prctl\ -pre tt\ that nuniorul ta- aiieeK' vMni^H 

tiiere ’ No (nor^i- m.l i". dro'on , nor horses on the 
pratue, no |'.nop!\, md no ^ e, 1 h« re it * sot ' - 
as lh(.\ used to sa\ ejuitttil bk' i eri it uhitc toad on 
the nation's hti kojureied th itivt r Not an iIKimoii 
ibwut It' (lood thiiia to '.,.1- It i,ia< a da\, and set 
uhil \ou'd I’oi to i\oid ‘ J'd liM to rub the noses ot 
tiiosL C rouji i’ntiK iiivl niihtar\ i o. k' o' the walk on 
It,’ thought hovi'i ' \Mtn their '.'.hit w.is tt ' frcaii 
and mtrrv u.tT' ' ” ’ V'ui, erea'ini* t)u ro.id m the sun- 
sliine, ht pas-td into tlie Park, riio', me louarei^ Knii^hts* 

hnde‘ 

Hut about 1 h ur ' \V is in e .me to t.ik< the bull by 
the hort's, or to b- low ' Mud b< on. thine or the other, 
He vtalked rapdi\ non, e oru e ntr.ite d m taee .md move- 
ment, stalking a*- It Here in o;sn tiioiielits uitli a view 
to finalitv lit pa^std out Knief.tsbndee, and after 
unseiine scruiinv oI r\so or tiirtt stn dl sliops wiierc in 
ills time lit h.id pitktd up man\ .1 b ire.nn, for himself or 
shopman, he edetd p.ist latttrsall’' I hat hung on — they 
stdl sold horses there, he btlitved ' Horses had never 
I'leen in his ime, hut lit h.id not hvtd in Montpellier Ntjuarc 
xMtle.ut knowing the habitues of Tattcrsall’s by sight. 
Like e\tr) thing tlse that w.is crusted, thev’d be pulling 
It down bclorc long, he shouldn’t wonder, and putting up 
some motor place or cinema ! 

bupposc he tcilkcd to Michael? No! Worse than 
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usclcfis. Resides, he couldn’t tnik about Fleur and that 
boy to an\onc — thereby liuni; too lony j tale, and the 
talc \%JS his own. Montpellier Square ! He liad turned 
into the very place, wh' ther b\ dcMi^ii he hardl) knev\ 

It hadn’t changed - but was ill '^lieked up binee he ua^ 
last there, soon after the w.ir Builders and decorators 
must have done vmII latels dx.ut the rudy people ho 
had. He \\alkcd along the richt mJ. ot the narrow square, 
where he had known turbuhine and iragedv There the 
house was, lookine i-. it u^cd to, not quite so neat, 

and a little more florid \\t,\ had Ik evnr rnarru'd that 
woman ? \\ hat had made him o) set (ui it ? Well ' She 

had done licr best to d-ttr him But (lod!— how he 
had wanted lier ' 'I'o this d i\ Ik u-uld recognise that 
And at firM —at first, he h id tlmuulit, and ptrliaps s)u had 
thought— -but wiio could icll ' never could' And 
then slowK or was it quickU (lie end ; a ghastly 
business I He stood still by the square railings, and 
Stared at the doorway that liad btui his own, as if from 
its green paint and its brass number he might receive 
inspiration iiow to choke lo\c in liis own daughter for tlie 
son of his own wife - yes, hou' to choke it before it spread 
and choked her } 

And as, on those days and nights of his first married 
life, returning home, he had sought in vain for inspiration 
how to awaken lu\e, so now no inspiration came to tell 
him how to strangle love. And, dcjggcdly, he turned out 
of the little square 

In a way it waj ridiculous to be fussing about the matter ; 
for, after all, Michael was a good young fellow, and her 
marriage far from unhappy, so far as he could see. As 
for young Jon, presumably he had married for love ; 
there hadn’t been anytliing else to marry for, he believed— 
unlesa he had been misinformed, the girl and her brother 
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had been museum pieces, two Americans without money 
to speak of And vet— there was the mtxm, and he could 
not forget how Heur Inid always wanted it. A desire to 
have what she liadn't ;el ii^i't was her Icadmi: characteristic 
Jmpobsilile, too, to blink Ins nicniorv ot her, six \carb ago 
— to forget her bod) crumpled and crushed into the sofa 
m the d.irk that night wlien lie came back from Robin 
11)11 and broke the ntws to her Perusing with his mind 
the record smie, Ntanics had .m acute ml (omiortlcss 
telling that she hoi, as it wirt, bon marking time, that 
ail hi r fluttering actnitie", ecin the ['ri»duciion of Kit, 
h.id been in tin naturi ot a makeshift lake the age to 
\shieh she belonged, slu had been litiim: her tect up and 
down without gt tlitiL,' ail) whi re. biiausi she didn’t know 
wiiere she w.iiiicd to get .And \<‘i, of late, siruc .nhc had 
been round tlic wurhi, he had .cerned to notice .something 
cjuietcr <ind more solid in her conduct, as it settled purposes 
Were pushing up, and she were coming to urm.s at last 
with her daiU life I/Kik, tor instance, at the way slic 
had tackled this c.inicen I \nd, turning hi‘ f.ice horac- 
ward, Soarnes had a vi.'Uan ot a common not far from 
Maplcdurhani, v\herc .sonic fool had started a fire which 
had burned the gorse, and of the grass pushing up, almost 
impudently green and young, iho^ugh the charred embers 
of that conflagration Rather like things gcncrallv, W'hen 
you thought ot it ! Th< war had burned them all out, 
but things, )cs, and people, t«w— one noticed — were 
beginning to sprout a bit, as if they felt again it might 
be w'orth while VV’h)', even he himself had regained some 
of his old connoisseur’s desire to have nice things ! It 
all depended on what you saw ahead, on whether you 
could eat and drink because to-morrow you didn’t die. 
With this Dawes Settlement and Laxiamo business and the 
General Strike broken, there might even be another long 
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calm, like the Victnnan, v\lnch vsoulJ make thini;-^ 

He s^as s{.\cnty*une, hut one could aluav‘^ dwell on 'I'lm 
oth), who had lived to he a hundred, fixed '^tar in shittini: 
skus And Meur onU iw<“nt\-four miirht almost out 
live the century if -.he, or, rather the eenturv, towk care 
and Ixjttled up it^^ unruK pa-^Mon^, it- disordered loni^Mm;'. 
and .ill that sillv ru-hint: dom^ to nowhrrt in partu iil ir 
If lhe\ steadied down, the act muht Mi Ihcoith a golden, 
or a platinuni, ai^c at am rate }\tn he mijjhl lire 

to sec the income-tax .it halt a crown ' \o,’ he thouithr, 
confused hetvseen his d lutrliic r and lie iite , ‘she mu-tn't 
go throwing htrc.ip oVer th'* windmill It’s short-sighted '' 
And, his blood warnnd In pt ramhiilation, he lx e mu 
conviiic'ed th.it h<- w.ndd ma -pt ak to lier, hut he 
low, and trust tn that lomnn-n -n-i, nf wliieh sht 

surely liad her sii ue oh, \.s' ‘ just kee[' nu eves 

open, and spc.ik to no oii. I k thoimdit , ‘ h i-t snd, 

soonest nu'fulid ’ 

He had conu .ig.iin to the \riilli r\ Memorial, .md for 
the second rime he imnc-d .mound it No’ A hit ol a 
blot — it scenu'd to him, now so liter.il and heaw ' Would 
that great white thing Indp Cons(»]s to rise : Some thim; 
with wings might, alter all, li.ivc been prefer. dde Some 
encouragement to people to lake' ‘shares or go into domestic 
service; lielp, in lact, to make lite lnc.dilc\ instead ot 
reminding them all the time that ihev had already oiue 
been blown to perdition and might again be. Those 
Artillcn' fellows— he had read somcwlicrc -loved them 
guns, and wanted to he reminded of them But did 
anybody else love them guns, or want reminder r Not 
those Artillcr) fellows would l<K)k at this everv dav outside 
St. George's Hospital, hut Tom, Dick, Harrv, Peter, 
Glad)’8, Joan and Marjorie. ‘ Mistake ! * thought Soame.s ; 
‘and a pretty heavy one. Something sedative, statue 
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of \’ulcan, or '^omcK>iJ\ on .1 hor-^c , \\ wanted ! * 

\nd rcmcrnh( rint: (n< ri^c III on .t )ior>-f, he smiled pnml\ 
\ny\\.n, thtre the ihirit’ \\,in, .aid uoiild li.ive to st.iy ! 
Hut It u.is liiLr’n time .irtists mnt Ivuk lo nvmphs and 

dolphins, jiul otlu r e\ idc ni ( of .1 settled litt 

\\’h<.n .It hirivli I'hur d lh.it h* would want .1 

d.i\'s].iw .it M iph vlurh iiii i'ctori 'Ik .md Kir (jincdown, 
lie .<^,Min kit tht n w i- -oiik thine h' hiiul , hut, relieved 
( rouLih .it tt'iu* h' r. h( h ' ' tiu 'k' [ lilt: d' >1: ' lit , nor did 
he men t Kill hi' \ oit to ( ,rt ' n >'ret i 
“ TIk Weather lool -tikd," la '.iid “ Viiii want 
'i>ni(. sun alter ih.it i.inOfU i h« \ talk ah«tui tliesc 

Ljltr.)-\ io]( t r,(\ Id iiri suto nue u 'd to 1 h vood cm^u^’h. 

J'he doOorv'll h- InuliiiL' ojiutl in^’ t\ir.i pink hdort long. 
If ili(.\’d onl\ ht things alon< 

‘‘ U.irlmi:, it .timi t s tie m 

“Ik ihsi . .\ f rii'L’ wh.it oiir L:r.indnioth( rs kiuw so well 
th.it wtke loreotiin km, .itul i ilIitiL: dm In fresh names! 
\ thinp nn't itn morL wholes. am to t.it for instance, 
heL.iusc the\'\t inMnttd the word ' \itaniiti ’ ^Vh), your 

grandf.itiur .itt an or.miK i\'r\ d.i\ of hi' life, because 
his old dfiitor told h'ln to, .It t'a l'( L'lntimc of the last 
(.cntur\ \ii.iniin' ' Don't \ou hi Kit v* t f.iddy about 
Ins food It's „ loiii; iinK I ( tort l.( 11 'jo to school —that’s 
one comfort Kchool f.nima 

“ Did tilts ktd \ou so badK, D.id ' " 

*• HadU ! How We ertw up, I don’t know. We ate 
our principal hk 1 in t imiuitt', .md were playing 

fotvtball ten muiutcs .iftcr Hut iiobtHh thought about 
digestion, then ” 

“ Isn't that an argument for thinking of it now ? ” 

“A gfx.'d digestion,” s.kd boame-., “is the whole secret 
of life.” And he hxiked at his daughter. Thank God ! 
Sh^ wasn’t peak)’. So far as he knew, her digestion wa« 
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excellent She fancy herself in love, or out of it ; 

but 5.0 lf)ng as she was unconscious of her digestion, she 
would tome througli “ 'Fhe rhine is to walk as much as 
you can, in these days of cars,” l;e added 

“ Yts,*’ said Fleur, ” I had a nite walk this morning ” 

Was she chall< ntrinir him o\er her tpp]<‘ charlotte " If 
so, he .isn't going to rise 

“So did I,” he said “J vtenr all about We'll ha\c 
sf)me golf down there 

She looked at liim lor i -eeond, then slid a surprising 
thing : 

“Yes, I bclic\e I’m oatme mnldh' igcd enough lor 

golf.” 

Nov\ \slial did she mean 1 v ihit i 



CIIMMIR \II 

PRl\ \i 1 I f 1 i I 

On tin. d.i'' •[ 'JiL luiiOi I iTi' .iiui (In. tiri\c to Robin 
Hill, Mkluirl h.oi I C- nuiuitcc. but lit. tbn had liii> 
priv ito tc^llnlr^ .uul v\.‘nt'.l (<• :< i .mi ittni-. with them. 
'IIkr art iitturc' m vvhkli di^ •>( w'hat ilircaicns 
h ippinesN I'Lrurt- i<. pr- ladici .ill jud^jiiunt ol the dis- 
turimip nljtvi Mub.itl’^ w.i' ii'M '.uOi Ht had taken 
.1 faiu\ tu th' N'Miiir I' neli 'hin.in lutt .it the home of 
that old Aio.rK.in (itnrj;f Whis) uii,'ton, p»rtl), indeed, 
Ivt.iiiM. lit ; 1) Lfieh'h , and, set in l' hint now seated 
ru-NT i«» [ h ur. ttoiid vuu I’l invl lirM I.i\i he \\as unable 
to rcvist the \' rdiit The Ixo h.ui .i nitc fate, and \v*is 
bettcr-Iofd i'l: th.iii him-(li, l.e luid .mractive hair, a 
strom^ chin, "tratpht <><', .inJ a modest lH.*aring ; there 
vv.is no ‘'tn'C in blinhini: lucts hki t}io>e The Free Trade 
in love, winch oh’.nncd .iinoiig^t ('!» asant people, forbade 
Michael to apply the cruder priiiciph ^ of Protection even 
in thoughts f ortunatt 1 \ , the l^uv was married r<> this 
slim and attr.ictive girl, who 1. »oktd at one — as Mjs. Val 
liad put it to him~likc a gu.irantet d-pure water-nymph! 
Michael's private feeling' were iliercforc more concerned 
with Fleur th.'tn with the >oung nmn himself. But hcfS 
was a difficult face to re.td, twisting brain to follow, 
a heart hard to get at , and — w.is Jon Forsyte the reason 
why ? He remembered how in Cork Street this boy’'i 
elderly half-sister — that flv -away little Udy, June Forsyte 
-had blurted out to him that Fleur ought to have married 
her young brother— first he liad et^cr heard of it Hoir 
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pninfully it h.id .iflLctcd him witli its nuim.uion that 
he played hut second fiddle in iht life of Ins beloved ’ 
He remembered, too, some c.iuiious and cautionai) 
allusions by ‘old Forsyte' Coniine from that m<»del ot 
secrec) and supf^rcssed fcOint^s, iluv, too, had made on 
Michael a deep and lasting irnprc'SKm reinforced b\ his 
own failure to get at the b.nioni ..f Fh ur’s heart Me 
went to Ins Committie vMth but hall in' mmd on public 
matters. Wh.it liad tupped th.it c.irK love atf.ur in tin 
bud and given him his iharue ' Not sudden dislike, lack 
of healtli, or lack of monev- -not rel.it lonship, for Mrs 
\hil Dariie had m.irried her st umd tousm .ipp.irenth’ with 
everyone's consent Michael, it will b« s(cn, )i,id remained 
quite ignorant of the skeleton in So urn s' cupboard Such 
Forsytes as Ik* liad met, reiieent .d'oin tamiK .df.iirs, had 
never mentioned it, anil Fleur had never even spokin 
of her first love, muih less of tlie n.isim whv it had coiiu 
to naught, Vet, there must li.ive l^cen some re.ison , .md 
it v\as idle to trv .md undcrsi.md her }^resint feelings 
W'ithout knowing what it was ! 

His Committee was on birtli control m c'onnection with 
the Ministrv of Health , and, while listening to arguments 
why he should mit support for other pc«»ple what he prae- 
tUed himself, he was visited bv an idea \\ hv not go and 
ask June Forsyte.^ He could find her in th« telephone 
book — there could he but one with sueii a name 

“ What do you sav . Mont r ” 

“Well, sir, if we won't export ehildrcn to the Colonies 
or speed up emigration somehow, there'^ nothing for it 
but birth control. In the upper and middle classes wc’rc 
doing it all the time, and blinking the moral side, if there 
is one ; and I rrallv don’t see Kewv we can insist on a moral 
side for those wh<* haven’t a quarter of our excuse for 
having lots of children.” 
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“ My dcnr Mnnr,” the i h.«irm.in, \\ith a prin* “ aren’t 
you cutting there at the ha^is ttf all privilege ’ ” 

“ Very prohihK," said MkIikI, with an answering grin 
“ I think, of utursc, that chilvi i migration is much better, 
but nolx^iy (.bt. Joe'', appirtniU 

K\ery boJ) krnu tliat ‘ '.onriu -M 'Ht ’ h iJ a ‘ bee in his 
br)nnet ’ about ei.iIJ tnuentum. and there was littic 
disposition to eruourigt it to bu// And, since no one 
\\a> iporc .tware thm Mu bn I of b<'ing tint crank in 
politn ', on< who thought \ou vould run tal \our cake 
and have it, lu' ^ tid fu* nu-n lb( .ritb, {ttling that they 
would go rourui and r"and tin niull'i rr\ [‘udi for some 
tinu ',ef, tnd 'It on tlu ftiuc itti r, ht < \v usi d hims^ H and 
w( nt .iw iN 

111 loun.l tliv 'vldr- " 111 w inti d “ Mis' june Forsyte, 
pop! ir ib>a «, Chi^wiii," and inounttd a H iminersmith 
’ini' 

How fa't thing '((imd loiniru' bai k to tht normal! 
Fxtraordinartb viitln ult to ups' t am linru 'o v asl, intncalc, 
andelistu is u n.itioii’s iitc 'I In 'hus swung along among 
countless vthul's .md p.di'triin nr, riads, and Michael 
realised how tirm were tho-i two Hetrunts ot stability m 
the modi rn -tate, the unniT'on n- < d lor eating, drinking, 
and getting about , and tht Jatt that so mam people could 
dm cars. ‘ Rt\<'Iutiori ' ’lit thought . ‘ There never was 
a lime when it had Its' Hiante Machiiv'ry's dead agin 
it.’ Machine r\ belonged to the settled state of things, 
and every day saw its reinlortt meni The unskilled multi- 
tude and tlic Coinmunistir visionaries, their leaders, only 
had a chance now where niacliinm .md means of com- 
munication were still undevelojsrd, as in Russia. Brains, 
ability and technical skill, were by nature on the side of 
capital and individual enterprise, and were gaining ever 
more power. 
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“Poplar House” took some finding, and, when found, 
was a little house supporting a large studio with a north 
light. It stood, behind two poplar trees, tall, thin, white, 
like a ghost A hjrcign woman opened to lum. Yes, 
Miss Forsyte was in the studio witli .Mr Blade ! Michael 
sent up hih card, and waited in a draught, c.xtreraely ill 
at ease; for now that he was ln_re lie could not imagine 
wJiy he had come. lU>w to get the iniormation he w-anted 
without seeming to have come tor it, passed his compre- 
hension ; for It was tin M>rt ot knowledge tliat could onK be 
arrived at by crude questioning. 

Finding that he w.is gei up, he vsent, perteiting his 
first He. On entering the studio, a 1 trge room with green 
canvassed walls, pictures hung or stai ked, the usual dais, 
a top light half curtained, and cats, he was conscious 
of a fluttering movement A little light ladv in Hi'uing 
green, witli sliort silver hair, had risen from a footsto(d, 
and was coming towards him, 

“ How do you do ? You know I lar< >lel IMade, of course ? ” 

The young man, at whose teet she had been sitting, rose 
and stood before Michael, square, somewhat lowering with 
a dun-coloured complexion and heavilv charged eyes. 

“ You must know his wonderful Rafaclite work.” 

Oh, V'cs I ” said Michael, whose ccjnsciencc was saying : 
“ Oh, no ! ” 

The young man said, grimly ; ” He doesn’t know me 

from Adam.” 

“ No, really,” muttered Michael. “ But do tell me, why 
Kafaelite ? I've always wanted to know.” 

«Why i ” exclaimed June. ” Because he’s the only 
man who*8 giving us the old values ; he's rc-discovcrcd 
them” 

“ Forgiv« me. I’m such a dud in art matters — I thought 
the academicians were still in perspective ! ” 
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cried June, and Michael winced ar the 
in the unrd “Oh, ucll~if you still Uclicvc m 
them 

“ But I don't," -^aid Michael 

" Han^ld i< the onlv Rafacliic ; p<-oplc arc grouping 
round hmi, f't c<iurse, hut ht’ll ht the last, t<K) It's alway* 
like that (j'rcat painters m.ikt i vOuH»lfliut tlic schools 
never amount to anvthinir ’’ 

Michael looked uiih a Ided interesi at the tir^t and last 
Kafaelitt He did ni't like the lace, hut it had a certain 
ejukptic qualiiv 

“ Mipht 1 lo.ik round ^ Doc'' m\ lather-in-la\^ know 
sour work, I u-mder f He’s a v’rcat collector, and always 
on the look-out " 

1 

“ Soanu's ' " said June, and airain Michael winced. 
"He'll be collcttinir Harold vshtn ssc're all dead. Look 
at that ! ’’ 

Michael turnfd from the R.ifaclite, ssho \sas shrugging 
his thick shoulders He saw what svas Liearls a jxirtrait of 
June It was entirely recognisable, verv smooth, all green 
and silver, with a suggestion of halo round the head. 

“ Pure primary line and colour -d'sou think they’d hang 
that in the Academy " 

‘ Seems to me exactly what ihcv would hang,’ thought 
Michael, careful to keep the conclusion out of his face. 

*‘ 1 like the suggestion of a ha)f>,” he murmured. 

The Rafaelite uttered a short, sharp laugh. 

" Pm going for a walk,’’ he said ; " I’ll be in to supper. 
Good-bye ! ” 

" Good-bye ! ’’ said Michael, with a certain relief. 

" Of course,” said June when they were alone, ** hc’i the 
only person who could paint Fleur. He’d get her modem 
look so perfectly. Would she sit to him ? With tvoybody 
against him, you know, he ha* such a simg|Ic.’^ 
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“ ni ask her. But do tell me — why is everybody against 

him ? ” 

“ Hccau'>e he’s been through all these cmpt\ modern 
cra/es, and come hack to pure form and colour l'he\ 
think he’s a traitor, and tall him atadenne It’s aivvavs tiu- 
way when a man has the grit to fU against tashit)n and 
folU)W hib own g<fiius I can 'ce c\.ia]\ what he’d do v\ith 
Fleur. It would be a great diante for him, because lie’s 
very proud, .md this would 1 h a proper commission from 
Soames Splendid for her, t--o, <.t course Slic ought to 
jump at It-- in ten \ ears’ turn he 'll bi thr m.in " 

Michael who doubted if Fleur would ‘jump at it,’ or 
Soames give the commission, replied cautiousK “ I’ll 
sound her B\ the wa\, \our sister IIoIK .uid \'(.»ur 

young brother and his wife were lunehing with us tO'da\ 

“Oh!” said June, “I h.aen’t seen Jon set" And 
looking at Michael vsith her str.ueht blue e\es, she' aelded . 

“ Why did \'ou come t(> see me ^ 

Under that challenging st.irc MKhael’s diplomac\ wilted 

“Well,” he said, “frankK, 1 w.int \<m to tell me why 
Fleur and vour \oung brother came to .in end witli eaeh 
other.” 

“Sit down,” said June, and resting her pointed chin on 
her hand, she looked at him with c\cs mo\ing a little from 
side to side, as m.ght a cat’s 

“ I’m glad you asked me straight out ; I hate people who 
beat about the bush. Don’t \ou know about his mother ' 
She was Soames’ first wife, of course ” 

“ Oh ! ” said Michael 

“ Irene,” and, as she spoke the name, Michael was aware 
of something deep and primitive stirring in that little 
figure. “ Very beautiful — they didn’t get on ; she left 
him — and years later she married my father, and Soames 
divorced her, I mean Soames divorced her and she 
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ni.irried my fatlier They had Jon And then, when 
Jon and Fleur fell in love, Irene and nu father were terribly 
upset, and so was Soame^ — at lea^t, he outjht to have 
been ” 

“ And then ' " asked Michael, for she was silent. 

“The (hihir<n ucre told, and m\ father died in the 
middh o! ir all, md fun sairiHied Inmself and l(M)k his 
mother a\\a\, itul ur married \<)U ” 

So that was it ' In spite ot the short, sliarp method ot 
the telhnj.,', h< t ould tecl trai:ic human feilinp heavy in the 
tale Poor little di v ils ' 

“ I always thom^dit it was too had,” said june, siiddcnU. 
“ Irene ouvht to ha\( j ut i.p vMtii it Onh - only- 
and she sttr<d at Mnhaa], “the\ wouldn't have been 
li ippv Fleur's ((►ostlhsh I e\['cet she saw that” 

Muhael rtised an indiynatu vokc 

“Yes,” said fune , “vou’re a yood sort, I know — lcx» 
p»ood for her ” 

“ Fm nett,” sjid Michael sharplv 

“Oh, ves, vou are She isn’t had, hut she's a aclfish 
little creature ” 

“ I wish yem’d remember — ” 

“ Sit down ' Oon’t mind wliat I %.i\ I only speak the 
truth, \ou know Of ce>ursc, it was all horrible; Soames 
and my father were first cousins And those children were 
awfully in love ” 

Again Michael was conscious of the deep and private 
feeling within the little figure , conscious, ux), of something 
deep and private stirring within himself. 

“ Painful ! ” he said 

“I don’t kntjw,” June went on, abruptly, “I don’t 
know; perhaps it was all for the best. You’re happy, 
aren’t you ? ” 

With that pistol to his head, he stood and delivered. 
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“ 1 am. But is she ? ’* 

The little prcen-and-silvcr figure straightened up She 
caught his hand and gave it a squeeze There was some- 
thing almost terribly warm-hearted about tlic action, and 
Michael was touched. He had onU seen her twice betore ' 
After all, J<^n*s married. W hat’s fiis wife like ' ” 

“ Looks cliarming— nice, I think " 

‘‘An American!” said June, deepU' “Well, Fleur's 
half French. Tm glad nuu'vc got a bo\ 

Never had Michael known an\onc wlmse word- convened 
80 much unintended potenct of di‘'Corni<<rf ' Whe wa> 
she glad lie had a bu\ i Because it was an insurance- - 
against what ? 

“Well,” he mumbled, “ Tm \er\ gl.id to kntn\ at last 
what it was all about.” 

“You ought to h.ivc been told before, bui vou don’t 
know still. Nobodv can know wdiat family lends ,ind 
feelings arc like, who hasn’t had them Though I was 
angry about those children, I admit that. You .see, I 
was the first to back Irene against inu s m the old days 
I wanted her to lca\c him at the beginning of cvcrvthing. 
She had a beasth time ; he was such .i — such a slug about 
hia precious rights, and no proper pride either Fanc\ 
forcing you ^^clf on a \%uman who didn’t want you ! ” 

“ Ah ] ” Michael muttered. “ Fancy ! ” 

** People in the ’eighties and ’nineties didn’t understand 
how disgusting it was. Thank goodness, they do now ! ” 
Do they } ” murmured Michael. “ I wonder ! ” 

“ Of course they do ” 

Michael sat corrected. 

Things are much better in that wa) than they were — 
not nearly so stuffy and farm)ardy. I wonder Fleur 
hasn't told you all about it.” 

“ She'# never said a word,*^ 
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“ Oh ! ” 

That s<jund was as di'icnmfnrtm^^ as any of her more 
elaborate rem..rks Clearlv site was iliinkiny what he 
himsell wa^ ihinkinjt • that tt had tone too deep with Fleur 
to be spoken ot He was n<ii tven sure tiiat Fleur knew 
whaher he h id e\tr heard of l^r atiair with Jon. 

\nd, wiili .1 suddiii shrinkiHL’ from .iin more discomfort- 
in.:: sounds, he ro-.( 

‘■'rhank' .iwi’ilK lor ttlb.nt me I mu-’ Ini// off now, 
I’m afraid " 

“f shall come and >ce llcur about sutiru: to Harold. 
It’s too t'>'‘d a ihaiue tor him to miss He simply must 
iri t commi'-'ion- " 

“ ()i couro. ' " iid .Mictiul, he could trust Fleur’s 
powers of refu il better than h's c.v\n 

" (k « ij- b\ c , t he n * ” 

Hut when ht L’ot to the cio<,r ,ind looked liack at her 
standing' alone in fh.it larire room, he felt a pang — she 
'•eerned so hcht. so '•m.ill, so f]\ iwa\, with her silver hair 
and Iier little intent face -till \ouni: from misjudged 
enthusiasm He had p»ot sonuthinp out of her, loo, left 
nothin),: with her, and he h.id stirred up some private 
feeling of lu r pa*-!, some fechru: as strong, perhaps stronger, 
than hjs own 

^ilc ](K)kcd d..'hed lond) ! He waved hi.s hand to her. 

rieur had returned when Ik got home, and Michael 
realised suddenly that in calling on June Forsyte he had 
done a thing inexplicable, save in relation to her and Jon ! 

‘ f must write and ask that little lady not to mention 14^ 
he thought. To let Fleur know that he had been fussing 
about her past would never do. 

“ Had a g<XKl time ? ” he said 
**Vcr)'. Young Anne reminds me of Frands^ except 
for her eyes.” 
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** Yes ; I liked the look'' uf those two when I s.uv them 
at Mount Vernon Thai was a queer meeting, wasn’t ii ? ” 

“ The da) fatlicr was unwell ? ” 

He felt that she knew the meeting had been kepi from 
her. If onl) he could talk to htr freelv , if only ^hc would 
blurt out evcrythim,' : 

But all she •'aul was “ I fn I at a bad loose end, Miciiac I, 
without the canteen ” 



CHVPTKR \Iir 

St) \M1 ^ IN U \ I IINC 

To rli.it StMirir^ prtfrrrc.l In- )imu% In the river when 
hi- uitt w.t- ri'it (litre, uoiiKl h' .1 t ruvit u tv ol expressing 
it.irfruin inij'le tiju iti< tn ll< u 1- ehi i (-> ht still married 
hi .1 h irul-cmt Wdiii.in .itul \'r\ i^.) d httust kt tper, who 
rt tll\ ttHihl not help hnni,’ iTituli and twtntN-five )cars 
\t)uni:tr than hirn-tif Hut tin t.u t \s is, that when she 
wa- a\\a\ trom him, Iv ci'uld see in r L'<'"d points so much 
better than when she w.is not Th-'Uvh tond of rntKkin^^ 
him in her hrtneh w e\ , she had, ht knew, lived into a 
ecrt.iin rej;artl for his comfort, and lu r own positmn as his 
uite Affection ' No, lu did not -upposc she had affection 
tor him, hut she liked he r home, her hridi^u-, her importance 
in the nt ic'hhourhfKtd, and doim,' things alwmt the house 
and g.irden hhc was hkt a tat And with monev she 
was admir.ii !c -making’ it Ro further and buv more than 
me)st people She was irettini,' older, teni, all the lime, so 
that he had hxsl serious tear that she would overdo some 
friendship or other, .inJ let him know it. That Prosper 
Profeind business of six years ai?o, which had been such a 
squeak, had tau^^ht her discretion 

It h.id been quite unnccessan rc.illy for him to go down 
a day before hlcur’s arm al , hih household ran on wheels 
too well geared and greased. On his fifteen acres, with 
the new dairy' and cows across the river, he grew everything 
807 
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now except flour, fish and meat of which he was but a 
sparing eater Fifteen acres, if hardly ‘ land,’ represented 
a deal of produce. The establishment was, in fact, typical 
of countless residences of the unlandtd well-to-do 

Soames liad taste, and Annette, if anvtliing, had more, 
especially in food, so that a better fed household could 
scarcely have been found 

In this briglit weather, the leaves just full, the mayflov\cr 
in bloom, bulbs not yet qintt over, .and tie ri\er re-lcarning 
its summer smile, the be.iut\ <>1 the pruspcv.t was not to 
be sneezed at. And So.imes on his ^'rcen lav\n walked a 
little and thought of win gardeners seemed always on the 
move from one place to another He couldn’t seem to 
remember ever having sten an F.nglidi v^tdener otherwise 
than about to work. That was, he supposed, why people 
to often had Scotch gardeners Fleur’s dog came out and 
joined him. The fellow was getting old, and did little 
but attack imaginary fleas Soames w.t,^ \crv particular 
about real fleas, and tlie animal was w.ished so often that 
his skin had become \cn thin— a golden brown retriever, 
so rare that he was always taken for a mongrel. The head 
gardener came by wnth a spud in his hand. 

“ Good afternoon, sir.” 

Good afternoon,” replied Soames. “ So the strike's 

over ! ” 

“ Yes, air. If they’d attend to their business, it’d be 

better/’ 

** It would. How’s your a.«^paragus ? ” 

Well, Pm trying to make a third bed, but I can’t get the 
extra labour.” 

Soamet gazed at his gardener, who had a narrow face, 
rather on one side, owing to the growth of flowers. 
“ What ? ” he aaid. ” When there arc about a million and 
a haH people out of employment t ” 
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“ And where they get to, I cnn't think,” said the 
gardmer 

“ Most fit [hem,” s.nd ^o.lmes, “ arc pl.ising instruments 
in tlie street- " 

“ That\ riytit, vir nu -i-ter live- in bmdon. I could 
get a h(i\, hut I tan't tru-t him ” 

** W h\ dtm't \()U do It \i'ur-' It * ” 

“Well, -ir, 1 e\p(\t it'll come to tint . hut I don’t want 
to let tlic LMrd< n down, \ou iji-.w ” \nd he moved the 
«;pud unta'^ih 

“ Wh«it h.i\( '.viu vot thit tlune h'f ? There isn’t a 
weed about t V { 1 ii « 

The garshii r -inilid. It’- ■ >nicilanL: (.rucl,” he said, 
‘’the wav tli' \ -j^nne up when v ou’o not obout.” 

“ Mr^ Mi>nt v ill be vlown fo ruoir->w." muttered Soames. 
“ I shall want uiu eood tloW(•r^ in tUe houie ” 

‘‘ \ er\ little at thi‘' time ot war, or ” 

“ I ntwr kn' w a time ot vi »r when tlicre was much. 
You mu' t -tir \ oiir stump- and tind ^omt thing ” 

“ \ tT\ v'od, -ir,” s.iid thi L'arOciRr, arul walked away. 
‘When.'- ht rwiw ’’ tlutui^dit boames. ‘I never 

knew .such a chap But ihtv’re all the same ’ He supposed 
thev did work -ome time or other ; m rise small hours, 
peril. ips— precious -mall hours' Anywav, he had to pay 
’em a prctiv pennv for it ! .And, nuiicmg the dog’s head 
on one side, he s.od ■ 

“ W ant a w.dk f ” 

They went out f)f the gate totjether, awmy from the fiver. 
The birds were in varied sonu, and the cuckoos obstreperotti. 

They walk(\l up to the bit of common land where there 
had been a conflau^ration in the exceptionally ftne Easter 
weather. From there one could look down at the river 
winding among poplars and willows. The prospect «VM 
something like that in a long river landscape by Datihtfiiy 
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which he had seen in an American*!, private collection- a 
very fine landscape, he never remembered seeinj' a finer 
He could mark the smoke from liis own kitchen chimne\, 
and was more pleased tlian lie would have been marking' 
the smoke from anv other He had missed it a lot last 
year — all thf)se months, mostU hot - tourim; the world 
w’ith Fleur from one unhomdike place to another Youn^» 
Michael’s cra/e for erni^'ration ' Soanus was Imperialist 
enough to see the point <if it in ihe(»r\ , but in practice 
every place out England steined to liim s(» raw, or so 
extravagant An k ngli'^hman was entitled to tlic smoki. 
of his own kitchen clnmnev Look at the Cianges 
monstrous great thing, compared with tliat winding sih’crv 
thread down there ' d*he bt Lawrence, the Hudson, the 
P6tomnc~as he still called it in thought had all pleased 
him, but, Comparatively, thev were sprawling pieces of 
water. And tlie pcctple out there were a spr.iwling lot. 
The)' had to be, in rho^ big pl.ues He moved down from 
the common through .i narrow bit ol wood where r(K)ks 
were in a state of sc>mc excitement He knew little about 
the habits of birds, not detached enough from self for the 
study of creatures quite unconnected witli him , but he 
supposed they would be holding a palaver about fexid — 
worm-currency would be depressed, or there had been 
some inflation or other — fussy as the French over their 
wretched franc. Emerging, he came down opposite the 
lock-keeper’s cottage. There, with the scent of the wood- 
smoke threading from its low and humble chimney, the 
weir murmuring, the blackbirds and the cuckoos calling, 
Soames experienced something like asphvxiation of the 
proprietary instincts Opening the handle of his shooting- 
stick, he sat down on it, to contemplate the oozy green 
on the sides of the empiicd lock and dabble one hand in 
the air. Ingenious things — locks ! Why not locks in the 
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insitlcs of men and women, so that their pa‘;sions could be 
dammed to the proper moment, then u>ed, under control, 
for the main traffic of life, instead of pourin);» to waste over 
ueir.s and down rapids r The tongue of Meat’s dog licking 
his daiihlcd hand inti.rrupu*d tins >omewhat philmophic 
reflection Animals vsere tixt human nowadays, alwavs 
wanting to iia\c nntue taken <>t tiicni , onl) that afternoon 
he hid keen Ann<-ttc\ Ma< k cat hmk up into the plaster 
face of lii< Naples P^vcIk. and mow taintl) -wanting to 
Ik taken up into Us lap, lie sUpp-'std 

idle lotk-kt'-per’s daughter canu «»ut to take some 
garments off a liru Uonnn in tin. country seemed to do 
muhine i'ut hang vlothcs dii Iuk . ind taki tiiem off again ! 
Soanu s w.U'lKd h< r. n*..\t hatukd, neat anklcd, m neat 
ligiil-hlue print, with a face like a lloitnclli lots of faieS 
like that in I ncland ' .She would have a )ourig man or 
pcrliaps tw(- ind t)ie\ would walk in that wood, and sit 
in damp phu es and all the rest of it, and imagine themselves 
happy, he shouldn’t woiklcr , or she would get up behind 
liim on (»n<. of those cult tilings and go tearing about the 
iountr\ with iier dress up to her kntes And her name 
would he G!ad\ s or Dori', or what not ' bhc saw liim, and 
smiled. She had a full mouth iliai h«)ked pretty when it 
smiled So.iHKs raisid liis hat slightly, 

“ Nice e\cning ! ” he said. 

“ Ye's, sir ” 

Very respectful 
‘‘ River's still high ” 

“ Yes, sir ” 

Rather a pretty girl ! Suppose he had been a lock- 
keeper, and Fleur had been a Iock-kcepcr’& daughter — 
hanging clothes on a line, and saying, ‘ Yes, sir! ’ Well, 
he would as s<jon be a lock-keeper as an) thing else in a 
humble walk of life — watching water go up and down, 
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and living in that pretty cottage, with nothing to worry 
about, except — except his daughter ! And he checked an 
impulse to say to the girl : “ Are you a good daughter ? ” 
Was there such a thing nowadays — a daughter that thought 
of you first, and herself after ? 

“ These cuckoos ! ” he said, heavily. 

“ Yes, sir.” 

She was taking a someuh.a suggestne garment off tlie 
line now, and Soames lowered Ins eyes, lie did not uant 
to embarrass tiie girl - not that he saw anv ^igns ProhaMy 
you couldn’t embarrass a girl n(twaei.i\s ! And, rising, he 
closed the liandlc of hi'i nhooting-stick 

“ Well, it’ll keep line, I shouldn't wondtr ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ (rood evening.” 

“ Good evening, sir ” 

Followed by the dog, he mfwcd .dong tfwvards home. 
Butter wouldn’t melt in her nmuth , but how would ^he 
talk to her young man ? Humiliating to be old ! Un an 
eycning like this, one should be \ oung again, and walk in a 
, w8od with a girl like ihat , and all tli.it h.id been faun- 

t : in hi» nature pricked cars for a moment, licked lips, and 
h a fihrug and a slight sense of shame, died dovvn 
It had alwavs been chara».tcnstic ot bt^mes, who had 
hi$ full share of the faun, to keep the fact carefully hidden. 
Like all his family, except, perhaps, his cousin George and 
his unde Swithin, he was secretive in matters of sex ; no 
Forsyte talked sex, or liked to hear others talk it ; and 
when they felt its call, they gave no outward sign. Not the 
iPoHtan spirit, but a certain refinement in them forbade the 
subject, and where they got it from they did not know I 
After hsi londy dinner he lit his cigar and strolled out 
ligftin. It was really warm for May, and still light enough 
for him to aee hb cows in the meadow beyond the river. 



They would soon He "hcltcnnf; for the night, under that 
h.n\ thorn hedge And licre came the sw.m^, v\iih their 
grey br<H'd in itfw , handsome bird>, g'ung lo bed on the 
island ! 

The river was whitening; the diiik seemed held in the 
trees, waiting t<» spread and tl\ up into a sky jUst drained 
ol sunset \ erv pe.»ntul, and a htth eerie- -the hour 
baween ! Tiiosc starlings made a ra<ktt -disagreeable 
beggars, ilicrt could be m* rtal sth n sptet with such 
sh(*rt tails' Tlie swallows wtiii l>\, taking * nighl-caps * 
of gnats and e.irk moths , and thi poplars stood w still — 
just as it listening- tl.al boanus put up his hand to fed 
tor bree/c Not a breath ! \iul tlicli, all at once— no 
swallows tl\ing, no st irlings , i thalk\ hue over river, over 
sk\ ' The lights spring up in the hou'C A mghl'flying 
beetle passed him, b'Hinnng 'rin' dew was falling— he 
lelt It, mu't go in \nd, as lie turmd, e|uukly, dusk 
softened the trees, the sk\, the fiver. And >oainc.s thought; 
‘Hope to geKidncss there'll Ik- m* mvstcrics when 
she (omes down lo-rnorrow 1 don’t want to be 
worried ' ’ Just she and the little elup . it might be 
pleasant, if that old love trouble witli its gnarled root» in 
the past and its bitter fruits in the future were not prc5CBit| 
to cast a gloom. . . . 

He slept well, and next morning could settle to nothing 
but the arrangement o! things already arranged. Severa] 
limes he stopped dead in the middle of this task to listen 
for the car ani remind himse-lf that he must not fuss, or go 
asking things No doubt she had seen young Jon again 
yesterday, but he must not ask. 

He went up to lus picture gallery and unhooked from th« 
wall a little Watteau, which he had once heard her admire. 
He tcK)k it downstairs and stood it on an cftsel in her 
bedroom— a young man in full plum>coioured aldru and 
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lacc ruffles, pinsing a tambourine to a young lady in blue, 
with a bare bosom, behind a pet lamb Charming thing ! 
She could take it away when she went, and hang it w'lth 
the Fragonards and Chardin in her drawing-room. Stand- 
ing by the double-poster, lie bent down and sniffed at the 
bed linen. Not quite as fragrant as it ought to be That 
woman, Mrs. Kdger — his housekeeper — had forgotten the 
pot-pourri bags , h(‘ knew there would be sometlnng ! 
And, going to a store tlo^ct, lu took lour little bag" witfi 
tiny mauve ribbons from a sIkIi, and put them into the 
bed. He W'amlered tlieiue into the b.ithniom He didn’t 
know whether she would like those "alts-- ihe\ were 
Annette’s new sp(M.iIit\, and "melt too strong ior hu 
taste. Otherwise it scemid all right . iIk sitap uas ‘ Roger 
and Gallct,' and the waste workid All tlitse new gadgets 
— half of them didn’t , there was nothing like the old- 
fashioned thing that pulled up with .i ch.iin ' fireat 
change in w.ishing during hi" lititinie Ho couldn't quite 
remember pre-bathr<K)m d.i\", imt he could well recall 
how his lather used to sa\ regularlc " Thc\ never gave 
me a bath when I w.is a hoy i’lrsi lioiise of ni\ own, I 
h.id one put in -pe('ple used to come and stare at it--m 
1840. They tell me the doe'tors are again"l wa^hlng now- , 
but I don’t know " James liad been dead a quarter of a 
century, and the docte)rs had turned their coats several 
times since. Fact was, people enjoved baths ; so it didn’t 
really matter what view the doctors took ! Kit enjoyed 
them— some children didn't. And, leaving the bathroom, 
Soatnes stood in front of the flowers the gardener hud 
brought in — among them, three special earl\ roses. Roses 
were the fello^^'’sS forte, or rather his weak point— he cared 
for nothing else ; that was the worst ol people nowadays, 
they specialised so that there was no relativity between 
things, in spite of its being the fashionable philosophy, or 
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so they told him. Ho took up a rose and sniffed at it 
deeply. So m.in\ diffcrtnt kinds now- he had lost track ! 
In Ills youn)^ d.iv s one could toll them -La France, Mari^chal 
\id, and Hloiro de Hijou - nothini,' oKc to speak of; you 
ne\or heard nt thftn now And at thi^ reminder of the 
mutahihty of flowers and the inccnuitv of human beings, 
So.inios felt slitfhtl) cxliau^tod There w.is no end to things! 

She was Lite, too* d hat kllov\ Rii;gs tor he had left 
the car to bring htr down, and had lome bv tr.iin himself — 
W(juld have got puntturtd, ot course, he was always 
getting punctured it there w.is atu reason wh\ he shouldn’t. 
.\nd for the next half-hour So. ones fidgeted about so that he 
was deep in n<nhing in his puturt g.iihrv at the very top of 
the house .ind did not hear th<' i.tr .jrrivc. Fleur's voice 
roused liim from thoughts <tf licr 

“ H.dlo ' " he said, peering down tlic stairs, “where 
have vow sprung from ^ I expee ted you an hour ago.” 

“ Yes, de.ir, we had to get some things on the way. 
How lo\(l\ It all looks ' Kit’s m the garden ” 

“ \h ' " said So.imcs, descending “ Dul you get a rest 
venter and he pulled up in front of her 
She bent her face forward for .i kiss, and her eyes looked 
bc\ond him Soames put his lips on the edge of her cheek- 
bone. She was aw.»\, somewhere' And, as his lips 
mumbled her soft skin '-lightK, he th<iught : ‘She’s not 
thinking of me whv should she f She a )oung 1 * 
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CHVPTl'R T 

‘^ns Of M 1 { PI\( i»o\ r 

WniTi'tK nr ih'C the di.ir.ia<r <it !■ ni:li‘^Km<'n in general 
based nn ihalk, it is iindtniat''l\ prc^i lu in tin s)itcnns 
of our jiKkc\s and trairurv Livinir Inr thi most part on 
l)o\Mi>, drink iniT a goij dial o| v\atfr,and lonierncd with 
the joints of horses, the \ art almost profe ^snmally tab 

V treous, and at tinu^ distinituiHlu d In bons no'tes and 

^ Inns 

’idle thin ot (irtenwattr, tin retire ti jotkt\ in charge of 
\al Dartu’s stable, pr(*jtttcd, as ii in vears of race-riding 
It had been bent on prolongimr the efforts «;f hia mounts 
and catching the judge’s e\e 111' thin, commanding ntwio 
dominated a ma.sk of brown skin .ind bone, hii» narrow 
brown eves glowed slighil), his dark hair was smooth and 
brushed back , he wa- five feet seven inches in height, 
and long season', during vs hit h he had been afr.iid to cat, 
iiad laid a Icxjk ot ausleritv over such natural hvclincM, 
IS ma\ be observed m-sav - a water-wagtail A married 
man with two children, he was endeared to his family by 
the taciturnity of one who had be*cn intimate with horses 
for thirty-five years In his Insure hours he played the 
piccolo No one in England was more reliable. 

V'ai, who had picked him up on his retirement from the 
pig-skin in 1921, thought him an even better judge of men 
than of horses, incapable of trusting them further than 
he could see them, and that not very far. just now it 
was particularly necessary to tru^t no one, for thcnc wai 
in the stable a two-year-old colt, RondavcJ, by Ka6ir out 
Biq 
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of Sleeping Dove, of whom so much was expected^ that 
nothing wliatcver had been said about him. On the Mon- 
day of Ascot week Val was the more surprised, then, to 
hear his trainer remark : 

“ Mr. Dartic, there \sas a son of a gun watching the gallop 
this morning.” 

“ The dciK'e there uas ! ” 

“ Someone’s been talking When they come watching 
a little stable like this - something’s up il \wu lake in) 
advice, you’U send the colt to Ascot and let him run his 
chance on Thursd.i\~ -won’t d<» him .my harm m smell a 
racecourse. We c.m ease him after, and bring him again 
for Goodwood ” 

Aware of liis tr. oner's t<>n\ ictmn that the English race- 
horse, no less than the English man, liked a light prep.iraiion 
nowadays, V'.d ansvsered 

“ Afraid ol overdoing him ? ” 

“ Well, he's fit now, .md that’-, a fai t 1 had binnet sh.ike 
him up thivS morning, and he just left 'em all standing, l it 
to run for his life, he is ; wish you’d been there.’’ 

‘'Oho!” said Val, unlatching the d^jur of the box. 
** Well, ray beauty I ” 

The Sleeping Dove colt turned his he. id, regarding his 
owner with a certain lustrous philosuphs A dark grey, 
with one white heel and a star, he stood glistening from 
his morning toilet. A ginid one ! The straight hocks and 
rAngineta of St. Simon crosses in iiis background I Scope, 
and a rare shoulder for coming down a hill. Not exactly 
what you’d call a ’ picture ’—his lines didn’t quite ‘ flow,’ 
but great character. Intelligent as a dog, and game 
«a an otter ! Yal looked back at his trainer’s intent 
face, 

**Ail right, Greenwaicr. I’ll tcU the missus — we’ll go 

in foroe^ Who can you get to ride at such short notice ? ” 

: 
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“ Young Lamb.” 

” Ah ! ” said \'al, with a grin ; ” you’ve got it ai! cut and 
dried, I sec.” 

(in!) on his way b.uL to the Jiousc did he recollect a 
posHble ‘ hole in the b.dlot ' of secrec\ . Three days 
after the (iencral ^trlkc collapscvl. before Holly and voung 
jon .md hi:s wife had rrrurned, he had been smoking a 
second pipe o\tr hi' - ounts, when the nuid had an- 
ntjun^ ed 

*' .\ gt nth. man to v e \ oii, sir.” 

" W hat name ' *’ 

“ >tamford, "ir ” 

Checking tin impuKt to sa\, ‘“.And \ou left him in the 
liall ' " \ il p.o-'td hurriedh into that part of the hfiuse. 

Hh old c< 'lie ge p.il w.i'- cuntt*niplating .i piei c <-f phitc over 
the stoiu hearth 

““ Hallo lid V.d 

His unemot2<jn.il \isitor turned round. 

Lc'-s threadbare than ifi (Ireen istreci, as if something 
had restored his credit, hi*> fact )iad the same crowVTooted, 
contemptuous talm 

“ All, D.irtic ' ” he s.dd “ !<<• Lightson, the bookie, 
told me \nu )iad a stable down here I thought I’d look 
you up on mv way to Brighton How has your Sleeping 
DtA'C vcarling turned e»ui ? ” 

“ So-s(j,” said \'al 

“ When are you going to run him 1 I thought, perhap*, 
you'd like me to work your commission. I could do it mack 
better than the professionals.” 

Real]\, the fellow’s impudence was sublime ! 

Thanks very much ; but I hardly bet at alL” 

“Is that possible? I say, Dartic, 1 didn't mean to 
bother you again, but if you could let me hart a ‘ pony/ 
it would be a great boon.” 
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** Si)rry, hut I don’t keep ‘ pf)nics ’ iibout me down here.” 

“ A cheque ” 

Cheque - not if he knew it ! 

No,” said Val firml) “ a drink ^ ” 

“ I'h.inks very much ! ” 

Pouring out the drink at the sideboard in the dining- 
room, with (jne eye on the still) figure of his gue-^t, \ .il took 
a resolution 

“Look here, St.nnford ” h<‘ Ihcmh. then hi^ i,c<irt 
failed him “ H<»w did \ou get lu rt ' “ 

“ B) car, from Hor'^iuim And that remind-, nu I 
ha\en’t a sou with me to p.i\ for it ” 

\'al winced 'hhere was something incflab!) wretched 
about the whole thing 

“ Well,” lie said, “ here’s .i f'ner, it that's .in\ use to \ oii ; 
but reall)' I'm not game tor am nion ” And, with a 
budden outluirst, lie added “ I'vt never forgotten, eou 
know', that I once lent \<»u all I had at Oxford when I wa^ 
deuced hard pressed m\self, and \nu never p.iid it back, 
though )0u came into shekels tint verv ttrni.” 

The well-sh.ipcd hand closed on the fiver ; .i hitter smile 
opened the thin lips 

“Oxford ! Another life ' Well, good-bve, I'll 

get on ; and i hanks ' Hope vou’ll have a g(K»d season.” 

He did not hold out his liand. \\d watched his back, 
languid and slim, till it was out of sight, 

"Yes ! That memory explained it ’ btainford must 
have picked up some gossip in the village — not likely that 
they would let a ' Skxping Dove ’ lie ! It didn't much 
matter ; since HolK would hardly let him bet at all. But 
Grcc»water must look sharp after the colt. Plenty of 
straight men racing ; but a lot of blackguards hanging 
about the sport. Queer how horses collected blackguards 
—most beautiful creatures God ever made | But beauty 
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was like that — look at the blackijuarcls hanpn^ round 
prett) women ' W ell he must let Hollv know. They 
could stay, as usual, at old VVarmbon^ Inn. on the river; 
from there It was (>nl\ a httttn mil drive to the course. . . . 

I'ht ‘ Pouter ilpcon ’ stood b.ick a little from the river 
TJiame';, on the Herkshirc side, al>n\c an old fashioned 
garden of roses, sto<.k^, i^ilK Hovst rs, j'opj les, phlox drum- 
mondi, and su( <.t vsilh inis In tlie warm june weather 
the scents from that ^oirdcn md from sweethrtar round 
the windows drifted into m old brnk houst painted tream- 
(.olour Late \ ivtori m service in Pirk Line under James 
1 orfcvte, tonhrined f>v a liter marriap'e with hinily’s maid 
1 ifine, had indu td in \\ariTiN<in, indevd, suih c miplctc 
knowkdk,’c o‘ what w i-' what, that no riv(r inn had ^^rcatcr 
.ittraaions t<ir tho-c whose ta^-te liad survived modernity. 
Spotless linen, do'jl'l beds warmed with copper pans, 
{ \ < n in summer , eider, liome-niade from a l.irife orchard, 
and matured in rum casks -the inn was a ve ritable feather- 
bed to all the senses Prints of ‘ Maria^T a la Mode,’ 
‘R. ike’s Proere-s",' ‘ Tiu Nii^ht-l-iri Stceplci base,’ ‘Run 
with the Quorn,’ and lari;c funetioii.il )»roupings of Victorian 
celebrities with ilieir ri.imes attached to blank faces on a 
key chart, di-Cirated the w ills Its sanitation and its port 
were excellent Pot-pourri lav in every bedroom, old 
pewter round the coffee r(H)m, clean napkins at every meal. 
And a poor welcome was assured to earwigs, spiders, and 
the wTong sort of guest Warmson, one of those self- 
contained men wlio spread when they take inns, pervaded 
the house, with a red f.icc set m small, grc\ whiskers, like a 
sun of just sufficient warmth. 

To young Anne Forsyte all was ‘ just too lovely.’ Never 
in her short life, confined to a large country, had the 
come across such defiant cosiness— the lush peace of the 
nver, the songs of birds, the scenu of fiowert, the rustic 
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arbour, the drifting la7y sky, now blue, now white, the 
fricndlv fat spaniel, and the feclin)^ that to^morrov^ and 
to-morrow and to-morrow would for ever be the same as 
yesterday 

“ It’s .1 roe'm, Jon ” 

“■ I omic When everything's shghtU eoniic, vou 

don’t tire " 

“ rd u'rtainK never tire of this 
Wc don’t grow tragedy in England, Anne ” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Well, tragcd\\ evtreme ; and we don’t like extremes. 
Tragedy’s dr\ and h.ngland's damp ” 

She was leaning lur ilhows on the wall at the bottom of 
the garden, and, turning litr Jnn a little in her iumd, she 
looked round and up at him 

“ Fleur Mont's tather lui' on tlic river, diK.‘sn’i lie ? Is 
chat far from here i ” 

Maplcdurham ^ I should think about ten miles ’’ 

I wonder if wc shall set her at Abttu 1 think she’s 

lovely,” 

“ Yes,” said Jon. 

** I wonder vou didn’t fall in love with lier, Jon.” 

** Wc were kids when I knew her ” 

“ I think she fell in love with vou.” 

“Why?” 

“ By the way she looks at vou. . , . She isn’t in love 
with Mr, Mont ; she just likes him ” 

“ Oh ! ” said Jon 

Since in the coppice at Robin Hill Fleur had said “ Jon ! ” 
in 80 strange a voice, he had known queer moments. There 
was that in him whidi could have caught her, balanced 
there on the log with her hands on his shoulders, and gone 
straight back into the past with her. There waa that in 
him which abhorred the notion. There was that in him 
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which sat apart and made a ‘«<»np about them both, and 
that in him uhich said “ Get to work and drop all th«c 
silly feelings ! He was, in fact, confused. Tlic past, it 
seemed did not die, as Ijc had tliought, but lived on beside 
the present, and sometimes, perhaps, became the future. 
Did one live for what one had not got : There was a 
wrinkling in his soul, anil feverish draughts crept about 
within liim Ihc wholt thing w ts on his cimscicnce — for if 
Jon had anything, he li id a lonsLien^c 

“ When we get our plan.” he said, “ we’ll h ivr all these 
old-fashioned flowers Tiicv’re much the sweetest ! ’’ 

“ Ah ! Yes, do let’s get a home, Jon On]\ arc you 
sure sou want one ^ Whmldn't \oa hke to travel and wTite 
poetrs ’ ” 

“ It’s not a job Besides, iin verse isn’t gfKid enough. 
You want the mood of llaiteras J Hopkins . 

“ ‘ Now, scsered from ms kind by ms contempt, 

I live apart and beat ms loncls drum.' ” 

“ I wish sou weren’t modest, Jon ” 

“ It’s not modesty, Anne . it's a sense of the comic,” 

“Couldn’t w'c get a swim K-forc dinner ? It would be 
fine.” 

“ I don’t know what the rcgul.itions arc here.” 

“ Let's bathe first and find out afterwards.” 

“ All right. You go and change. I’ll get this gate 
open,” 

A fish splashed, a long white cloud brushed the poplar 
tops beyond the water. Just such an evening, six yean ago, 
he had walked the towing-path with Fleur, had separated 
from her, waited to see her look back and wave her hand. 
He could see her siill—that special grace, which gave 
her movements a lingering solidity within the memocy. 
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And now — it was Anne ! And Anne in water was a 
dream ’ . . . 

Ahene the ‘Pouter Piijeon ’ th<‘ ^k'\ was darkening, 
cars in thetr were still , no boats passed, only tin 

water moved, and the river wind talked vat,mel\' in thr 
rushes and amontr the leaves AH within was cosy On 
their backs lay W'armson and his Ihtine, a little 

tlirough their noses Hy a bedside bpht HolN read “ 'Plu 
Worst Journe\ m the W’orld,” and beside her \’al dreamed 
that he was tr\in.i^ t(^ stmkt i hor^-'s nos<-, ■-hortenini^ 
under his hand to the size ol a hopard's \nd \nn<‘ slept 
W’ith her e)'ts hidden a^Minst |on’s shoulder, and Jon la\ 
staring at the crannies through which the m(»onlight eddied 

And in hiN stable at \seot tie soil of bleej'in^ I)o\e, from 
home for tiie first time, ptmdcrcd on the mutabilit\ of 
equine affairs, dosing and opening his e\e^ md breathing 
without sound in iht -.tnwv dirk ibovc the bhu k cat he had 
brought to bear him company. 



CI1\PTFR II 

^ 1 111 ^ K \C ISC 

Tn WiiiifrrJ I^urtit the dchut <4 her '-{•n’'- >lc‘(pln);j I)o\c 
u'li cn \Hfit C up n.a •'ctiikil .m for the jti.ithcrnijf 

o} vuvh number' '>t her lanuK .i*- vscr< permitted to go 
ruiinp ['\ the prinur\ e.iuti'«ii in thiir M'.wd , but it was 
.ilniovt .1 '•hn^k to )ier v\htn Iltur frhphuiird. “ h.ithcr’.s 
uiminp , h( ’s n(\rr hern to \''ci)t. unj iloc'in’t know tli.it 
he u.int^ to L,'o ” 

"Oh'” Oir s.iivi, " ii\ too Lite to get .vny more 
Lnelosurr tiek'i'' iiut |.iik e.in see tw lum Whni 
uhout Mieh.iel ' 

"MieJud eun’t come , he ^ deep in slums got A new 
sit>gun ' Prouder gutters ' ’ ” 

" He’s so good,” said Winifred " Let’s go down early 
enough to luneii before r.uiiig, dear I think wcM better 
drive.” 

" Father’s car is up- wr'il call ior \ou ” 

" Delightful ' ” said W’lnifrcd “Has \our father got 
a gre\ top hat : No ' OKI But he simply must wear 
one, they're .ill tlic go this \car Don’t say anything, 
just ge< him one He wears seven-and-a-quarter ; and, 
dear, tell them to heat the hat and squash it in at the 
sides— otherwise thev’re alwa\s too round for him. /Vnd 
he needn’t bring an\ money to speak of ; Jack will do all 
our betting for us ” 

Fleur thought that it vsas not likely father would have a 
bet ; he had said he just wanted to see what the thing was 
like. 
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“ He’s so funny about betting,” said Winifred, “ like 
your grandfather ” 

Not that It liad been altf>gcther funny in the ca^c of 
James, wlio had been called on to pa\ the racing debts of 
Montague Dartie tlirec times over 

With S(iames and Winifred on the back sc.its, Fleur and 
Imogen on the front seats, and Jack Cardigan alongside 
Riggs, they look a circuitous road In vva\' of Harrow to 
avoid the traffic, and emerged into it )ust at the point 
where for the first time it became thick .^oames, who had 
placed his grev top hat on hi-v knee, put it on, and said. 
Just like Riggs I ” 

“Oh, no, L nclt ! ” said Iniocen “It's JackC doing 
When lie's got to go through liion, lie alwa\ ' likes to go 
through Harrow first ” 

“Oh! Ah ' ” said Soanics “ He was there I should 
like Kit’s name put down ” 

“How nice!” said Imogen . “Our bovs will have 
left when lie goc'^ ^'ou look so well in tliat hat, 
Uncle,” 

Soames ttH)k it off .igain. 

“White elephant,” he said. “Can't think what made 
Fleur get me tlic thing ' ” 

“ My dear,” said Winifred, “ ii’ll last you for v'cars. 
Jack's had his ever since the war. The great thing is to 
prevent the moth g:ctring into it, between seasons. What 
a lot of cars! I do think it’s wonderful that so many 
people should have the money in these davs.” 

The sight of so much money flowing dowm from town 
would have been more exhilarating to Soames if he had not 
been wondering where on earth they all got it. With the 
coal trade at a standstill, and factories closing down all over 
the place, this display of wealth and fashion, however 
reassuring, seemed to him almost indecent. 
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Jack Cardigan, from his front scat, had begun explaining 
a thing he called the ‘ tote ' It seemed to be a machine 
that did your betting for you jack Cardigan was a funny 
fellow ; he made a lih’s business of sport , there wasn't 
another eountr\ that tould have produced liim ! And, 
leaning forward, Soames said to Fleur j 
“ Vou\c not got a draught there ^ 

She liad been ver\ silent all the wa\. and he knew why. 
Ten t(* one it \<'ung jon Forsyte wouldn’t be at Ascot I 
Twiu o\erat Mapkdnrii.iin he h.ilnoiked kitcrs addressed 
I'V her to ; 

“Mrs \al I). rue, 

\\ aiisd'tn, 

>U's( \ ” 

."^he had seemed to i,im very tiigety or yerv listless all 
that fortnight Mnee, wiien he liad been talking to her 
al-x-tut Kit's luture, she had s.iid “ I d<JiFt think it matters, 
1) id. w hat< y ( r oru [T'poM.^ h- ’ll dispo-.e , parents don’t 
count now • look at me ' ” 

And he had hj-dvtd .it litr, .ind le!t it at that 
He w ts still Contemplating the back ot her head when 
they drew into an cinlooirc and he vy.is forced to cxptisc 
his hat to tfie puM-i g i/e \Vh it i crowd ! Here, on the 
tar side of tiic course, were rows of people all jammed 
together, who, so far as he could tell, would see nothing, 
and be damp one way or .tnoiher throughout the afternoon. 
If that v>as plc.isurc ! He iullowcd the others across the 
course, in front of th- (irand Stand So those were ‘the 
bookies ’ ! Funny lot, with their names ‘ painted dearly 
on each,’ so that pcfiglc could tell them apart, just as well, 
for they all seemed to him the same, wnth large necks and 
red faces, or scraggy necks and lean faces, one of each kind 
in every firm, like a couple of music-hall comedians. And, 
every now and then, in tiie pre-radng hush, one of tiieiii 
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gave a sort of circular howl and looked hungrily at 
space. Funny fellows ! The\ passed alongside the Roval 
Enclosure where br)okmaker^ did not seem to be admitted 
Numbers of grey top hats there! This was the place— he 
had heard i<> sec prettv women He was looking for them 
when Winifred pressed his arm 

“Look, Soames — the Ro\ al Procession'” 

Thus required to gape at those horse-drawn carnages 
at which everybody else would be gaping, boames .1 verted 
his eyes, and became conscitnis that Winifred and he were 
alone ! 

“What’s become of the others ^ ” he said. 

“ (Jonc to the paddo<.k, I expect ” 

“ What for ^ ” 

“ To look at the liorses, dear ” 

Soames had forgotten the horses 

“ Fancy druing up like that, at this nme of da\ ! “ he 

muttered. 

“ I think It’s so amusing ' “ said Winifred “ bhal) we 
go to the paddock, too ’ ” 

Soames, who had not intended to lose sight of Ins 
daughter, followed her towards whatever the paddock 
might be. 

It was one of those days when nobody could tell whether 
it was going to rain, so that he was disappointed by the 
dresses, and the women's l<H»ks. He saw nothing to equal 
his daughter and was about to make a disparaging remark, 
when a voice behind him said : 

“ Look, Jon ! There’s Fleur Mont I ” 

Placing his foot on W'lnifrcd's, Soames stood still. 
There, and wearing a grc\ top hat, too, was that young 
chap between his wife and his sister. A memor)' of tea 
at Robin Hill with his cousin Jolyon, that boy’s father, 
twenty-seven years ago, assailed Soames — and of how Holly 
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nnd Val had come in and ''.it liM^kin^ at him as if he were 
,i new kind of bird There the\ went, tho'-c three, into a 
rini' of people who wert' sianm: at notlun^» so far a'^ lie 
( ould see And tliere, clf)sc to them, were those other 
three, jack Cardij^nn, Fleur, and Imogen 

“ Mv dear,” said U mitred, “ \ou did trt ad on mv toe ” 
“I didn’t nuan to,” muttered S<Mmes “Come over 
to th( other sidi tlurt's nuTt ro..m ” 

It seemed horse, wtp' bciHL' led round, but it was at 
his dau^diter that So.iims wanievi to t/e from beliind 
Winifred’s shoulder She had not \( t stcn thf vounf^ man, 
blit w is < Mdentl) lookin’: t ir him fier (\es w<rc hardly 
i\er on the horses no ert it wondtr in that, perhaps, for 
tluN all scniu d alike to >o lines, ^hiiiini: ind siiakcy, quiet 
as sheep, with bo\s hoKiin^' on to tliiir heads Ah! A 
St lb ue nt rhrouith his tliest, for Meur h ul suddenly come 
lite , and, as suddenh, sretned to fude her resurrection 
e\en from herself' Hovs still she -tiMnl ever so still 
;:a/in^' at that vouni: fellow talkmy to his wife. 

“ Th.it's the’ favourite, hoames >\t least, J.ick said hc 
would b< What d(' you tliuik of lum ' 

*' Mueh like the eithcrs i:ot four Ici^s “ 

Winifred laughed bonnes w.is so amusing? 

“ Jack's moving, if wt’re g<»ing to have a bet, I think 
we’d better go back, dear I kn»»w what I fancy ” 

“ I don’t fancy anv thing,” said Sejames. “ Weak- 
minded, I call It , as if they lould tell erne horse from 
another ! ” 

(Jh 1 but you’d be surprised,” said Winifred ; “ you 

must get jack to ” 

“ No, thank you ” 

He liad seen Fleur move and join those three. But 
faithful to Kis rcseilvc to show no sign, hc walked ghiinly 
back into the Grand Stand. What a monitrona noise they 
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were making now in the ring down there ! And w'hat a 
pack of people in this great Stand ! Up there, on the top 
of it, he could see what looked like half-a-dozen lunatics 
frantically gesticulating — some kind of signalling, he sup- 
posed. Suddenly, beyond the railings at the bottom of 
the lawn, a flash of colour passed Horses — one, tuo, 
three; a dozen or more — all labtlled with numbers, and 
with little bright men sitting on their nteks like monkevi. 
Down they went — and soon tliey'd come back, he supposed ; 
and a lot of money would change hands And then tlie) 'd 
do it again, and the money would change back And 
what satisfaction they all got out ot it, he didn't know ! 
There were men who went on like that all their ]i\es he 
believed — thousands of tlicm : must be lots of time and 
money to waste in the country! What was it Timothy 
had said: “Consols arc going up ' “ They hadn't; on 
the contrary, thev were down a point, at least, and would 
go lower before the Coal Strike was (jver Jack Cardigan’s 
voice said in his car : 

What are you going to back, Uncle Soames i ” 

How should I know ? ” 

** You must back something, to give you an interest.” 

“ Put something on for Fleur, and leave me alone,” said 
Soames ; “I’m too old to begin.” 

And, opening the handle of his racing stick, he sat down 
on it. “ Going to ram,” he added, gloomily. He sat 
there alone ; Winifred and Imogen had joined Fleur down 
by the rails witli Holly and her party — Fleur and that 
young man side by side. And he remembered how, when 
Bosinney had been hanging round Irene, he, as now, had 
made no sign, hoping against hope that by ignoring the 
depths beneath him he could walk upon the waters. 
Treachcroutly they had given way then and engulfed him ; 
would they again — would they again ? His Up twitched ; 
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.md he put out Ins h.ind. A little dn//lc fell on the back 
<>t n 

" ThevVe ctl ' ” 

Th.ink uocdnt's-. - tlu r K'kt t h.id i rjscd ! Funin chan/ifc 
In-m dm ti* liush d'lu uIidIc tlnm: luntu .» l<n of i»ro\%n- 
up (.hildren ’ ^onuhodv i.dhd lUit shrill; .it the top of 
his Mikc -tlurt v\.is I l.iuL'h dun lu-isc hie-oi •swelling 
Ironi tlu si.irui , lu .ids Atn crmini; r-Mud Imn “The 
l.i\<iurit( wins!" “Not lu MorciMiM-. .i thudding 

.1 tl.ishmi; p I't oi colour ' \iki >o.init s ihoui^du , ‘ Well, 
th.it's (i\cr'’ P<*rh.ips < \ c r\ t w.is hki th.it really. 
\ hush .1 dm .1 ll.i !imi: pot i imsh ' \11 life .1 r.icc, 
.1 spoct.ule onl\ \o!i I .'ddnd m < n ' \ \cnturr and .1 
p.iMnp' up' \nd IniK.ith hi- iKw it. It iti p.is^cd hh hand 
down ouroiK tilt Uui’iv. md then tin otlur \ p.n mg- 
up ' I h didn't ^ tre wlio j .lid up, so long .is it v^.isn’t 
1 luir ' Hut tiu r* It w ■ soim dfhts i.ou!d not he paid 
ip\ prow ! Wit. It on i.irih u.i- N.iture .ihour when hhc 
made the huin.m he in ' 

The .dtirni/on won on, md he s iw nothing of his 
daughter It w.i> as if she su-pe^ ted his Ji sign of w'atching 
over her There w.is the “ horse of the ev-ntur; ” running 
in the Gold Cup, and In positive Iv mustn’t mist* that — 
thew "aid. So again Soames was ltd to the ring where the 
horses were moving round 

“ 'J'hat the animal ' ’’ he said, pointing to a tall mare, 
wheim, hv reason of two white .inkles, he was able to 
distinguish from the o-hers Noi'odv answered him, and 
he perceived that he was separated trom Winifred and the 
Cardigans by three persons, all lt)oking at him with a 
certain cuncisii). 

“ Here he comes ! " .said one of them Soaracs turned 
his head Oh ! So this was the horse of the century, was 
it ?— this hay fellow— same colour as the pair they used to 

cc 
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drive in the P-irk Lane barouche. Hn father alwavs had 
bays, because olJ [olvon fi.ui brouus, and Nicholas blacks, 
and Switliin and Roi^^c r lu didn’t rcmeinber v\hat 

Ro^er u^ed in liave - sorncthine a bn (cccntric- piebalbs, 
he shouldn’t ccond'-r Sfinu tinn s ihe\ would talk al'nut 
horses, or, rather, alniut what thex liad pivcn for ih( iii 
Swithin had bten a juduc, or ?•.. he ^.lld — "^oaincs had n er 
believed It, Ik liad ruwer b<}n\ed in Suithm at all l>ui 
lie could ptrltcilv vcell rcnuniLr (icv.rc'c bcintr run an .a 
with by 111'' poru in the Row. n.d } iti 1 td imo a flowerbc 1 
— no one had cmf Intn .d-h to explain how , just like 
George, with his taste tor ihi crottsqui ' lie Inni-'clt had 
never taken nn interi a in Id-im. Line, of coiir\c, had 

loved ndtns'- she would! bin hid ne\er had any itter 
she married him . A xoue s ud 

“ Well wiiai d<t \ou ihinu of him. Unde Soames ? ” 
Mil with his confounded erin . j n k (Jardn^.in, too, ,ind 
a thin, brown-fa^td in. in wnh a n. md dan boanio 
said guardedly • 

“ Nice enougli n le " 

If they thought thc\‘ w.ri it'ang to itei a rise out o* larn ! 
“ Think he’ll sia\ , \ al ' It'" th< d< lue of a joarne) 

“ Hc^U Stax ail right ” 

“ Got nothing to be.it,” said the thin brown man. 

“The Frenchman, (ireenwatcr.” 

“No class, Captain Cardigan. He’s not all the hor"e 
they think him, but he can’t lose to-day.” 

“ Well, I liopc to God he beats the Frenchman ; we want 
g Cup or two left in ilic country ” 

Something responded within Soames’ breast. If it xv.is 
agftinat a Frenchm,in, he would do his l>est to help 
“Put me five pounds on him,” he said, suddcnlx, to 
«Jftck Cardigan. 

“ Good for you, Uncle Soames, Hc’li start about evens. 
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See his head and his forehand and the way he’s let down — 
loi" of heart room Not quite ‘‘O good lx*hind the saddle, 
but a threat horse, I think ” 

“ U Inch IS the Frenchman ’ ” asked Soames. “That ! 
Oil ! Ah ! I dfui’t like htm I want to see this rare.” 

Jack Cardiy.tn gripped his .inn— tin It’i- u’s fingers were 
like iron 

“ You come along wiili me 1 ’’ he s..id .'>oamcs w'ent, 
was put up higher than he liad been nr, i:i\en Imogen's 
gh.w's - a present from hinistli and kit tlure. He was 
surprised to find how wtil .ind f tr he Ai)ukl ''ec VV’hal a 
lot ui tars, and uh.it a lot of people! ‘ Ine national 
p.Mmic’ didn’t thev ^ dl it’ Here t.inu the horses 
w.ilking pa^t, c ith Kd h. a man \\ < 11 ! d'hev were 
prtttv creatures, no doubt ' Vn hmub- !i horx* against a 
French iiorsc— that ga\c th<. thing some meaning. He 
was glad Annette w.is still with her moth<T in France, 
othtrvMst "lic'd h )\c been litre v\jth him Now they were 
canitring past Soanus made a real effort to tell one from 
the other, but e\tepi for their numbers, tliey w^erc so 
Confouild< dh alike “ N<’,'’ lie said to himself, “ ru just 
vA.itch those twt», and that tall hor-a- ” -us n.irac had 
appealed to him, Pons Asinorum Rather painfully he 
got the colours of the three bv ht.irr and fixed his glasacs 
on the wheeling group out there at the starting point. 
A'' sfvon as they were off, houcicr, all he could 8C€ was 
that one horse wms in front of the others Why had he 
g(-nc to the trouble of karning the colours ? On and on 
and on he watched them, worried because he could make 
nothing of it, and everybody else seemed making a good 
deal. Now they were rounding into the straight. ^ The 
favourite’s coming up ! “ “ Look at the Frenchman ! ” 
Soames could see the colours now. Those two I Hia hand 
shook a little and he dropped his glasses. Here they came 
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— a regular ding-Jong 1 Dash it -he vvasn’t--F’nglanJ 
wasn’t! Yes, by George I No! Yes’ Kniirclv without 
approval his heart was heating patnfullv ‘Absurd! ’ iie 
thought. ‘ Tlie I‘ renclitnan ' ’ ‘ Nf» ! the fa\ ourite wins ! 

He wins I ” Almost opposite ^ the hor->c was '^hooting out 
(food hor'^e ! Hoor.iv ' F ngl.nid tor ever’ Soanie^ 
covered Ins mouth just in time to pr \ciit tlie word- 
escaping. Sonubody said ‘•otiu thing to him He paid ni 
attention; aiul, t.iretulK putting [nioeeiiN gho-es mto 
their case, took off Ins grev h.it .ind lo.ffi ti into it 'riure 
was nothing there except .i hunt vli^coloration ot the buff 
leather where he had persjured. 
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Tiff toilet nf [lie c.tr-nKl-, u^^ f'rfH((Lline in thf more 

unlr<. cjut J poriiMits ot the p.iJJiuk 

■ C'onu .md Mc Ri»iuli\tl |on,'‘ -aui Meur 

And, uliMt lie ln(>lv<d hack, ^li< 1 lUL’h' li 

“ \o, M'u'\c kfot Ann< ill du and all nicHt. Come 

with nn tor j ( Ji.iiu'i 

On the l.ir Mdc <»! the padd(»ck the von ol bleeping Dove 
u,i> lioldiri^' iiit'h his int<'llii.'cn» In ad, and hiv hit was being 
gtntl\ ji^'L'hd, wliilc (ireenve (ter with his own hands 
adjusted the saddle 

■ \ racehorse lias ihout tin hesi time ot an) thing on 
earth,” she heard Jon sav '* Ia»ok at his eye— wise, 
bright, not hored Draft horws ha\c a cynical, long- 
sufTering look- racdiorses never He likes hi,s job; that 
keeps him spirit) 

■' Don’t talk like a pamphlet, Jon Did )ou expect to 
see me here ' ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ And it didn’t keep you avea) ? How brave ! ’’ 

“ Must you sax that son of thing ? ” 

“ What then ' You nonce, Jon, that a racehorse never 
stands over at the knee , the reason is, of course, that he 
isn't old enough. By the wa\, tlicre’s one thing that ftpoib 
vour raptures about them. They’re not fret agents.” 

** Is an) one ? ” 

How set and obstinate bis face ! 

837 
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“ Let’s see him ^\a)k round.” 

They joined Val, who said gloomily : 

D’you want to have anything on ? ” 

“ Do you^ Jon ? ” said riair 
“ Vc3 ; a tenner.” 

“ So will 1 then. Twcniv pounds between us, \*al ” 
V'al sighed 

“Look at him! i \e‘ u-e a two-\ ear-old more o.If- 
contained ? I tell you that \ (>ung>t(.r’s gumir iar And 
I’m confined to a moerable ‘ pony * ! Damn ! ’ 

He left them and spoke to (ireennat<r 
“More self-contained,” ‘•aid EDur “Not a mi'dern 
<juality, is it, Jon ^ *’ 

** Perhaps, unde rntath ” 

** Oh ! You’ve been in the backwoods too long Francis, 
too, was wonderfu]l\ primituc; so, I suppose, is .-Ynne 
You should liave tried New York, judging by their 
literature.” 

don’t judge by literature, I don't Micvc there’s 
any relation between it and life ” 

** Let’s hope not, .'in\'way Where shall uc sec the race 
from ? ” 

“The rails over there It’s the finish I care about I 
don’t see Anne ” 

Fleur dosed her lips suddenly on the words ; “ Damn 
Anne.” 

“Wc can't wait for them," she said. “The rails soon 
fill up,” 

On the rails they were almost opposite the winning petst, 
and they stood there silent, in a queer son of enmity — it 
seemed to Fleur. 

“ Here they come ! ” 

Too quickly and too close to properly taken in, the 
two-yeaiH>kls came cantering past. 
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■■ Rond.ivcl goes well,’' ^ liJ jun “ And I like that 

hrow n ” 

Mour nnt(d ihkin ! in/wiJK, ton con^ciou^ of bcinj,: jionc 
uitli lum— n'.dly a](»n<\ I'^uk-d ort In 'iir.int^crs from an^ 
knuuing c\c To savour that }i)n< lim a*. i>t so lew minutes 
UH' tasking all her facuhie'. ^he dipp<-d her hand through 
Ills arm, anti forced her \oia* 

“I’m lutuHv. \\ork( vl up, hu' He 'iinpiv must win.’’ 
l>hl he kri'U' that in l.s h'^ el 1 ^c s he left her hand 

link.lL'C d 

'‘1 ean't in tlvC th- m our iioin he r< ” Then liis arm 
rccuL'c d her h md a-nn-tt hts si !■ Ihd he know ' What 
did he knov, ' 

“ d'iu % ’p ■ d ' ” 

I' leur pre < - l (lower 

Silence — dii, ''tio'atH!:'’ of (}ii‘> n .m that name ! Bnt 
pn ^surc mnarpt him ua^ all ir i.nanr ( > Meur l^jsr they 
canv, a floiiris{iin£^ flash ot coh-ur, but 'fie saw nothing 
(it It, for her t m ^ we re tlos* 1 

“ B\ (jo,h ' ” ■‘he ficard him ■- iv ; * Ih ’.w won.” 

“ Oh, Jon ' ” 

I wonder vs hat price we 4 i: ' ” 

Fleur looked at him, a spot ot red in e ich pale cheek, 
and her eyes very clear 

” Price Did \ou realK mean th it, |on ?” 

And, though tie was behind her, following ^<5 the paddock 
she knew' from the way liis c)cs were fixed on her, that he 
had not meant it. 

Tkev found their party reunited all but Soames. Jack 
Cardigan was explaining that the pnee obtained wa* 
unaccountably short, since there was no stable money on 
to speak of ; somebody must have known something ; he 
seemed to think that this was extremely reprehenaibk, 

^ I suppose Uncle Soames hasn’t been going Uxr the 
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gloves/* he said. “ Nobody’s seen him since the Gold Cup 
Wouldn’t it be ripping it we found he’d kicked over <md 
liad a ‘ monkey ’ on ? ” 

Fleur said uneasiK' : 

“ I expert F.ithcr got tirtd and went to the car We’d 
better go too, Auntie, and get away beiore the cnasd ” 
She turned to Anne “ W iu n shall we sec \(»u again ^ 
She saw the girl look at jon, and heard him sa\ cdumlv 
*‘()h! sometime” 

“Yes, wc’Il fix something up (iood-b\(., m\ dear' 
(hKxl'byc, |on ’ 'Pell \ al I’m ’vtr\ glad” And, with a 
farewell nod, ^lu led the wav Ot a sdrt of rage in htr 
heart sl>«ga\c no ''ign. preparing iMrniahtv for her fatherN 
eyes. 

Soames, indeed, wa^ in the t.ir b,xtitement o\er the 
Gold Cup — so contr.irv t(» his prinuplt^ -had caused him 
to sit down in the St^md And there lie had remained 
during the next two races, idK watedung the throng belovv, 
and the horses going down last and eeuning back faster 
There, quietly, m the isolation suited to his spirit, lie* 
could, if not cnjo\, at least browse* mi i scene strikingh 
unfamiliar to him 'Die national pa-'iimc - he knew thai 
everybody liad ‘a bit on’ Nomething now-a-eiax' For 
one person wh(* ever went racing there were twentx — it 
seemed — who didn’t, and vet knew at least enough to lose 
ihcir money. You couldn’t bu\ a paper, or have your 
hair cut, without being conscious ot that. All over London, 
and the South, the Midlands and the North, m all classes, 
they were at it, supporting horses with tlteir bobs and 
dollars and sovereigns Most of them — he believed — had 
never seen a racehorse in their lives — liardly a horse of 
any sort ; racing w'as a sort of religion, he supposed, and 
now that they were going to tax it, an orthodox religion. 
Some primeval nonconformity in the blood of Soames 
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shuddered n little He had im ^\mpa(hy, of course, v\tth 
those leatlier-lunped chaps down there under tlicir queer 
hats and their umbrellas, but the feelinp that llicv were nin\ 
made free ot heaven or at least vit that s\ non\ ni of heaven 
the modern State rutllid Kim It was almost as if England 
Were lacim: realities at last -\tr\ dangerous ' Thc\ would 
be Ikensim: ['rovti'uti m ru\t ' To ta\ what were called 
\Kes w o to admit that tlu\ wtre part ol human natUPC. 
And thoin:h, hkt i }or-\tt, he hid loni: known them to 
In so, to admit it was. ht It It. to«' 1 rt luh 1 o a^ knowlcdj'c 
ilu liniitatioii. ot human ii.ituri v. is 1 sort of defeatism ; 
wlien \ou omc la i.Mn that, \ou didn’t know where you’d 
stop Still, trom .ill h' sould sft, the ta\ would bnnp in 
.1 'pr(.tt\ { ' iiii\ tiid pfUTuts were b.ulK netded ; so, he 
didn't know, h' w.i-n'i sure. 11* wouldn't have done it 
him'elt, but lu w rn't - rep.irtd to turn out tlu (iovernmeni 
for li.iMint doip It i’ht \ hid Ovoi^mscd, ii»o, no doubt, 
.IS he did, that Lt.imbhm; w.is the priatcst make-wci^lu 
there was .ii,Minsi revedation , 'i» lon^^ .is .1 m.m could bcl 
he had alw i\ > a eh.irui 0 } c' ttin^* something' lor nothing, 
and that desin w.istlu real driv ing forec b-. hind any attempt 
to turn things iq ^de* down Be ides um li.id to mo\e with 
the limes uphill or downhill, and it was ddhcuh to tell one 
from the either The great thing was to avoid extremes. 

From this measured rehection he vv.is abruptlv trans- 
ferred to fecliriirs unme.isured Hcur and that young 
fellow' were walking across there down to the rails! 
From under the brim of hi- grev hat he watched them 
paintulK, rcluctantiv admitting that they made as pretty 
a couple as any then They lamc to a stand on the rails - 
not talking , and to Soames, who, when moved, waj 
exceptionally taciturn, this seemed a bad sign. Were thiiiga 
rcallv going wrong, then— was passion forming within its 
still ctKoon to fly on butterfly wings for its brief hour ? 
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What was goinj,' on within the silence of those two ? The 
horses were passing now ; and the grey, they said, was his 
own nephew’s ? Why did the fellow have horses r He 
had known how it would be when Fleur said she was going 
to Ascot. He regretted no\^ having come No, he didn't ! 
Better to know what there was to Ik known In the pre^s 
of people to the rails he could no longer see more tlian the 
young man’s grey hat, and the blatk-and-whitc covering 
of his daughter’s head For a minute the race diverted 
him : miglit as well see Val''. horse well beaten. Tliey 
said he thought a lot of it ; and Soamcs tiiought the less 
of its chance for that. Here they came, all in a bunch — 
thundering grc<a troop, and that grev — a handv colour, 
you couldn’t miss it Why. he was winning ' Hang it — 
he had won ! 

H’m ! ” he said, aloud . “ that’s my ncplicw's liorse i ” 

Since nobody replied, he hoped they hadn't heard And 
back went his eyes to those two on the rails Yes, they 
were coming away silentlv — Fleur a little in front Perhaps 
—perhaps, after all, they didn’t get on, now ! Must hope 
for the best. By George, but he felt tired ! He would go 
to the car, and wait. 

And there in tiie dusk of it he was sitting when they 
came, full of bubble and squeak — something very little- 
headed about people when they’d won money. For they 
had all won money, it seemed ! 

“And you didn’t back him, Uncle Soames ? ” 

“I sraa thinking of other things,’’ said Soames, gazing 
at hie daughter. 

“ We thought you were responsible for the shockin’ bad 
price,” 

“ Why 1 ” said Soames, gloomily. “ Did you expect me 
to bet against him ? ” 

Jack Cardigan threw back his head and laughed. 
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" I don’t ‘ICC anything funn\," muttered Soamci. 

“ Nor do I, lack,” said Ficiir ** Why should Father 
know an\ thing alxiut racing ' 

“ I beg vour pardon, sir. I’ll roll \ou .ill about it.’* 

“ God torbid I ” said ^oaMu•^ 

“ No, but It’s rather queer DNdu r- member tiiat chap 
Stamford, who sneaked tlie Mater’s snud*bo\ ? ” 

“ I do” 

“ W’ell It seems he p.od \ A .1 msi: it Wwisdon, and Val 
thinks he puked up thi idea that Rond.ivel was a real good 
one ’fherc \^as a i h ip uaich.ng the g dh'p last Monday, 
'I'hat’s v\liat dteidal them to run the colt today. They 
were going to wait tor (joodwood loo late, though; 
somebodv’s n .»de i giu over him \\\ uid) got fouri.” 

Jt was all Greek to Soames, except that the languid 
ruffian Stainl *rd h.id sonuhow been nsponsibic a second 
lime for bringirig about i mcetiiie l)civ,ccn hleur and Jon ; 
for he knew trom U inifrcd that \ al md his had gone 

to ^tav at Green Street during tie' Strike on purpose to 5CC 
Stainford H( wiTi' d to goodnes-, h; iia 1 calh-d a policeman 
tliai day, and had the lellow shut uj 
They were a long time getting out ol the traffic — owing 
to the pervcrMt\ of “ that ch.*p Kiggs,” and did not reach 
South Square till ,sc\tn o’clock. Thc\ were greeted by 
the news that Kjt had a temperature. Mr. Mont waf with 
him, Fleur flew up. Ha\ing washed off his day, Soames 
settled himself in the ‘ parlour ’ to wait uneasily for their 
report. Fleur used to have temperatures, and not infre- 
quently they led to something. If Kit’s didn’t lead to 
anything serious, it might be gx)od for her— keeping her 
thought* at home. He lay back in his chair opposite the 
Fragonard — a delicate thing, but with no soul in it, like 
all the works of that period — wondering why Fleur had 
changed the style of this room from Cbiode to Loab 



A MODERN COMEDY 


% 

Quinze. Just the ‘'.ike of change, he supposed, Tlicsc 
young people had no continuity, some niitroju* in the 
Hood--of the ‘ idle ru h,* and llie ‘ idle po<jr,' and cver\ body 
else, so far as lie could see Nobod\ uuild be got to sta\ 
an)w!icre- not e\tn in their graves, judging by all tho'-/ 
sehinccs. If only people \\<iuld attend quutK to tleir 
business, even to that of being dead ' lht\ had sueh an 
appetite for Ining, that tin \ had no lik \ bcaim ot 
sunlight, smoky with dii'^t-motts, came slanting in on t( 
the wall before liim prett\ thing, a be.irn of sunlight, but 
a terrible lot ot dust, e\en in a room ‘-pick-and-spand\ as 
this. And to think that a thing smaller than one (»f tho^t 
dust-motes could give a tliild a lempi'raiure lb hoped 
to goodness Kit had nothing c ikhing And his mind went 
over the illnesses of childhood mumps, measles, thn. ken- 
pox, whooping-cough. I kur liad caught them ill, but 
never scarlet fever \nd Soaims began i<i fidget Surelv 
Kit was too young to have got seark t fever But nurses 
were so careles'- — \ou ne\cr knew ! And suddenly he began 
to wish for Annette. What was she doing out in Trance 
all this time ? bhe was useful in illness ; had some \er\ 
good prescriptions He u'ouU sav iliat for the French — 
their doctors were cle\cr when \ou c'ould get them to take 
an interest. The stuff the\ had given him for his lumbago 
ikl Deauville had been first-rate And after his visit the 
little doctor chap had said . “ I come for the money to- 
morrow ! ” or so It had sounded It seemed he had meant : 

I come in the morning to-morrow.” They never could 
speak anything but their own confounded language, and 
looked aggrieved when you couldn’t speak it yourself. 

They had kept him a long time there without news before 
Michael came in. 

“ Well ? ” 

“ Well, air, it looks uncommonly like measles.*’ 



SWAN SONG 


«45 


H'm ! Now, hov\ on c.inh Jul he get that ? ” 

“ Nur^e lias ni* iJca ; but KitN awlully sociable. H 
then's another lIuKI in ht goes for him.” 

“ ’riiat’-' ha.i,” s.ud got slums at the 

hai. k litre " 

“ V!i ' " saiJ Michael “ Slaiiiv to tlie right tif us, slums 
to tiir left o} us, ^luno to lilt ifi-i.t ol us how can you 
u ( ifhiv r ' 

'^oiiiKs si.irttl ' 1',. \'r( not n.itihahk,” he said, 
" t liaiik L*' lojn* ss ' *’ 

“ >!unis ' ” 

“ \o Mca-ics " it In !i hi I Jn hi, ii v\as a notifiable 
Jio ase, with the aattiorru- poijug thnr noses in, and 
lia\ino uy tie dr urn .i^ iikdc a^ n<»t “How’s the little 
chap I'ct hllL’ 

' \ er\ Mirr) for hiriiscli ” 

“ In niN ''pi’itori,” ,id >oame', “tlure'-v a great deal 
more iri ilci- than t}ie\ tljink I lut dog of his may have 
puked u[' a rneaslc) lit i I \voud<“r the doctors don’t turn 
lilt ir atti ntion to fleas " 

“I wtauler ihe\ don't turn tluir attention to slums,” 
-aiel Miehael , “ that’s where the fleas tome from ” 

\gain So.^mc^ stared Hid hi' st)n in law got slums 
in his bonnet now ' Hm inanih stations of public spirit 
were very disturbing Perhap'' he'd been going round 
those places, and brouglii the flc.i m himself, or some 
infeetion or other 

“ Have you sent for the doett/r ? ” 

“ Yes ; he’ll be here anv minute.” 

“ Is he an\ good, or just itic ordinary cock-and-bull 
type *' ” 

** The same man wt had for Fleur.” 

“ Oh ! Ah ! I remember -too much maaocr, bat 
shrevvd. Doctors ! ” 
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There w*i«; silence in the polished rwm, while they wnited 
for the bell to ring ; and Soames br<»odcd Should he tell 
Michael abr»ur the afternoon ? fiia mouth opened once, 
but nothing came out. Over and over again his son-in-law 
had surprised lam by the \ru lie took of things. And he 
only .start'd at Michael, who u. is ga/ingout of the window — 
queer face tin \ouni: Ellow h.al . pi an, and yet attractive, 
with those pointed ears and <.\ebrow^ running up on tie- 
outside — wasn't .ilwa\s thinking of himself like good 
looking young men sceme 1 to b( (i -od looking men were 
always scllish ; got spoiled, h-' supp.»Md He would give 
a penny for the toung h How's thougiit^ 

Here he is ! said Mich.iel, jumping up. 

Soames wa^ .done ag.an How haig alone, he didn’t 
know, for he w.is tired, .md, in spiu of las concern, he 
dozed. Tlic opening ot the door roused him in time to 
assume anxiet\ bclore Fleur '^poke 
“ It*3 almost certainK measles, Dad ” 

Oh 1 said So.imes, hl.ankly. “ What about nursing ? 
Nurse and I, of course.” 

“That’ll mean \ou can’t get .ibout ” 

And aren't you glad ^ ” her face scemed to say. How 
she read his thoughts ! 

God knew he wasn’t glad of an\ thing that troubled her 
-—and yet— 1 

“ Poor little chap ! ’* he said, evasively : ” Your mother 
muet come back. I must tr\ and find him something 
that’ll take his attention off ” 

“Don’t trouble, IXid ; he’s too feverish, poor darling. 
Dinner’s ready. I'm having mine upstairs.” 

Soames rose and w’cnt up to iier. 

“ Don't you be worr>dng,” he daid. “ AU children- ” 

Fknr pot her arm out 
“ Not too near, Dad. No, I won’t worry.” 
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“(ji\c him mv If-nr/’ said So.imcs. He won’t enre 
for It.” 

Fleur lowlived ai him Her lips smiled .1 very little. Her 
c\ I lids winked twice 'fhen she turned and went out, and 
Soames thou u hi 

‘ She ~-po(,r hitle rhii.i: ' Fin no use ! ’ It was of her, 
oot of his ^>rinds >n, that he liicu^diL 
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IN IHl MI Alts 

The Meads Si Nui^usimt h id, n<t dnuSt, oncf nn \ lin.e 
been floucrv, .md I'urgcssc , h.id ualkcd the a oi .1 >iind.i\, 
plucking suninui nnHLM\' ll iIkfc uen .1 tlovver now. 
It would he tound on tin dt ir ot iIk- Reverend Hilars's 
c'hurch, or on Mrs Hil.irv'' dining t.ihU d’ht rest of a 
numerous popal.ition li.td Ik .ird ot ilusc unnatural pro 
ducts, and. indctd, string (iicni otcasionalh in hask.<ts, 
would utivr tilt words “ Aoh ' Look It ihe 
flahers I " 

VVlien Mu had viMieil his uiKle. atiordiiii,' to promise, on 
Ascot Cup I)a\, Ir w.is ijslurtti iiurri' lK into the presemt 
of twenty little Aupustini.ms on the j'oint of htinp taken 
in a covered motor \ .in for 1 fortmuht imom; flowers m a 
state of nature His \unt Ma\ w.o standing among them 
She was a tall w.>man with hrin’ht brown shingled hair 
going grey, and the slightlv rapt exprtssum td one listening 
to music. Her smile was \er\ sweet, .ind this, witli the 
puzzled iw'itth of fur delu.ite e\ci'rv>ws, .is who should s 
placidly; " \Vh.»t nt\t, 1 wonder'” ende.ired lier to 
everyone, bhe had < merged from a Ret tort m Hunting- 
donshire, in the carlt wars of ific ceruurv, .ind had married 
Hilar)' at the age of twentv He had kept her hus\ ever 
since. Her hoys and girl wire .ill at schend now, so timt 
in term time she had mcrdv .stunc hundreds of Augustini.ms 
for a family. Hilary was wont to say : “ M.iv ’s a wonder. 
Now that shc*s had her hair off, she’s got so much time on 
her handt that wc’rc thinking of keeping guinea-pigs. If 
848 
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<^hcM only let me gnm j Se.ird, we tould reullv .1 
m(i\c on ” 

^'lie Lrrceted MkIi.r'I with a ntid and a twitch 
“ Vouny L<tndon, mv dear,” ^he ‘‘aid. j-riv atcK , “ just off 
Id Lealherhead Katfier sweei, aren’t thc\ ’ ” 

MtJiael, indted, wa^ surprised h\ the ^(tlldlt\ and neat- 
ne^s nf tlu Tv\(ni\ Xuiru-'iiRiaii'- |udi,'in)» hy the 

'frett-' from whuh tfit\ taiiu .ind the iii'ither* who wrre 
there to bct tlic iii oif, th. ir 1 irniiK - had ( \ ideritU ^^onc ‘ all 
owl ' t<' t^et them in (.ondition t^r la a tin rhead 

He -^tood c'riniiinL: aniid>l\, wiiih tlu \ were ushered out 
on to the ^’I'-wuiL' pa\( HKni between the unr<‘straincd 
appreciation oi th-ir mother- and .i-ter- Into the van, 
(tpen on]\ at ti o ir. thev wen- piled, with lour youn^' 
ladies to h n d' .ilte r t la in 

“ I our and » w. nt\ blaehbirds baked in a pic,” muf” 
mured Mie liae 1 
Ills aunt laiiL’fa-d 

“ Ve p<'or little dear-, won't the \ b-- hot ! Hut aren’t 
the\ 1,’ood ' ” '^la lower, i h^r \oiee ” And d’you know 
what the\ 'll -a\ whentluc ee.mebiik elter their feirtnight ? 
‘ Oh ' \ cs, we liked It all r\ mm ),, thank you, but it wa^ 
rather -slow We like the -tree t ■ be ttcr * Kvery year it’i 
the same ” 

“ Then, what's the use e)f scndinj^ them, Aunt May I ” 

“ It does them gemd piivsjcall) . thc\ Irmk sturdy enough, 
but the) aren’t really str.^nc Besides, it seems 80 dreadful 
they she'uld nc\cr !>cc the ee)uniry Of tour8C wc eountr)- 
bred folk, Michael, neyer ean realise what Lcandem streets 
arc to children - y cry nearly Heaven, you know.” 

'I'hc meator yan mo\cd to an accompaniment of fluttered 
handkerchiefs and shrill cheermp. 

** Tlic mothers love them to said his aunt ; it’s 
kind of distinguished. Well, that’s that ! What would 
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you like to fee next ? The stRct we’ve just bought, to gut 
and re-gut ? Hilarv’ll be there with the architect/* 

“ Who owned the street ? ” asked Michael. 

“ He lived in Capri I don’t suppose he ever saw it 
He died tlie other day, and we got it rather reasonably, 
considering liow central we arc, here, bites arc valuable ” 
“ Have yf*u paid tor It " 

“Oh! no” lift cvebrow twitched. ” l*t»^t-dated a 
cheque on Providence/’ 

“ Good Lord ' ” 

“We had to have the street It was such a chan((.. 
We’ve paid the deposit, and we'\c got till btjncmber to 
get the rest ” 

“ How much ” said Micliatl. 

“ Thirty-two thousand " 

Michael gasped. 

“ Oh ! We shall get it, dc.ir, Ilil.ir\’s wonderful in that 
way. Here’s the street ” 

It was a curving street of which, to .Miciiael, slowl\ pass- 
ing, each house seemed more dilapid.itcd than tlie la.st 
Grimy and defaced, with peeling plaster, broken rails and 
windows, and a look of having been .ibandoned to its fate — 
Hke some half-burnt-out ship — it liit the senses and tlie 
heart with its forlornness 

“ What sort of people live here, Aunt Mav ? ” 

“ All sorts — three or tour families to eack house Covcni 
Garden workers, hawkers, girls in factorhrs, out-of-works— 
«vcry kind. The unmentionable insect abounds, Michael. 
The girls arc wonderful — thc> keep their clothes in paper 
bags. Many of them turn out quite neat. If they didn't, 
of course, they’d get the sack, poor dears ” 

** But is it possible,” said Michael, “ that people can U'ant 
to go on. living here ? ” 

Hii a«nt*s brows became intricate. 
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“It Isn’t a qacsilon ol want, rny d- «r It’s a simple 
economic privposiiion. Where cKc tliey live so chc.iplv f 
It’s more than that, even , v\here eke i in they go at all, 
if they’re turned out' Tiie Auiiionta-s demolished a 
stret t noi ago up tinre, and Iniilt that gocat block ot 
workmen’^ tins, i.ut the rtiits v\tre prohibitive to the 
people v\}io had been luing in the street, and tl'cy simply 
melted itwa'. to other 'liiims lh^ld\.^, \oii know, they 
don't !ikt tiu -• barra* k\ Hats, uiu! 1 don't wonder. Thev’d 
nunh rtther have a 1 . It lioio , it tlit\ can, or the floor 
of a hou^e It they c.in'i Or cm n a room That’s in the 
l.ng'uli nature, and it vs'll be till due dcMgn workmen’s 
dv\<.lhnu''- l>(tt(r The I ngh^h like to Ine low down: 

I -.uppoH bceauu' iliC) alw i\ n iir.e Oil! Here’s 
Ildars'” 

Ildars CharAcil. -n a d irk gre\ N'otfoil 'ur, a turn-down 
collar open at the nuk, and ti * hat, \va-> standing in the 
doorwas of a la»use. talkinir to another spare man with a 
tiiin, and, to Muh id, \« rv pK I'atit 1 icc 
“ Well, Mu h.id, ms b.is , wh.ii liiink \->u of Slant Street ? 
Kach one of these lioU'cs jjoing to be gutted and made a« 
bright a« a new pm,” 

“ H-'w long will ihes IvCcp briefit, 1 lule Hilary ? ’’ 

“ Oh ! That’s all right,” >aid Hilary, “ ju iging by our 
cxpennicntb so iar. (jise ’em a diancc, and the people 
arc on!) ttK) glad to keep their houses clean It’s wonderful 
vkdiat the) do, as it is Come in and ^cc, but don’t touch 
the walls. Mas, you sta) and twilk to James. An Irii»h 
lady in here; we haven’t mans Can I come in, Mrs. 
Corrigan ? ” 

“ Sure an’ ye can. Plased to sec sour fivirence, though 
ut’s not tidy I am this morninC” 

A broad woman, with gnz/,led Wade b*ir and brawny 
arms, had paused in whatever .^he wns doing to a room 
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inconccivabl) crowded .md encrusted. Three people 
evidently slept in the big bed, and (me in a cot , C(jok.mg 
geemed to go on at ilie (jrdmarv small black lieartii, over 
which, on a mantel- b<iard, were the s<tcial trophies ot a 
lifetime Some clothes were hung on a line The pati htd 
and greasy walls had no puturt^ 

“My nephew, Mr Michael Munt, Mrs Corrigan ; he’s a 
Member of Parliament “ 

Tlie lad) put her arms akimbo 
“ Indeed, an' is he, then ' " 

It was said with an intinitc indiilg' nc'* that went to 
Michael’s heart ‘‘An’ is ut true \our ruirence has 
bought the street ? An' what would \e be d .ing with ut ? 
Ye won’t be atther turning us out. Pm thinking " 

“ Not for the World, Mr- Corrigan " 

“Well, an' I knew that I -aid to thrm ‘ It's cleaning 
our'insides he'll ma\bc doing, but lu ’ll never he atther 
putting us out.' " 

“ \Mien the turn ot tins house comes, Mrs Corrigan- -I 
hope l>eforc very long — we’ll hnd \ou good lodgings till 
you can come back here to new walls and floors and ceiling", 
a good range, no more bugs, and proper u ishing 
arrangements ’’ 

“ Well, an’ wouldn't that be the d.u I'd like to sec ! “ 

“ You'll sec It fast enough. Look, Miciiacl, if I put mv 
finger through there, the genuine article will stalk forth ! 
Iths you that can’t knock holes in ) our walls, Mrs Corrigan ” 
“ An’ that’s the truth o’ (Jod,” replied Mrs. Corrigan. 
“ The last time Corrigan kncKked a peg in, 'tw'as terrible -- 
the life there was in there ! ’’ 

“ Well, Mrs. Corngan, I’m delighted to sec you looking 
so well. Good morning, and tell Corrigan if his donkey 
wants a rest any lime, there’ll be room in our paddock. 
W’ill you be going hopping this year f ” 
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“\\c will that/’ replied Mrs Otrni,Mn. “ Good-dnv to 
\ oiir ri\ irciKf , i,^M>d-d.»\ , sorr ' 

On the bare, decrepit landiriv: lirMr\ Chir\ull s.ud ; 
“ b.ilt ()} the earth, Mi< h.tel Hut im.ieirn living in that 
annosjtlu re ' LuckiK, thee'rr all ' Miixit ’ ” 

“Wliat'" Mid MiOiatl, t. living drrp breaths of the 
-"incwliat les- Ih it(d nr 

It's A p,,rtmant( tu sviiable tnr ‘ (ict n<. ‘.t <*i "nirll 

to '■peak of \nd waiilt el toti t )ne ' r ' ' ele if,’ * blind/ 
' dulhb ’ w h\ not ‘ ' no- 

“ l‘\eell<nl ' I low li'llit Jo \<.u riek'ill it’ll lake VOU lO 
joiner! this street. 1 le le llil ir\ ' " 

“ Ab- >ui ihrt t w .!'• 

“ \nd how ire ' oa -iiiit to t till m'liuv 
“Win, wanith, tnd oroun^te it In here there are three 
enr!' who sf'TM- in ' P( tt' r md Poplin's’ The \ ’re all out, 
-'t v')Lirs( Neat, isn’t It ' v^f-e their p.iper ba^s ' ” 

“ I say, Lnele, wouhl )-)U b! im< a itirl for doin^^ anythinj,^ 
to i;et out of a house like this - 

“No,” said the Reetrend Hilar), “I would not, and 
that's tile* truth o' (md " 

“ Tliat’s wh\ I l()\e VOU, L’nelc Hilary You restore my 
faith in the Churi h ” 

“ M\ de-ar bov,” said Hilarv, “ the old Reformation was 
nothing to what’s been going on in the Oiurch lately. You 
wait and sec! Though I eonfess a little wholesome 
Disestablishment would di» us all no harm. Come and have 
lunch, and wc’ll talk al>out m) slum conversion scheme, 
W’e’ll bring James along ” 

“ You sec,” he resumed, when they were seated in the 
\’icaragc dining-nx)m, “ there mubt be any amount of 
people who w'oiild be glad enough to lay out a small por- 
tion of their wealth at two-and-a-haif per cent., with prospect 
of a rise to four as time went on, if they were certain that 
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it meant the elimination of the slums W’c’ve experimented 
and we find that we can put slum houses into proper living 
condithm for their existing population at a mere fraction 
over the old rents, and pa\ two-and-adialf on our outla\ . It 
we can do that here, it can he done in all shun centres, by 
private bluni Conversion Societies --uch as ours, working 
on the principle of not displacing the existing slum popula- 
tion. Bui what's wanted, ot <.our-e, is nionev~a General 
Slum Con\crsion fund — Hoiul-i at two per cent , with 
bonuses, rcpn\ able in iwcnt\ \< ars, Inun whicJi the Societies 
could draw funds .)'• they need them lor bu\ mg and convert- 
ing slum pri>p(.rt\ ” 

“Howwill\ou rtpi\ the- Boiu!-. m twent\ \c.irs'” 

“Oh! Like the (»o\crnnunt — b\ issuing more” 

“ But," said Michael, “ (lie local Aiuluuuus lia\c \cry 
wide powers, and much more c hance of getting the monc \ " 

Hilary shook his head. 

“Wide powers, yes; but thc\*rc slow, Michael — the 
snail II a fast animal compared with them ; besides, they 
only displace, because the rents they charge are too high 
Also it’s nc't in the English character, mv dear. Somehow 
we don’t like being ‘ done for ' by official, or being answer- 
able to them 'riiere’s lots of rc'om, of course, for slum 
area treatment by Borough Councils, and tlicy do lots of 
good work, but b\’ themselves, they '11 ncc'cr scotch the evil 
You want the human touch , you want a sense of humour, 
and faith ; and that’s a matter for pnvate effort in every 
town where thwe arc slum's." 

** And who’s going to st.Art this general fund ? ” asked 
Michael, gaiing at his aunt’s e\cbrows, w'hich had begun to 
twitch. 

** Well,” said Hilary, twinkling, “ I thought that might 
be where you came in. That's why I asked you down 
to-day, in fact.” 
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“The deuce!” said Michael almost leaping abo\c the 
Irish stew on his pLitc 

“ Exactl) ! ” Slid las iinOe , “ but couldn't you ^:cl 
together a Committee of b uh H'uscs to I'^^ue an appeal ? 
I'rom the work vveNe done |ainev can give you exact 
figures They could see tor thtinsc]\es wharhs happened 
here Surdv, Mkhafl, there mu'-t be ten ju^t men who 
could b( got to mo\c in a matter 1 ke thi*- - " 

“ ‘Ten Apostles,’” said Muli.ul i.iintK 
“Well, but there’s no real need n. bring Christ in — 
nothing remote or sentiment d , \oii could approach them 
from any :ingh Old bir TimoUtc Fanhcld, ior example, 
would love to have a ‘go’ at slum landlordism. Then 
wc’\c elcctrihcd all the kitchens so far, and mean to go on 
doing It -so \(iu could get old Shropshire on that Besides, 
there's no need to confine the Committee to the two Houses 
— bir Thomas Morscll, or, I should think, an) of the big 
doctors, would come in, you could pinch a brace of 
bankers with Chiaker blood in them , and there arc always 
pleDt\ of retired Governor Generals v^ith their tongues out. 
Then if you could rope m a member of the Royal Family to 
head it — the trick would be done ” 

“ Poor Michael ! ” said his aunt’s soft voice : “ Let him 
finish his stew, Hilarv 

But Michael had dropped his fork for good ; he saw 
another kind of stew before him 

“ The General Slum Conversion Fund,’’ went on Hilary, 
affiliating every Slum Conversion Soacty in being or to 
be, so long as it conforms to the principle of not displacing 
the present inhabitant. Don’t you see what a pull that 
gives us over the inhabitants ?~wc start them straight, and 
we jolly well sec that they don’t let their houses down again*** 
“ But can vou ? ” said Michael. 

“ Ah ! you’ve heard stories of baths being used for cot! 
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and vegetables, and all that. Take it from me, tlie\'re 
exaggerated, Michael Anyway, that's where we private 
workers come in with a big advantage over municipal 
authoritu ^ Thev h.ivc to drive, we try to lead ” 

“ Let me hot up \our stew, dear ? " said his aunt. 
Micliael refused He perceived that it would need no 
hotting up ! Another crusade ' His I'ncle Hilarv had 
aiway.s fascinated him with In^ crusading bl<vtd - at tlie time 
of the Crusades the name liad been Kcroual, and now spelt 
Cliarwcll, was pronounced Cherwcll, in accordance with the 
sound English cusi<tm of w(»rr\ ing fnr< igners 

“ I’m not approac lung \ ou, Mii had, with the inducement 
that you should make \our name at this, because, .ilier all, 
you’re a gent ’ ” 

Thank \ou!” murmurxd Michael, "alwa\s gl id ol .1 
kind word ” 

“ No I'm suggesting that \ou ouglit to do i>c)meilimg, 
considering \our kuk in life ” 

“ I quite agree," s.iid Mu had, humbh “ The question 
seems to be : Is this the something ' " 

“It is, undoubt< cll) said his unde, waving a salt- 
spoon on which w.is engraved the Ch irwcll cre»t “ M’hat 
else can it be ? ” 

“ Did you never hear ot Idgg.irii-'m, I ncle Hilarv ' ’’ 

“ No ; what's th it ^ ’’ 

** M) aunt ! ’’ s.nd Michael 
“ Some blaiK -mange, de ir ' ” 

“ Not you. Aunt Ma\ ! Hut did \ou really never hear of 
it. Unde Hilarv ^ ” 

“ Fogganism ' L it ih.at fog abating scheme one reads 
about f ” 

** It is not,” said Michael. “ Ot course, vou’rc sunk in 
misery and sin here. Still, it's almost too thick. Toute 
heard of it, Aunt Ma) ? ” 
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Hi'i aunt’s cxcbrows hfcamc inmeafe jjijain. 

“ I tliinlv,” she ‘ijii.l, “ I (It) rcrrumhor hc.irinj> someone 
sav IT was hahlerda''h ' ’’ 

Mkhacl uro.iiied “And \(»u, Mr jamt-. : ” 

“ It’s to do \Mtli the Liirrt Hi \ , iMi't It ' ” 

“And }i( r( said Mkiiacd, “ wt have three intelligent, 
publu -'•[unfe d ptrsons, who’vt rnvtr In ard of I'di^^'aftism 
and I've h( ard ot riothine ( K( lor over . \ i .r " 

“\V\11," said llilarv, “had \ou la ar i <jt mv' slum 
corn ( r''ion srln ni(‘ ' ’* 

“ Certainlv run 

“ J tliink,” said hi- aunt, “ It vv<»iilJ In an < \i dlent thinp 
if vou’d «^rnoke vvlulc I make the totice \ow I do re- 
member, Mn.hnl \o\jr mother did sav to me tint she 
wished vou Would mt <‘Ver it I’d f"ri;ontn the name 
It had to do with ! iki'ic' town children away from their 
part nts ” 

“ Parti) •'aid Mk h i( 1, w ith );1< om 
“ You haw to r< member, da ar, that the poorer people 
.ire, the more tin v tlin^: to their t hildrt n ’’ 

“ \’icarious JO) inlifc,”j'ut in Hilary 
“ And tiic poi>rer children .arc, tlie mort ihcv cling to their 
j^utters, .as I wa>. telling you ” 

Micliael buried his hands in his pockets. 

“There is no good in me,” he said, 'lonily. “ 'Y’ouVe 
pitched on a stumer, L'ntlc Hil.irv 

Both Hilary and his wift pot up very quickly, and each 
put a hand on his shoulder 
“ M) dear buy 1 ” s.ud iiis aunt. 

“ (Jod bless ) r»u ! ” said Hilary * “ Have a * gasperd ” 

“ All right,” said Michael, grinning, ” it’s wholesome.” 
Whether or not it was the ‘ gasper ’ that was wholesome, 
he took and lighted it from his uncle’s. 

” W'hat if the most pitiable sight in the world, Aunt 



858 A MOntlTN COMEDY 

May — I mean, next to <?ccing two people dance the Char- 
It aton ? ’’ 

The most pitiahle sjgiit ? ” ^aid lua aunt, drcamiU'. 

" Oh ! I tliink — a ridi man listening to a bad gramophone ” 
“ Wrong ! ” ^aid Michael “ The mo'-t pitiable sight in 
the world i^ a politician barking up the right tree Behold 
him ! ” 

“ Look out, Ma\ ’ Voiii iiiai hine\ boiling Mie inake'- 
very good eo({c(, Muhul nothing Iik<' it for ihe gniinpN 
Have some, ..nd tlu n Janies .iiul 1 wiil shov \ou the hou'se^ 
\\c\e cont( rt( h jarne- -eonu uitli rnc a moment ” 
“Noted tor Ills pertin.it ii\ nuunred Miehat'l, as the* 
disappeared 

“ Not onK noted, Muhacl -viteadtd” 

“We'll, 1 vsoulel railur bi* I in 1< lliliiv than an\ bode I 

knov^ 

*’ He is rati'cr a el^ar,*' niurniur^h hi' aunt “ Gde’c : ” 
“What dt>es he realls behtee, \unt Ma\ 

“ Well, he liardl} has tunc f.»r that ” 

“Ah I that's the new hope ot the Chureh All the rest 
is just as mucii an ailempi to irnproxe t»n mathematics as 
Einstein’s the ore. Ortludox religion was de\ise-d tor tlic 
cloister, Aunt Ma\, and there aren’t any cloisters left " 

“ Religion,” said his aunt, dreamily, “ used to burn a 
good many people, Michael, not in cloisters,” 

“Quite so, when it emerged from cloisters, religion 
used to be red-hot pt'Iitic*', then it became caste feeling, 
and now it’s a cross-word puzzle — You don’t solve them 
with your emotions.” 

His aunt smiled. 

“ You have a dreadful way of putting tilings, my dear.” 

“ In our * suckles,’ Aunt May, we do nothing but put 
dungs — tt desiro)'s all motive power. But about this slum 
business : do you really adWsc me to have ' a go ’ ? ” 
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• Not if you v^.lnt a quiti hie.’’ 

“ I don’t know that I di'. I did after the war ; hut not 
nctw. But, you see, I've tried Fuijj^urti^m and cver\ body's 
too sane to look at it. I rc.illv c.m't afford to back another 
loser Do }>iu think tliere's a Dianet ot ^vtiing a national 
mo\e on ’ ” 

“ Onlv a sptjrtuij^ ihaiuc, dear ” 

“ Would \<iu lake It up (hen, if \f*u ^^crc me ' ” 

** M\ dear, I’m pnjud'tcd h- ..n is so set on 

it , but It docs seem to me tlial there’s uo other cause I’d 
so id])' 1 ill in Uiil, not til. it txaitls , but ifierc really 
IV nothing so important as giving our town ducllcri decent 
living condid -ns ” 

“ It's rather lihc going o\er to the enemy,” muttered 
MiDiacl ” Our luture oughtn't to be Pi> bimnd up in the 
towns ” 

' It be, whatcvcr\ done ‘ A bird in the hand,’ and 
sui h a big bird, .Mr hac 1 \h ! Ih re’s Htl ir . ! ” 

Hilary and his archiiest took Mkh.icl iorili again into 
the Meads. Tlic .ifterriooii had turned dn/zlv, and the 
dnuial cliaracter of that tlouirles. quart' r was more than 
ever app.ircnt I p -treet, down street, Hilary extolled 
the virtues of his p.iriHiioiur^ 'llu v dr.ink, but not 
nearly so mucii as was natur.d in tlu urt umstanccs ; they 
wt re dirty, but he would be dirtiir under their conditions. 
Tiiev didn’t come to church— wiio on earth would expect 
tliC m to ? They assaulted their wives to an almost neglig- 
ible extent ; were cxtraordinanlv gf>od, and extremely 
unwise, to their children. They had the most niamllouit 
f<Riiliy for living on what was not a living wage. They 
helped each other far better than those who could afford to; 
never saved a bean, having no beans to save, and took no 
thought for a morrow which might be worse than tcnbiy. 
Institutions they abominated. They were no more moral 
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than was natural in their overcrowded state Of pliilosnphv 
they had plcnt\, ot rclii^ntn none that he could speak of 
Their amusements were cinemas, streets, ^mspers, public 
houses, and Sunday papers The\ liked a tune, and 
would dance if afforded .1 Ounce 'rhe\ had tlieir own 
brand of honesty, which reejuired spei lal ^tud^ L nhappv ^ 
Not precise 1\, haMiiLT i,’i\en up a future state in this life 
or in that reall'^ts to their eni. rusted fini,vr-nails kats^^- 
lish ? Well, iuarl\ all, and mostU Lendon-born A 
few countrv folk had tome in \ounp, and would ntwa^r ^o 
out old 

“You’d like them, Mkhacl, nobod\ who nsilK knows 
them can help hkini' them \nd now, m\ ilcir fellow, 
good-bye, and think it over The hop/ of knuland bc^ in 
you young men (iod bh ss \<>u ' " 

And w'iiii these word'' in hi- ears, Michael went home, 
to find iiis htllc sun sickening tor measles. 
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Tmf of Kit’^ !n..i.i.i\ v\ j'. M»r.n \c*rificcl. and Fleur 

\v( n: into f urd di 

(tlwrt'- to di-'irau ^'rjiid'-on arrived almost 
every d.i\ ( )nt luui iIk* e if'' of j rald’it, with the expression 
of a dos:, another the t iil of .< rnuK driaeh.ahle from the 
hodv of a lion, the third mad' * ivi'e like inanv bees; 
'he fourtli, thoiiL'h de^ien< d lor a v\.n-.t( oat, could be pulled 
'Ut tali 'lie proainm,' of thest rarities, toj^Mher with 
the choKe^t mandarine or mi-f s, muscatel irrapcs, and 
honey that was not merelv ‘ vvarranttd ’ pure, occupied 
his morninps in town He was stavinir at (ireen Street, 
whereto the news, judiciouslv wared, liad i>r<)u^ht Annette, 
Soame.s, who was not vet entirely rcsii^nicd To a spiritual 
life, w'as genuinely glad to see her But after one night, 
he felt he could spare her to I Icur It wf)uld be a relief 
to feel that she had her mother with her Perhaps by the 
end of her seclusion that young fellow would be out of her 
reach again. A domestic crisis like this might even put 
him out of her head. Niames was not philosopher enough 
to gauge in-round the significance of his daughter’s yearn- 
ings To one bom in 1855 love was a purely individual 
passion, or if it wasn’t ought to be It did not occur 
to him that Fleur’s longing for Jon might also smbolise 
the craving in her blood for life, the whole of life, and 
nothing but life ; that Jon had represented her first 
serious defeat in the struggle for the fullness of perfection ; 
a defeat that might yet be wiped out. The modeni 
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soul, in llic intricate turmoil of it*; sopliistication, vva<; 
to Sonmcs a b(*ok \\liich, if not sealed, had its pa^es still 
uncut. ‘ Crying for the moon ’ had become a principle 
when he 'v\as alrtad) much too (dd for principles Kc- 
cognilion of the limits of human life and liappiness was 
in his blood, and had certainly been fostered by his ex- 
perience. Without, cxacll), defining existence .is ' makim: 
the best of a bad job,' he would have contended that 
though, when \ou h.id .dnio^t c\er} thing, vou Jiad better 
ask for more, \ou nui^t not fash yourself if you did not 
get it. The virus of a time-worn religion which li.id m.ide 
the really irreligious old Forsytes say tlieir pra\ers to tfie 
death, in a muddled belief that thev would get something 
for tbein after death, ‘■till worked inhibituels m the blood 
of their pr.iNcrless offspring, S(».imcs, so that, ahhougli 
fairly certain ih.it he \\(»uld get nuthing after death, he 
still believed that he wi)uld n(»t get everything before 
death. He lagged, in fact, iHhind the bclufs of a new 
century in whose ‘ m tke-up ' rc.^ignatum played no p<art— 
a century which either beiicwed, with spiritualism, that 
there were plcnt> of chances to get things after de\ith, or 
that, since one died tor good .ind all, {*ne must sec to it that 
one had everything before dc.itli. Resignation ! Soames 
would have denied, of course, that he believed in any such 
thing; and certainly he ih<jught nothing too good for his 
daughter! And yet, somehow, he felt in his bones that 
there twts a limit, and Fleur did not — this little distinction, 
eatablishcd by the difference in their cp<xlis, accounted for 
his inability to follow so much of her restive search. 

Even in the nursery, grieved and discomforted by the 
fercrish miseries of her little son, Elc ur continued that 
search. Sitting beside his cot, while he tossed and mur- 
mured and said he was ** so ^ot," her spirit tossed and 
ffturmttrcd and said so, too. Except that, by the doctor's 
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order*!, buthcvl ind in li rntr*. i irnw'.r , she went fi^r .in 
liour'x walk t u ii day, kttj to hern-lf, -^hc was cntircK 
out ot the world, so tiiat the lu-.irt from which she suffered 
had no anod\nt‘ hut that of watchiru' and ministering to 
Kit. Muhi'.'l w.is ' {.\^T sui.t’ to her, and the fact 
that ^he wanted anotf.cr in hi'. jd.)C< i -ijld never have 
been 1 ,'ut • ed fo-.n far ni iniv r !i(r rc 'solution to gix^c 
nothiiii: awa\ \sa' n t.rni a' < »• r, I ..t it u o a real relief 
not t(j ('luounfi r the* rimh tfir’a' iffe^tion ot her father’s 
c\e Sh( v.n t. ion. , hr u rs^t.\<vi trom Jon a 
little 1. tt( r (.1 i.oi,d. K I 

*■ \\ aiKsd ►n, 

“ June 22, 

" Di \It I'll . K, 

“ W’e (Ti o iwfu’dN o,rr\ (.> *(.ir it Kit’' illness It 
nui'^t h vM.ti-.iAd lor \ou \\ t do ;io[ c tiit poor little 
I hap o\er tla p iiM'd | irt I", now } rtmemhcr my 
niea^k ^ as two In ,,tl\ da\ -, ati.* thin ha; ot things th.it 
felt nice and soothini,' .ill tlu w t\ do.-n iiut 1 expect 
he’s too Aouni» to hr conv( loll" ot anwi.inc; much except 
heme thorougldv unt'-n i\ 

“ Kond.istl, th(\ sav. Is .ill the hitter for his race. U 
wasjolU scemuMt toi,»crhcr 

‘•Good'hic. ritur; witli all '.smpatlix, 

Vour affectionate friend, 

“ Jon.” 

She kept it— as she h.id kept his old letters— bat not 
like ilicm, about her ; there had come to be a dim, round 
mark on the “affectionate friend ” wliich looked at if it 
might have dropped from an c\c; besides, Michael was 
liable to sec her in any stage oi costume. So iKe kept it 
in her jewel box, whereof she alone had the key. 
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She read a p>od deal to Kit in those days, but Ptill 
more to herself, conscious that of late she had fallen behind 
the forward march of literature, and scckintt for distraction 
in an attempt to be up-to-date, ratlicr than in the lives of 
characters too ]i\el\' to be .ili\e, d’he) had so much soul, 
and that so tontortionate, tliat slic could not even keep 
licr 4 ittcntion on tliem lon;^' enuutrh to discocer wh\’ lhc\ 
were not alne MiOhiel brought her book alter book, 
with the words, “ 'rins supp(»sed to be clever," or “ Here’s 
the last Na/iny," or “Our old friend CaKin at;ain--nor 
quite so near the ham bone llII^ time, but a^ near as makes 
no matter" \nd she would ''it with ilittn on her lap 
and feel graduallv that she knew enough to be able to 
say: “Ob’ \es, I've rc id ‘ 'I'he (lor^ons’- it\ marvel- 
lously Prou^tian." Or “ ‘ Lo\c --th< Chaineh-on ' ' - -well, 
it’s better than her ‘ Orcen Ca\e,' but not up to ‘ S 'ul' in tlie 
Nude.’ " Or, “ ^'ou mu\t read * Tlie Whirii^mt,’ niv dear - 
it gets quite mar\ellouslv nowhere " 

She held some converse with Annette, but of the guarded 
character, suitable between mo(her^ and daughters after 
a certain age, directed, in tact, towards elucidating 
problems not unconnected with garb The future — 
according to Annette — was dark Were ''kirt', to be longer 
or shorter by the autumn ? If shorter, she hcrsclt would 
pay no attention , 11 might be all ver\ well for Fleur, but 
she had rcachcd^the limit herself —at her age slic w'ould 
not go above the knee As to the >i/c of hats-— again 
there was no definite indication Tlie most distinguished 
cocotte in Paris was said to be in favour of I.irger hats, 
but forces were working in the dark against her— motoring 
and Madame dc Michcl-Angc qut est touu pour la vxalU 
dochf^'^ Fleur wanted to know whether she had heard 
anything fresh about shingling .\iincttc, who was not 
yet shingled, but whose neck for a long time had trembled 
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on the block, conIcs.-cJ herseb di prrttV Evers thin^r 
noss depended on the B.isque t.ip It women took tt* 
them, bliinj^linc would , it not, li.ur miijht come in 
In an\ c.i-'e the new tint wi»uld be pure p'>ld ; “ Ei 
ceU Sfra iwr- ihlr h-n p-rc .w/m;/ unf aPofUxu" 
In .in) i.i^e Annetti fe.ircd th.it slu w.in tondi.mncd to 
Iim;: h.ur till tin vl.i\ ol judL.’nnnt Perluips, the 
(b-d would lur 1 cod nll^^ t*-r it 

It )ou w.int t(' ^hl!l;:l(, Motlur, I should It’s just 
tonsi r\ .itMu iu d"( -n’t re.ilh know wh.it Ik 
likt-s It would be .1 nc w us.itiou t-T him ” 

Anmttc irnrUictd ‘ 1/.; .hr/, v >:'/■>' uii> run 
Your i.iilicr o t tp.ibb i t .uuthim: " 

The man ‘v.ipibk o} .dKihink'' t\er\ afternoon 

for half .tn h'Hir. md w<'idj ru-iiin seated Iscfore the 
I r.i^'ori,.rd, latul.i 'm,' Mnh.i'.l or VniiMtt, .md then say, 
r.itlu r -uddenK 

■‘Well, gi\f in. lot Oilltar, I’ni ;:l.td tin little chapN 
batcr ’ " Hr, “ i h.it p.tin he’- e''t wdi be wind, I expect. 
Hut 1 shi'uld have wh.it' -hh-n.iiiH sec to it (l]\c my love 
to rieur " Aiut in tin* h.ill he would vt.uid .i moment by the 
coat-s.ircoph.i^; IS, lisunini: ’Ihin, adjusting his hat, he 
would murmur sliat sounded lil.< , “ < 11 , there it in ! ” or 

“ ^he doetn’l gi enough air,” an.l po out 
And from ih' nurserv window Ileur would sec Sitin, 
departing at hi glum and nic.isurcd with a com- 

pumtious reluf Boor old Did! Not his fault that he 
symbolised for her just now tlic gdum and measured pacM 
of domestic virtue. Soaines’ hope, indeed, that enforced 
domcstKiiv might cure her, was not being borne out, 
\ftcr the first two or three %njuou* days, while Kit’s 
temperature was still high, it worked to opposite ends. 
Her feeling for jon, in which now was an clement of sexual 
passion, lacking before her marriage, grew, as all such 
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feelings grow, w'iihout air and exercise for the body and 
interest for the mind It flounslicd like a plant transferred 
into a hothouse. The sense of having been defrauded 
fermented in her soul Were they never to eat of the 
golden apple — she and Jon '' W'as it to hang there, always 
out of reach— ainid dark, lustrous leaves, quite unlike an 
apple-tree’s f She took out her old water-colour box — 
long now since it had seen the lit,dit — and coloured a 
fantastic tree w-iih large goldc n fruits 

Michael caught her at it 

“That's jolK good,” he s.ud “ ought to keep up 
your water-colours, old thine ” 

Rigid, as it listening for M)nu thing behind the w'ords, 
Fleur answered “ >heer idleness ! ” 

“ What’s the fruit f ” 

Fleur laughed 

“ Exactiv ' Hut tins is the soul of a fruit-tree, Michael 
—not its bod\ ! ” 

“ I might l'.a\c known,” said Michael, ruefully “ Any- 
way, may I have it tor my studv when it’s done ? It’s got 
real feeling.” 

Fleur felt a queer gratitude. “ Shall I label it ‘ The 
Uneatable Fruit ' ^ ” 

“ Certainly not- it looks highlv luscious ; yriu’d have to 
cal it over a basin, though, like a mango.” 

Fleur laughed again. 

Steward ! ” she said. And, to Michael bending dow'n 
to kiss her, she inclined her cheek. At Ica.st he should 
guess notliing of her feelings And indeed, the French 
blood in her never ran cold at one of whom she was fond 
but did not love ; the bitter spice w hich tinctured the blood 
of most of the Forsytes preserved the jest of her position. 
She was still the nut unhappy wife of a good comrade 
and best of fellows, who, wliatcver she did herself, would 
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nc\cr do anxihini: uni^cnrrtm*^ or mean Fastidioui 
rccoiling^s from unhacd husbands of which she read m 
'•Id-hishiom d novels, and of whicii she knew her father’s 
first wife had been so ^uilr\ , ^^':nu'd to hi r r uIkF ludicrous. 
I’runusLUit) was in liie air, .i rnicluc id the spirit so 
logic. d tliat It extendi d t" ilu nioium> of the body, was 
paleiilithu:, or at 1( a^t \iiti.ri.in .nd ‘ mtddic-class/ 
Fullness of hfi* cuuld nicer be n-ai 1 - d on thu'C lines. 
\nd yet the frank piuan'^n, adviH.itcd In uTt.nn masters 
nf French and Fnvh^h liter. iture. w-.as aKo debarred from 
1 leur, by us ;u -tiuclv lovn d h dnt of pang tlir whole hog. 
'rhere wasn't enouirh m c ir\ ciru-' in her Mood, no sex 
mama about lliur, indeed, h(r'’;nt'\ th.it "bscssion had 
h.irdh come her wav .u all Hut tiow iv w was the 
feeling, . 1 ' well as old, th.u 'he had f'-r Jon , .md the days 
went bv in '^rheminL' how, when ''hi w.is tre-* .ignin, she 
.ould see him .irid lie.ir hn .ind touch him as she 

had touched him b) the emlo'ure rails while the hones 
went ria^Ii^ng by. 
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FORMIN*. A tOMMIITl n 

In the me.intiiiK Miih.ul w.i' rio' so uru • in'? she 
thought, tor when tv\o people li\t toij^ctlier, .tnd one ot 
them IS still in love, he scii'cs eh.in^c .i" a sprini^liok will 
scent drou^’ht Memories ot th.it lunch, and ot his visit 
to June, were still unple.isamh irreeii In his public lift 
— that excellent anodvne tor its pnv.itt t<*unterp.irt - -ht 
Sou^du distr.Ktion, and m.ule up his mind to go ‘ all out ’ 
for his I’mle Hihirv's slum toiuerMon scheme llaviiiLr 
amassed the needed liter tiure, he began considering to 
whom he should go first, will .iwarc. th.it publit botiies 
are centrifugal Round what hne figure of a public man 
should he form his committee ’ Sir Timothy Fanticld 
and the Marquess of Shr(»pshire would come in usetullv 
enough later, but, though well known tor their hobbies, 
they ‘cut no ice’ with the gener.il public \ certain 
magneti.sm was needed riure was none in anv*' banker 
he could think of, less in .mv lawver or cleric, and no 
reforming soldier could be otherwi-ie than di'^crcdited, until 
he had carried his reforms, by which time he would be 
dead. He would have liked an admiral, but they were 
all out of reach. Retired Prime Ministers were in too 
lively request, besides being tarred with the brush of 
Party; and literarv idob would be too old, too bus) with 
themselves, too lazv, or kki erratic There remained 
doctors, business men, governor generals, dukes, and 
newspaper proprietors. It was at this point that he 
consulted his father. 
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Sir L.uNrcncc uh<> }i,k 1 .li-u c(»ming to Sf)Uth Squ.irc 

almubi daiK Jurini: kit’s illness. fiKusscvi the pr(^hlem 
uitli his e\ei;li'^s. jnd s .iJ nutliini,' tiir quite two 

mill Lies 

“What do \(>u nu an In rn il'Ih t isin, Miehacl ? The 
r.n s a setting nr of .* rising -un ’ ” 

“ linih, if rns.ibl, . i) ivl ■’ 

•' Diffh d\" ai ] hi. jr.iL’iiiUnr, “ diftiailt One thinjjN 
1 1 rtain » nu ( in t ithnd i ] >, < rn<n' " 

“ Unn ' " 

Tti( } uhlu 1 , iM siitiirevl ir-aii it ton much Bcside«> 
uc .Inii't ri ill’. liK' !t in 'lU' <niintr\. Mu had Character, 
rn' dear, i /i irai. u r ' ’ 

Mu h 1(1 L'rn ituul 

" \< s, I I- now,” -an! '^ir L inrt net,' avsfulK nut nf date 
\wth \ni] NniitiL' tnlh * 1 hcfi, Taisin;.’ his loose e^chrow 

dirupiK that hi' (\eplas, fill on to the [’’riiMcm, he 
tdd( d “lurtki' Wilfred lijiitvsorth' ’riic vef) nun-- 
last (it the sq ores - refornuiii: thi slurri' It’s wiial you’d 
c all a stunt ” 

“ Old Btntuorth ' ” repeated MiLhacl, duhlouslv 
“ He’s onK ni’. aj'e si\t\ -ci^dit, ind c;ot nothing to do 

with [XllltKS 

*■ But Isn’t Ik stupid ' ” 

“ I’liere speak' vour modern' Rather broad in the 
l>eam, and ](^>king a little like a butler with a nnuittache, 
but -stupid' No Refused a peerage three times. Tliink 
of the effect (d that on the publit ! " 

“ Wilfred Ikntworth ’ I should never have thought of 
}^,fn__;,lu'ays looked on him as the profewionaJ honest 
man,” murmured Michael 
“ But he 1/ honest ! ” 

“ Yes, bnt when he speaks, he always alludes to it.” 

“ That’s true,” said Sir Lawrence, ** but one most have 
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a defect. He’s got twenty thou<^and acres, and knows all 
about fatting stock. He’s on a railway board ; he’s the 
figurehead of ins county’s cricket, and chairman of a big 
hospital. Evervbody knows him He has Royalty to 
shoot; goes back to S.ovon times , and is the nearest thing 
to John Bull left In any other countr\ he’d frighten the 
life out of any scleine, but in Enghind — well, if \ ou c.in 
get him, Michael, )our job's h.ilf done ” 

Michael looked (]ui//icall\ at his parent. Did B.irt quite 
understand the I'ngland oi to-da\ ? His mind roved 
hurriedly over the ficlJs of public life ]W George ' He 

did! 

“ How shall I approach him, Dad Will \ou come on 
the committee ) ourself ^ Yi^u know him , and we could 

go together.” 

” If you'd rcallv like to have me,*' s.ud Sir Lawrence, 
almost wistfully, “1 will. It's time I did ^Mme work 
again.” 

Splendid I I tlunk I sec \our point about Hentworth 
Beyond suspicitm- -has too much already to havfe anything 
to gain, and isn’t clever enough to take in anyone if he 

wanted to.” 

Sir Lawrence nodded. “ .Add his appearance ; tha 
counts tremendously m a people that have given up the land 
as a bad job. We still love to think of beef. It accounts 
for a good many of our modern leaderships. A jxroplc that's 
got away from its base, and is drifting after it knows not 
what, wants beam, beef, beer — or at least port — in its 
kadiera. There’s something pathetic about that, Michael. 
What*s to-day — Ihursday ? This’ll be Bentworth's board 
day. Shall we strike while the iron’s hot ? We'U very 
likely catch him at Burton's.” 

** Good ! ” aaid Michael, and they set forth. 

** Thii da V murmured Sir Lawrence, as they were going 
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up tiie steps of Burton 'h Club, “is cnnhucd to traveller^, 
And I don't suppose Bentwurth’s ever travelled a )ard. 
That show- h lu respected he is. No, Trn wTonj^ing him. 
I romindvr h- lommand.ed his \e<*nunrv in the Boer War. 
' TliO Sqi..rt ' in the Club, >nuknian ' ’’ 

“ Yc", ."'ir L.iwrcnce; just inmc in " ♦ 

'Du ' l,i-t ot iht -cjviir-.s’ w inu V d, in front of the 
tapt. Hi^ fau', with vlipf'cd utntc nH)Ustache, and 
hard, little, \\ill-^•-l^, w IS htld as if the news had 

tnino to him, n >t .he to the ikus ii ,nK ,atght inflate and 
(ii^vcrnr.cnm { ill, war It. il o'li strike'* collapse, but 
tiierc would Ik no b' ndim: .*1 i>i.f touskhrablc want, no 
ilkkcn.ni: in tia sit .dv blu< -tar- Iroin under eyebrows a 
little r ' * iMlitir oi I TMiJ' Karla r bald, and clipped 

in what hajr w is lilt, ia\(.r .lid man look more pcrfccilv 
shaved , uid the. nioiot.a lie ciuiim' < ' u ilv where the bps 
ended. ..n '•it<na tirmn.S' to tj,c general good 

humour of an open air !ai . 

Looking ir.an him to ins ...\n tather -thin, quick, 
iwistinc, d.rk, a- lull -d whim.. .> i b v' is of snipe — 
.MilImcI was inipr^shcd A whim, to Wiiircvl Bentwortb, 
Would be stranet fowlinda.d ' ‘ How c\ cr lie's managed to 

keep out of politics,' l)n*L.rht Michael. ‘ I can’t conceive.’ 

“ ‘ boaire ’--my son — a suckinc st .trsman. We’ve cornc 
to ask \ou to lead a torlorn hope Hon’t smile! You’re 
• for It,' as tliev sav in thi> H-m/oid age. We propose to 
shelter ourselves lx;hind *ou in the breach.” 

"Kit! What? bit down' W'haCs all this ” 

‘‘ It’s a matter of the slums, ‘ if you know what I mean,* 
as the lady s.iid. But go ahead, Michael ! ” 

Michael went ahead. Having dev eloped hi* uncle’s iheiii 
and cited certain figures, he embroidered them with as mucJi 
picturesque detail as he could remember, feeling rather like a 
fly attacking the flanks of an ox and watching hii tail 
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“When you drive a nail into the walh, sir,” he ended, 
“ things tome out ” 

“ Good God ' ” said the squire sudtlenU “ G()od (iod ! ” 
“ One doubts ilie ‘ ^ood,’ iht rt put in Sir I. aw renco 
The squire stared 

“ Irrfcvcrent bepK-***," ” I don’t know Charwell, 

they sa) he's tr.u ked ” 

“Hardly that,” murmured Sir Lawrence; ‘ merdv 
unusual, like most memhtTs of rc all\ old laniiiics “ 

The carlv Eni^lisli spcciim n in the chair hctorc liini 
twinkled. 

“ The CharwelK, \'ou know,” went (sn Sir L.iwrenee, 
“were hoar\ when that r.isc.dl' lawwer, the first Mont, 
founded us under ]. lines rhe 1 irst 

“Oh!” said the squire “ \rc vou oiK of hi prt clous 
creations 1 didn't know* ” 

“ You’re not familmr with tin -lunis, sir ' “ -aid Michael, 
feeling that the\ must not wander in tin ma/cs of dc -^cc nt 
“ What ! Xo Ouji^ht to hr, I suppiist* Poor d( \ils ’ ” 
“It’s not so miuh,” said Michael, cunnini;l\, “ the 
humanitarian side, as the deterioration of stock, which is 
80 serious.” 

** M'm ^ ” said the •'quirt “ Do you know an\'thinj;> 
about stock-brcedini^" ^ ” 

Michael shook his head 

“Well, >ou can t.ike n from me that it's ne.irK .dl 
heredity. Vou could t.ii a slum population, but \ou can’t 
change their character ! ” 

“ I don^t think there's anything vcr\ wrong with their 
cliaractcr,” .said Michael. “The children arc predomin- 
antly fair, w'hich means, I suppo-^c, that thc\ 've still got the 
Anglo-Saxon qualities.” 

He saw his father cock an eye. “ Quite the diplomat ! ” 
he seemed saying. 
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“Whom have \t.u iji't m mnu] f<>r thi'' con tnittec ? ” 
a<:ked th( squiR', ihnij'il\ 

“M\ fath'-r,” '«jiJ Mnhael, “ami v\t\l thniiijht of ihe 
Marqu' ci ^hrop^hiri 
“ \ 1. rv Imiii: hi tin t''''ih " 

‘Mint \»r. Uvl ^ir 1 i’.\r<ruc. “bull game tu 

< lc( tri!\ ih' uarld ” 

‘WIm-Jm " 
bir 1 iimaiA 1 lilt! hi 
“ I h tt f:r( ( (fine ohl li"fh i ' ” 

' bir '1 h"ni o Mi>r»' II 
“ M'm ' ’■ 

Ml 1,1(1 t' irri' vi ‘-ti “ < >r -'linr im.laal man \ou 
th'MjL'h; h' r ir ” 

‘'liar? arf muir Ait «'-i. i,r( (l"Mt thr !>ug^ ? ” 
U<lh 1 'ia'uhi have (m %(( Ch(r\s(il I'm toltl he can 

L:a.iirmin th' fanJ-h c ">i •* il<inkr\ 

' ill! <r\ a f' {'iH in bir I- i\%r< mo , “ a rca)l\ 

gMMui 1< lluU, ‘ 

\\ ( 11, M'-ni, i! I f ‘k( tn iiim, riUMfiic in I tion’i like 
vt rinin ” 

' \ ert at It itii>nal ni-e < no to. or,” Incan .Michael, “ and 
n<th('d\ — 

'I’ht ''qmrt '-hook ho In avl 

" Ut.n'f m.iKc an\ rni*'! ikt,” he ••aul “ Ma) get a few 
pt.uiiJ". pt.rhap'. ect rid oi a t( w hugs; but national 
mowments— nt)sm}< thincs in thi'^ tounir) ” . 

“Stout felltm,” ^ald bir Lawrence when they were 
going driwn tlie step'- again , “ne\er been cnihusiattic 
in hl^ life He’ll make a splendid chairman, I think 
we've got him, Michael Vou pU)cd your bugs well 
We’d better tr\ the Marquess next. Even a doke 
will serve under Bentworth, they know he’s of older 
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family than thmstlvc^, and there’s something about him 

“ Yes, wliat IS It ' ” 

“ VVcl), he isn’t thinking about himself, he never gets 
into the .ur ; and he doesn’t gne a damn f*)r anvone or 
anything ” 

“There must be something more than that,” said 
Michael. 

“ Well, there is Tlic fact is, he thinks as England realK 
thinks, and not ns it thinks it thinks ’’ 

“ By Jove * ” s.nJ Mich. tel “ ‘ Some ’ diagnosis ! Shall 

we dine, sir f ” 

“Yes, let’s go to the E.irthcn.Tum ! When they made 
me a member there, I used to think I should never go m, 
but d’you knovN, 1 use it quite a lot It’s im^re like the 
East than anMhing else in I»ndon A \h>gi couKl .isk 
for nothing better I go in and I sit in a trance until it’s 
lime for me to come out ag.nn There isn’t a sound ; 
nobody comes near me. There’s no vulgar material 
comfort. The prevailing colour is that of the (Janges. 
And there’s more inaccessible wisdom in the place than 
you could find anywhere else in the West We’ll have 
the club dinner. It's calculated to moderate all transports. 
Lunch, of course, you can't get if you’ve a friend with you 
One must draw the line somtuhcrc at hospitalu\ " 

“ Now,” he resumed, when they had finished moderating 
their transports, “ let’s go and see the Marquess ! I 
haven’t set eyes on the old boy since that Marjorie Ferrar 
affair. We’ll hope he hasn’t got gout.” . . . 

In Curzon Street, they found that the Marquess had 
fintfthed dinner and gone back to his study. 

“ Don’t wake him if he’s asleep,” said Sir Lawrence. 

•• His lordship is never asleep, Sir Lawrence.” 

He was writing when they were ushered in, and stopped 
to peer at them round the comer of his bureau. 
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“ Ah, youn^ Mont • ” h<* said “ How plca-<ant ! " 
Then p.iu''e ! rather ahriiptlv. “ Nothmi; to do wjth my 
Ljran ddju^]i*'T, I tru't ^ " 

‘M ar tr an it, Marqut-- We ju>r \\ant your help in 
a public ut-rh on btliail ot the humble h’i a slum pro- 
p'AitKin, O'. il.( Y ink'' ^a\ 
d’ho Marques'- 'h"i'k hr hi id 

”J dnii'r Ilk'* interknii'^' uiiii ttu humble; the hum- 
bler p(<<{it .ip, the inori. fi.i ou^dit to uin^idcr ihcir 

h I hill's ’ 

“ W t 'r-- i[s..;uttK uuli \ ou tin ri, nr, but let my son 
I \plain " 

“bit d''An. th'Il ' \nd tie* Marque"; roic, placed hlS 
foot on his ( h.iir, and Icanini; ho c ’b'lu ..11 hi> knee, inclined 
his htad tn ..]( siJc.' lor th> eo-iid time that evening 
Mil [. I'd pi inn vl iiit'> ' \{d in iO',ii 

“ Hcnt\curth " Slid the M irqucs« ‘Mli’i shorthorn^ 
arc L;'*<'d , u ‘'"hd fcil"V\, but In fund the tiinci,” 

‘‘ That’s \sh\ wc uatit \ou, M trqu' ss ” 

“ M\ dear ',oun^' M"nt, I n. t-to old " 

“ It's preciicl) because vnu’re so \ountr that wc came to 

)('U ” 

“ FrankU, sir,” said MkIiicI, “ wc thought you’d like 
to l>e on the committee of appeal, because in my uncle’s 
policy third's clccinbcation ot tlie kitchens; wc must 
ha\e si-meonc who’s an auihoritc on that and can keep it to 
the tore ’’ 

“ ! ” ?aid the Marqucss. " Hilary Ciiar.vcll — I once 

heard him preach in St. Paul’s ^lo^t amusing! What do 
the slura-dwcllcrs say to electrification ? ” 

“ Nothing till It’s done, of course, but once it’s done, it*« 
ever) thing to them.” 

“ H’m ! ” said the Marque^^. H'm ! It would appear 
that there arc no files on your uncle.” 
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“ Wc hope,” pursued Michael, “ that vMth electrification, 
there will ‘'Oon be no file- on an\ thini; else ” 

'rhe Marquess nodded “ It's tiie ni^ht end of the stick 
ril think (»f 11 M\ trouble is that Pxe no mone\ , ind I 
d<'n't like appealirif^' to other^ uitlioiu putting dov\ ri 
something substantial in v -elf *’ 

The two Monts looktvl at i uh olhir, the excuse wa- 
patent, and the) had not Iok - (.n it 

“I suppose,” went <'11 tl.< Marqiu \ ou don't l.no^^ 
anyone who would bu\ ^'une la* '■ P >tf!t dc r^nisr, the re d 

Stull ^ Or,'’ lie added, “ I'm. a Mori nid ” 

“ Have \ou ^ '* Mud Miehad ” .M\ fatlu r in-law wa- 
saying onl\ the other d.u that he wanted a Mori ind ” 

Has he a g(H)d home for it ’ ’’ said tlie M..rquess, rather 
VMbllull) “ It’s a white poiu 

“ Oh, )es, sir , he's a rc .d eulU\ (or ” 

“ Any chanee ot its going to tiic na'ion, in mn- ^ ” 

“ Quite a good eham e, 1 think ” 

“Well, perhaps h< 'd conu and Ook u it It’s nc\er 
changed hands so lar It he would gue me the market 
price, whatever that ma\ he, it might -oKt the prohhni ” 

“ That’vS fnghttull) good ot \ou ” 

“Not at all,” said the .Marquess “I bche\( in elee- 
tricitv, and I detcbt smoke ; lids seems a moveiiKni in the 
right direction It’s ,i Mr I OrbMe, I think d'liere was a 
case — my granddaughter ; bur that*'- a pa^t matter. I 
trust you’re friends again ? ” 

“ Yc 8, sir; I saw lur about a lortmght agt*. md it was 
quite O.K.” 

“Nothing lasts with x<iu modern young people,” said 
the Marquess; “the vounger generation seems to have 
forgotten the war alrcadv . Is that good, I wonder ’ 
What do you say, Mont ? ” 

“ * 7 out CASStj tout passtf* Marquess.” 
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! I Jon*t tompl.tin,” “lu'! thr M.irc^uc^s ; “ ratlicr 
ihc Mimrarv H\ tlu a i\ i>ri tnninuuet \ ou'll w.int 
.1 new III. in witli rltnT\ mi rponev 

“ Can \ ' 'U ''■iL'u'i st oiii ' ” 

“ M} IP \t lu iL'iiiM.iir 1 mm M'>ntro*i ? — 1 

rhiiik hi'' r< al 'i.irm n ’-iit | * scr\ r He’s 

in.tJa n li'ii-’i ,1 hiluvf. >Ui "Mh. < 1 t-tK hand lias some 

p.iTr 1 t fur III ikmL' li't mil i •■•i’" ;,i't lorn; enough, I stc 

him -Hnutin' at ,i' 1 ' I’u-h 1. in. I d.in't ii->c them, 

\ou kmas P. ill .}"'!{ V 0 1 mr ntion nn nariu’ He lu<; a 
vvi*'. .ml r>u III! ,t j ri > ni 1 'Poul! m, ,amc lir mij^hr 
i'f ]' ■ MI. a I'-r I j . V A.nk " 

"111 '"UP ,1 i "^ir 1 , iv. r. ... , “ [fiC \(i\ man. Do 

\"U lliink A' ini/hi 'I’ai. -a 

" I r\ '' s .ui th. M.tr.jut ^s, * tr. \ .ionn iKchar.utrr 
I'm t"Ki It no i. A ai i: tli'i.L’ t\ , animmcn.Hc 

.(in<.iini "1 iiMta \ u.!! h. u.ini ' .1 it a. arc t" c h clrify any 
consiJ.. r.ii'ir ni nil>i r "1 k'l. in ri'- \ ni m aIi" would help 
suhstanti d!\ t"\\ .rd' ih it uoidd t .rn i.is knighthood much 
hcTc r than tno't p- - .pie ’’ 

'* I laric,’ '.lid >:r I.twr.'uc . "a real puhhc service. 
I Mipposr uc mustn’t d.mvh’ tfir knighthood ’ ’’ 

The M.ifcjuc's ^hoMk the h'..»j that wan resting on his 
tuind 

In tfits; d.iv', - no,” he s.tid “ just the names of ins 
tnllcavues We can }..irdlv hof'e that he’ll lake an iniercsi 
in thi. thing for itseh ” 

“Well, thank )ou c\cr much We’ll let you know 
whether Willrcd Bentworth wdl take the chair, and how we 
pr< M’rc's gener.illy ” 

i’hc Marquess ickA hi-' hxn down and inclined his head 
at Ml chad 

“ I like to see ycjung p>htician.s interesting themselves in 
the future of England, because, m fact, no amount of 
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politics will prevent her having one. By the way, have 
you had your own kite hen electrified ? ” 

“ M) wife and I arc thinking of it, ^ir ” 

“ Don’t think ! ” said tlic Marquess “ Have it done ! ” 
“ We certainly shall, now ” 

We must strike while the strike is on,” said the Mar- 
quess. ” If there IS anything shorter than the public’s 
memor), I am not aware of it,” 

“ Phew ! ” said Sir Lawrence, on the next doorstep ; 
“ the old ho^’s ^prscr than c cr I t.ike it we may as-ume 
that the name here vsas onem tlK .Mo^.^ If so, the qm-'iion 
IS : ‘ Have w’c the wit'> tor thi^ juh ' ’ ” 

And, in some doubt, tluN -^uiitim^ed the mansion before 
them 

“We liad better be perleaK straightforward,” said 
Michael. “Dwell the slums, mention the names we 
hope to get, and ka\e the rest to him ” 

“ I think,” s..id hi- father, “ we had heller sa\ ‘ got,’ 
not* hope to get 

“The moment we mention tin names, D.id, he'll know 
we’re after his dibs ” 

“ He’ll knovs ih..t in an) e.»se, m) bo) 

“ I suppose there's lui douht about the dibs ? ” 

“ ‘ Montross, Ltd. ! ' The\ 're not confined to clastic 

bands.” 

“ I should like to make a perfectly plain .ippeal to his 
generosity, Dad, There’s a lot of gcnerosit) in that blood, 

you know.” 

“ We canT stand just here, Michael, discussing the make 
lip of the chosen. Ring the bell ! ’’ 

Michael rang. 

“ Mr, Montross at home ? Thank you. Will you give 
him these cards, and ask if we might ace him for a 
moment ? ” 
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The room into which they were ushered wa* evidently 
.iccustfimcd to •.hi‘? ‘^ort of thing, for, while there was 
nothing diat am one could take away, there were chairs 
in which It was po^^d^lc to he quite comfortable, and some 
\aliiablc but large pictures and busts 

Sir Lawrcnie was examining a bust, and Michael a 
picture, w'hen tlic do(.r wms opened, and a voice said : 
“ Yes, gentlemen ' 

Mr Montro'sS \^a^ ot dior^ statue, and s<*rnew}iai like 
a thin walrui who had once t»e, n dark but had gone grey ; 
his feature^ were slielitK aqaihne. he had melancholy 
brown e\cs, and bte drooj'ing gri//l\ moustaches and 
eyebrows 

“ We were adviscii to lomc to \uu, sir,” began Michael 
at once, “ bv vt>ur michbnur, tii< Marqutns of Shropshire, 
We’re tr\ing to form a commiiie# t.. ismc an appeal for 
a national fund to convert the slums ” And fur the third 
time he pluugtd into detail 

“ And why do \uu come to gentlemen ? laid Mr. 
Montrf)ss, when lie had iinish< d 

Michael subdued a st,<mmcr 

“ Because of \ our wealth, sir,” he said, simply. 

“ (Jock! ! ” said Mr Montross " You sec, I began in the 
slums, Mr Mont— is it ’ — \ts, Mr Mont~I began there — I 
know a lot about those pe<>pl(, \ou know. I thought 
perhaps you came to me becaubc of that ” 

“ Splendid, sir,” said Michael, ’* but of course wc hadn*t 
an idea,” 

“ Well, those people arc born without a future,” 

That’s just what we’re out to rectify, sir.” 

** Take them away from their streets and put them m M 
new country, then — perhaps ; but leave them in tbeit 

streets ” Mr. Montross shook hii head. **X kxiow 

them, you sec, Mr. Mont ; if these people thot^t nbont 
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the future, they could not ^o on living. And if you do not 
think ohout tlic future, \ou c.innot }ia\e one.” 

“ Hnu ahout \ourseh ' ” ''.ild Sir Lawrence. 

Mr Montros*' turned his ^.i/c from Michael to the cards m 
his hand, then raised liis melancholy e\es 

“ Sir Lawrence Mont, isn’t it ^ I am a }ew — that is 
different \ Jew will rise from aiu heLMnnim.''s, if he is a 
real Jew'. 'Hie naom the Polish and tlu Russian Jews 
do not rise so easiK \ou».anst<. iroin tiu ir taci - the\ lia\c 

tt)o much Sla', or Mongol hlood The ).Hiri )cw like me 
rise.s ” 

Sir Lawrence and Michael c\Oiaiii:>d a ul ince. “ W’e 
like this fellow," it seemed to sa\ 

“ I was a poor hoc m a had slum." went (»ii Mr Mont^n^^, 
intercepting the glaiue, “ .nul I im now -well, a million 
airc; but I have not he-eoine that, \ou know, hv throwing: 
awav my money. I like to help people th.it will help 
themselves " 

“Then,'’ said Michael, with a sn^di, “ there’s nothing in 
this scheme that aj'pe. tL to \(»u, sir ' " 

“ I will ask m\ wile," .irisvcered Mr .Montross, also w'lth 
a sigh. “ (iood-night, gentlemen Let me write to you " 
The two Monts moved sl()wly low.irds Mount Street in 
the last of the twiliglit 
“ Well ? " said Mich.iel 
Sir Lawrence cocked his eye'hn)w 

“ An honest man,” he said • “ it's te)rtunatc* for us he has 
a wife.” 

“ You mean ? ” 

** The potential Lad\ Montross will bring him in. There 
was no other rease>n why he should ask her That makes 
four, and Sir Timothy's a ‘ sitter ’ , slum landlords arc his 
bitfs noires. We ejnly want three more A bishop one 
can always get, but I’ve forgoiicn which it is for the 
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moment ; we nna [j.ne .1 hip vliKt.»r. .inJ we '»iip}if to h.ivc* 
.( h. inker, hut p<rii.4r' \our itruh, Chiruell, imH 

lIo, Ik know, all .,h..-i’ •!]( sh kK >i*i< <•} hn.inre in the 
^nurt^, .in.! we Muiki m.t*.' \Ii-m u.,rk t'>r u> AnJ now, 
rnv de.ir, Lroi'J-niuht ! I don’t know when INe felt more 
tired ” 

*1 [ie\ f.irttvi It tie (..TIU r, .I'l i \ll< !i if I u alkf towards 
We-^fmiiKtir Ih j o^fd ui'd' r (111 ^iiM ‘ 0 } Hiu kini,di.jm 
I'.iliM U.irdfi,''. aiiv! iloj.p ttr h i.imp luXutori.i 

^tnit Ml MJ ! .Ill ii id 'onii \'r\ mu -lunu, tliouph ot 
I iti m kri' w ffe luth'-rou s h.ui hf - n ‘ f..r them ’ He 
[' UM vi .m iT' I wla n till \ h.iii ‘ L'"!if ' for them to the c\- 
t< ut o* ' ' ri 1 romv r'. of ,.I,1 housi s Miclmel 

u irui ii[' it Ut '■•m'liti’' of w t'U mo o.Gd h\ the un- 
-tnppi d wall { i| ' r' W hat li.id h .[ : - m d 'o the trihe <uit- 
dri\ I n trom 'f f w rum , w he k t > ' oi "e \ t iken the tr.ipn. 
!i\ e'' of w hu '1 tl ' ^ III < Ic vui h t h< ( riiil I < .Mil vl\ ' Ilcuimc 
to the hrfiiJ r:\<r of Victoni Stoet .md v roused it, .inj, 
t (kinp i rf'Ufi 'li.it lie knew vn.i. to he w -ided, he was mmid 
\ shert womc'i em nut< d with .iff' '.<t oti doorsteps for a 
hruith of .iir, ,ind little alleys hd off to uiiplurnlied depths. 
MkIuk! plunilKd them in laney, rmt in l.nt. He stood 
quite a while .it the tnd of om . rr\’riL' t" imapinc what it 
must he likt to Ii\( there N'-i m u’< Jinp, he walked 
brisklv on, .mvi turned into hi*' own Mju,*rc, and to his own 
hahit.ir witli Its h.iv-trfed tuh-', i'- I).ij..'h roof, and almost 
fiopclcss clcanlmc^" .And he suJftrtd from the fcclinp 
which hesets tliosc who are sensmee about their luck. 

‘ I'leur would say, he* tliouphl, peri-hing on the coat- 
sarcophaifus, tor he, too, was tired, ‘ that th<jsc people 
havinp no xsthctic sen'C and no tradition to wash up to, 
are at least as happy* as we are She’d say that they get 
as much pleasure out of living from hand to mouth (and 
not too much mouth), as wc do from baths, jdzz^ poetry 
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;ind cocktails; and she’s generalU right.’ Only, what a 
confession of defeat ! If that were really so, to w'har end 
were they all dancing ? If life with hugs and flics ^v(.rc 
as good .IS lilc without hugs and flies, whv Keating's 
powder and all the other aspiraTi<*ns of the pr>cts ? l^lake's 
New Jerusalem was, surel\ , haNcd on Keating, and Keating 
was based on a sensitive skin To sav, then, that civilisa- 
tion was skin-deep, wasn’t cynical at all People possibly 
had souls, hut the) certainlv had skins, and progress was 
real only if thought of in terms of skin * 

So ran the thoughts of Mich.ad, perLhed on the mat- 
sarcophagus ; and meditating on Fleur's skin, cleat and 
smooth, he went upstairs. 

She had just had her final hatli, and was standing at lur 
bedroom window Thinking of— what ? The moon o\(r 
tiie square ? 

** Poor prisoner ' ” he said, and pur his arm round her 

“ What a queer sound the t<n%n m.ikes at night, Michael. 
And, if you think, it’s made up of the se\en million separate 
sounds of people going their own w<u s " 

** And yet — the whole lot arc gx>ing one way.” 

“ Wc*pe not giving any way, *Naid Fleur, “there’sonlv pace.” 

There must be direction, mv child, underneath.” 

“ Oh ! Of course, change ” 

” For better or worse ; but that's direction in itself.” 

Perhaps only to the edge, and over we go.” 

” Gadarene swine ! ” 

** Well, why not ? ” 

** I admit,” said Mich.acl, unhappily, ” it’s all hair- 
triggerUh; but there's always common-sense.” 

“ Common-sense — in face of passions ! ” 

Michael slackened his embrace. ‘‘ I thought you were 
always on the side of common-sense. Passion f The 
paastoa to have ? Or the passion to know ? ” 



SW AN M)NG 883 

“ Rodi,” Flfur “ Th It'- till' prr^^cnt age, anJ I’m a 
chiLi of It Y( lu'rc not, \ ou kn-ju, Mi.h *rl ” 

“ Uu(.r\ ' " -.uJ Mivh .<.1, Ic'ting g«* *>1 her vvai'tt. “ But 
It \<)u uafit (n [kuc fT kii'u\ irn ilv.n;' {Mrticular, Fleur, IVi 
like ti) be tt'iJ ” 

Tlierc \N I- a inonuru ot c.tiiliu Kjnre he felt her arm 
sl’ppiP'-' tl-r." i-'p ! ,p ! i,. r !'j 1, (in-t hi- var 

iiiC P r I ’'.UJ.” 



CHAPTER VII 

1 \\ () \ 1SI 1 > 

On tlic' \(-r\ il.iN tli.i! I It ur w treed fii>m licr nursing'' •^he 
rcccucd A trtjiii tlic last ptrsoii in her tfi()ui:hts If 

she li.id not altouetluT fore'-tten the exi-teiue of one 
indehhl) assouatid with h(‘r weddme da\, she had neecr 
exptacd to see lur lu'ain do heir tlu words “ Mish 
June Eorsstt', nta'atn," .ind lind lier in iront of tla 1 ra- 
gonard, was Ida c ' periencmi,' a \tr\ sliejht earthqual-a 
ddic sd\er) litth' i'lmire hid turned at lar eiitraine, 
extending a hand elavl in a l.d'r'« glove 

“ It's a flnnsv sHni.,!, thii," ^ht s.nd, pointing her ehin 
At the fTugonard , “ hut I like vourroorn Harold Blade's 
pictures would look splendid h(*re Do )ou know his 
work ? 

Fleur ‘^hfiok her licad. 

Oh ! I should have thouglit anv- — " d'he little lady 
stopped, as if she had seen a brink 

‘‘Won’t YOU sit down ^ ” said Meur. “ Have \ou stdl 
got your gaUcr) oft Cork Street : ” 

“That ? Oh, no! It was a hopeless place. I sold it 
for half what ni\ father gave tor it ” 

“And what became of that Polo -American — Boris 
Strumo something — vou were so interested in : ' 

“ He ! Oh I (lone to pieces utterly Married, and 
does purely commercial work. He gets big prices for his 

things — no good at all. So Jon and his wife “ Ag.un 

she stopped, and Fleur tried to see the edge from wtuch she 
had saved her foot. 


884 



bWAN SONG 


885 


“ ^ Ci.," she said. l(X>kini; sti.idiiv nuo June*'' t\cs, which 
were movinq from mJc !<» ‘^ldt^ “ (<<n •^ceni'. lo liavc aban- 
doned Anienc.i for irond I can't '-ec lii" wife being hap|'\ 
o\ t r here 

" \h ' " '-.iid junc “ Holb. told nil \ < a went In Aincriwa 
Nour^elt ])id\t.a^(< |■‘Il ''r inert. 

“ \o! quiti 

" I )id \ oil iif I \nif rii .1 ' 

“ 1 :’-- \irs s'lnii'j iMu 
|uil' Mllhid 

'linii.' i .r putar- ' I n.< i i, vi-’ \ -ni think thcrc’d 
bi a I h.tnu {''F H irwld Blade - w.Tk t! ' r 
“ \\ lili e.it kri' wine li.' Work 

“ ( >! ^..urse, I t"rc''' . •!<:.. o ir p..^ -['h that y>u 

d«ai ! know It ” 

>'1. Itarn d ti'W.irdO Icur .iii.l f.'.r I i- hoin 
" I do .1 w .M Noll t" to nmi. '--u know , hi 'd m.ikc 
‘-lUli .1 W'ndirod puii.t' t.i \oi. 'I'.i.r tathtr simply 
'•.j'l arrange th.it With \oiir ,0 ;tion in Sodcty, Fleur, 

('piii.dK after that i,<->e lad \c.ir," 1 icur winced, if 
iniptrtiptii'K "it Would b( ihi in .king ol pinir Harold. 
He such a gcniid," JiiiK .iJdtd, irow nit.i.' . ‘‘\ou mwjrcoinc 
.iIh! ^ee hd work 

" I dioulJ liKt to, "'.lid 1 Icur " Ha'.t \ ou seen Jon yet ? ” 
" Ni» The) 're coming on 1 nd.i\ 1 hope I «hall hkc 
her a rule, I like ail foreigners except tlic Americans 
and the hrcnch. I mc.m -witi. exceptions of course.” 

" NaturalK," said Heur " W hat time arc \ou generally 
in ” 

“ Every afternoon between fi\c and ’even are Harold's 
hours for going out—hc has m\ studio, you know. I can 
show \ou his w’ork better without him ; he's so touchy — 
.ill real geniuses arc. I want him to paint Jon’s wife, too. 
He’s cxtraordinarv with women.” 
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“ In that case, I think you should let Jon sec him and 
his work hrat.’’ 

June’s eyes stared up at her for a moment, and flcv\ ofi to 
the Fragonard 

“ When \m] 1 \our father come ? ” she asked. 

“ Perhaps It Would he best for me to come first " 

‘‘ Soames naturall) like^ the vvroriL^ thinit,” ^^id lum, 
thoughtfully , “ hut if xou tell him you want to be painted 
— he’s sure to- he alvsa\s .spoils \uu — 

Fleur smiled 

" Well, ril come* IVrhap' not this week ” And, in 
thought, she added : ‘ And pcrliaps, \es— I riday ' 

June rose. " I like \our liousc, and \our hii'^lnind 
Where is he ? ” 

“ Michael r Slun'imnL', pr(»l\ihl\ , he’s in the thick of 
a scheme for their eoinerMon " 

“ How splendid ! Can 1 see \our l>o) r ’’ 

“ I'm afraid lie’s onl\ just o\er iium'-Ics ” 

June sighed, “ It docs seem lorn: since 1 had measles 
I remember JonY measles so well , ] got him his first 
adventure books.” Suddculv -he looked up at I’lcur , 
Do you like his w'ltc ? I think it’s ridiculous his being 
married so )oung 1 tell Harold he must never marr)' , 
it’s the end of ad\c*nture ” Her c\cs moved from side to 
side, aa if she were adding, “Or the beginning, and 
Tve never had it.” And suddenly she held out both h.md*!. 

“ I ahall expect you 1 don’t know whether he’ll like 
your hair ! ’’ 

Fleur smiled, 

I*m afraid I can't grow it tor him. Ob ! Here’s my 
father coming in ! ” She had seen Soames pass the 

window. 

** I ckm^t know that 1 want to see him unless it’s necess- 
ary said June, 
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“ I expect he’ll fa 1 cx.u'iK the ■'^inc. If you just oui» 
he v\(tn't p.iy .in\ .ittentiDn ” 

“ Oh ! ” ''.iiJ June, and out “ihewent 

Throucjli the \Mnd(nv Fleur \\atch.\l her nuiving as if 
‘■he had not lime to touch the ttroi-nd 

A moment liter Soame'? v.iine m 

“ \\ liat's that v,onun want her( ' ” lie ‘.aid “ She’s a 
•-tornix petrel ” 

“ NotIunLt nuuh, d« 11 , sh( !i i-. a painter, whom 
she's trvinu to boost ” 

" ‘\nother "f her lai’n .luil-s' Shr\ been famous for 
them all lur life— ever mihc — ” He stopped short of 
Ho5inne\'\s nanK “ Mie'd nc ■( r no nn\ where without 
wantinp S'^methinn,” ht .uhh a " l)ivi dit f ** 

“ Not more than I did, dear ' ” 

Soames was ‘•ilent, f'-elinn \anurK that lie had l>een nesr 
the proverb, * The kettle and the pot ’ What was the 
use, indeed, <>{ goin^ an\ where unless \ou wanted some- 
thing ? Ji was one of the cardinal principles of life, 

“ I went to sec that Mori ind,” he said , “ it’s genuine 
enough In fact, I Ixiughi it ” And he sank into a 
reverie. . . 

.Acquainted by Michael with the fact that the MarqueM of 
Shropshire had a Morland he wanted to sell, he had laid at 
once : “ I don’t know that I want Xo buy one.” 

“ I thought you did, sir, from what you were saying the 
other day. It’s a white pony ” 

That, of courj»c,” said Soamci. ** What doci he want 
for it * ” 

** The market pnee, I believe.” 

“ lliere isn’t such a thing. Is it genuine f ** 

It’s never changed hands, he says.” 

Soames brooded alooci “ The Marqurts of SKropshir».«. 
that’s that red haired baggage’s grandfather, it f ” 
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Ych, but pcrk'tllv clonk He’d like \ou to '-t-e it, lie 
Huid,” 

“I dure.u),” -^aid bounio'', und no m<»rc at the moment 
” Wliere’s tins Mori md ' ” he asked a ft u da\s later. 

“ At bhrop^hlre I louse in Cur/ on birtt t, sir ” 

“Oh! All! Well, I'll ha\e a look at It ” 

Haviiit^^ lunehed at (irteii Street, vvhere he v\as s'll, 
sta\ing, lie walknl rouml tlu netes ,jr\ corners, .md s. in 
in Ills card, on v\hith he h.id [’entilkd the uords “ M\ 
son~in-l.iv\, Mkhael M<»ni, s.r, s \(ni uould like me to stt 
your Morland ” 

The butler eaiiu back, .md ojn limit a door, >.iid • 

“ In here, sir 'I’ht Moij.md is o\tr tie ■^ld<•bo.^rd ” 

In that biLt dmme r(Kini, v\h<r( (\tn hiree lurmture 
looked small, the Morl.md looktd Mn.dkr, between tuo 
Still-lifes of .1 Dutch si/t .irui n.iturc It h.id a ■^iinpu 
scheme — white pon\ m st.d'le, piiteon pitkmit up some' 
prams, small bo} on upturned basket eatitip .(pplc. A 
glance told Soames that it was genuine, .md h.id not even 
been restored — the chiaroscuro was considerable He 
stood, back to the light, l<«»king at it atientivelv Morland 
was not so sought alter as he used to be ; on the other 
hand, his pictures were distinctive .md of .i handy si/e 
If one had not much sp.iec left, and wanted tliat period 
represented, he was perhaps the most repaving after 
Constable — good Old Cronies being so inlernallv rare A 
Morland was a Morland, as a Millet wa> a Millet ; and 
would never be anything else, lake all ctillcetors in an 
experimental epoch, Soames was continually being faced 
with the advisabilitv of buying not onlv what was what, 
but what would remain w-hat. Sucli modern painters as 
were painting modern stuff, would, in his opinion, be dead 
as door-nails before he himself was ; besides, however much 
he tried, he did not like the stuff. Such modern painter^ 
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like mo^t I'f the .K'.itk nuci.in'', .h were p.untin^ .'indent 
vNc-rc t.iR'tul fdl-)\\s, no J.iuhi, hut wiio inuki i>Ay 
uhetlur .tin ut tlnm W'-uhl li\c ' \(» ’ The only safe 

tiling Id Inn the .mJ duK the vlc.ul uho uerc 

tn livt. It ih n In tin'' v\.4\ for ^o.imc'' w.is not 
.ih'iu m hi' iDinlu'ions tin f ir’\ -.im.i'e of most li\ing 

p.unttr' \s.i' rnDirtJ Thr\ vM'n .i!rcui\, intieeti» sa\ tni^ 

th It li irJl\ '>m Di t ni . Duhi v 11 . pu tvut Idt 1dv( nr moru y, 
Ht. w.n I'lnktiii,' at th'’ pnir, thrDau'h In <.ur\<d thumb 
Id: J iiii'! r uhon he 1 e tr^l i dicht '<niiul , arul, turning, 
' iv. .1 'hDft oLl man in .1 ivst ( v,l suit, tj'par< nth Inokinc at 
1 "'t ni pn ' 1 ( 1\ tia ' irm u i\ 

nr(»j pinp h'- } ami. .nni .Ifm.l.iiL’ not to '■a\ Your 

< irai. c," nr u i-.n' \ c r It < uniit t ■ 1 - . ^n.,im s muttered ; 

“I was iD<,'(.ni,t at tin tail -tm l’ddvI punting in 
th.it 

lilt M trouts, i.a.i al'D vlroj p. d ins i,,ni i, ami was e'on* 
uiuri. tin card i" t\\(< n (ns ,,tiitr thuml' nid fnn finger 
“Mr InF'Xte ^<s M\ itrtn-lfatmr Imught it from 
tiu painter diart'' .i iiDte dh tin hid, 1 dnit’t want 
tn part uith It, hut tiuse are handas^ \\ niiKl V ou like 
t(; set tlic hat k ' ” 

“ \’es/' said .‘’'n.inus , *’ I aUe i\s innk at their hack%.’* 

“ Snmt time said tiie Marejius-, detae inng the Morland 
with dlfheult;., “ the in- 1 part <-! tilt put are ” 

smiled dovNU tfa furtlar side’ of his mouth ; he 
wild nnt wish the* nld fellow to rceei\<- a false impression that 
he iNa" ‘ kowt(;wing,’ cir an\ thing of th.it sr>rt 

“ Something in the hercdit.ir\ principle, Mr Forsyte/’ 
tlie Marquess went nn, with hr hc.id em one side, “when 
it cnrncs to the sale of hcirhxjms “ 

‘ Oh ! I can sec it’s genuine,” said w^oames, “ without 
looking at the hack “ 

“ Idicn, if \ou do want to hu\, w'c can ha\c a simple 
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transaction between e:enilcmcn. You know .ill about 
values, I hear.” 

Soames put Ins head to the other side, and looked at tiic 
back of the picture The old fcllovv's words were so 
disarming, that for the life f>f him he could not tell v\hcther 
or not to be disarmed 

‘ George Morland to L^rd (jeorge berrar,’ ” he read, 

‘ for value received- /8c I7g7 ’ ” 

“ He came into the title later,” said the Marquess 
” I’m glad Morland gf't his monc\' - great rips, our grand- 
fathers, Mr Forsyte , da\3 of great rips, those.” 

Subtly flattered by the tliought that * Superior Dosset ’ 
was a great rip. Soames expanded slight!) 

Great rip, Morl.ind,” he said ” ilut there were real 
painters then, people c )uld buv with c<mtidcncc - th^\' 
can’t now.” 

“ I’m not sure,” said the Marques^-, “ Fm not sure I'lit' 
electrification of art nu) be a ncecs>.ir) process. We’re 
all in a movement, Mr Forsyte.” 

” Yes,” said Soames, glumlv , “ but we can’t go on at 
this rate — it's not natural We shall be standing*pat 
again before long ” 

“I wonder. We must keep t'ur minds open, mustn’t 

we ? ” 

‘*Thc pace doesn't matter so much,” said Soames, 
aitoni$hcd at himself, ”so Fang as it leads somewhere.” 

The Marquess resigned the picture to the sideboard, 
and putting his foot up on a chair, leaned his elbow on lus 
knee. 

“ Did your son-in-law tell vou for what I wanted the 
money ? He has a scheme for electrifying slum kitchens. 
After all, we art cleaner and more humane than our grand- 
fathers, Mr. Totsyte. Now, what do you think would be 
a fair price I ” 
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“ Why not ^ct Dumeiniis’ opinion ? ’* 

“ 'I'hc I l,i\ market m..n ? h his opinion better than 
yours r ” 

'‘That I can't s.nd Soamc% lioncstK “But if 

vou mentioncvl my name, he’d value the putiirc ft^r five 
gumeas, and miu’ht make um oi olTtr himself ” 

“ I don't think 1 should c.ire tor it to U known that 

1 w as llin^’ [ ictun 'v " 

“Well,” '■lid. S-.aiiKs, “I don't want vou to gel less 
tlian perhaps vou vouKl But it 1 told humetrius to buy 
me. a Morland, hve hiiiulrtvl wi.uld he iu\ limit Suppose 

I "IVC vou '•iV ’ 

rhe Martjin-' tilled up hi> lx arvi " i hat vvouhl be tfxj 
generoU', peril if's .xh.dl we '•av live-fitty ? ’* 

Soamts shot .k his lu ad 

"'We won’t hai:i.h," lu '-.iKi " Six ^*nu can have the 
cheque now, and J'l! t.ike it aw j\ It will hang in my 
gallery at Mapledurham ” 

’riic Marqucb^ ttnA Ins lout down, and Mghed. 

“ Reallv, I'm vtr\ much obliged to vou J’m delighted 
lu think It will go to a good homed’ 

“If vou care to come and sec it at any lime 

Soames cheeked iiimscll An old fellow with one foot in 
the House of l>)rds and one in the grave, and no difference 
between them, to speak of— -as if he’d want to cornel 
“ That would l>e delightful,” ^aid the Marques*, with 
his eyes wandering, as Soames had suspected they would. 
“ H.ivc )ou \our own electric plant there ? ” 

“ Yes,” and Soaracs took out his cheque-book. ** May 
I have a taxi called ? If you hang the siilHifcs a liltk 
closer together, this won’t be missed.” 

W ith that doubtful phrase in their cars, they exchanged 
goods, and Soames, with the Morland, returned to Green 
Succt in a cab. He wondered a litilc on the way whether 
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or not the Marquess had done him, h\ talking about a 
transaction between gentlemen Agreeable old chap in 
his way, but quick as a bird, looking through hi- thumb 
and finger like that ! 

And now, in his daugliter’s ‘ parlour ' he said 
“ Whathsthis about Miehacl elec trilMng slum kitchen- ^ ” 
Fleur smiled, and Soaines did not approve of its iron) 

“ Michaers over head and cars ” 

“ In debt : ” 

“Oh, no! Committed him‘-elf to a -lum scheme, jii-t 
as he did to lOggartisni I hardiv -tc him.” 

Soarncs made a sound within liimselt Young jon 
Forsyte lurked n(»vv belnnd all his tlmughts of her Did 
she really resent Mu h. id's absorption in public life, or w i- 
it pretence — an excuse for laving .■ private hie of her 
own ? 

“The slums want attending to, no doubt,” he said 
“ He must have something to do " 

Fleur shrugged 

“ Michael's too good to live ” 

“I don’t know about that,” said Soarncs , " but he'--- 
er — rather trustful ” 

“That’s not your f.uling, is it. Dad ' don't trust 

me a bit.” 

“ Not trust you ’ ” floundered Soarncs “ Why not * ” 
“ Exactly ! ” 

Soarncs sought refuge in the Fragonard. Sharp ! She 
had seen into him ! 

“ I suppose June wants me to buy a picture,” he said 
“ She wants you to have me painted ” 

“ Docs she ? WhatN the name of her lame duck ? ” 

“ BladCy I think.” 

“ Never heard of him I ” 

“ Well, I expect you will.” 
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“ Vcs/’ muit«rod Sn.imcs , “ -KcN ItLc a limpet. It’s 
in tlir I'liMivi ' 

“ 'rilO 1 > r.vtc hi^ynd ■ You .Hid I. tlli'n, Itvd, dear.” 
Sn.imc'' turned fr-un tiu I'r ,rd and looked iier 
•'tr m'.’M in tlu e\ Ck 

" Vc- , V<»U .Hid I, tin.) " 

l^n't lii it uivv • " said i i^uf. 
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In doubting Fleur’s slmu (.1 rfscrument at Michacr? new 
‘ stunt,’ Soamcs was near the mark She did not resent it 
at all. It kept his attention oft herself, it kept him from 
talcing up birth control, for wlmli she felt the country ^\.ls 
not yet quite prepart d, and it h id .1 popular appeal denied 
to Fqggariihm The ^lum^ were under one’s nose, and 
what Wsrs under the nose could hi* brought to tht attention 
even of part\ politics Hem:; a town proposition, slums 
would concern six-sc\tnth> oi the vote Fooi^arti^m, 
based on the country life luce-^arv to naiion.il stamina 
and the growth of food withm .md o\ersc.is, ctmccrncd the 
whole population, but onl\ appealed to one-seventh of the 
vote, Fleur, nothing it not a re.dist, had long grasped 

the fact that the mam business of politicians was to be, 
and to remain, elected The vote was a magnet of the first 
order, and unconsciously swayed every political judgment 
and aspiration ; or, if not, it ought to, for was it not the 
touchstone of dcmocr.ic)' ? In the committee, too, which 
Michael w’as forming, she saw, incidentally, the best social 
step within her reach. 

** If they w^ant a mccting-placc,” she had said, wh\ 
not here ? 

“ Splendid i ” answered Michael. “ Handy for the House 
and clubs. Thank you, old thing ! ” 

Fleur had added honestly : 

“Oh, 1 shall be quite glad. As soon as I take Kit to 
the sea, you can stan. Norah Curfew’s letting me her 
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cottage at Loring for ii»rcc ’Accks ” She did not add • 
" And it’s fi\c milc^ from W’.insdun." 

On the Friday, after lunc.'i. ^hc tclep)i<»ncd to June : 

*■ I'm going to ilu' xl.i on M'»nd. 4 \ I toti/d ci>mc this 
afternoon, but I think \->a o.i jon ujs coming, I4 he : 
Because if ” 

“ He's Coming at 4 3:, iuj 1 got to catch a train back 
at vix-turntN 

‘ Hi' ui; . t' o '' " 

"No Ik’' ju l t .pir'e f*. o. 1 1 . ‘.’h w<irk ” 

” i)(i ' n I t'of 1, I'li tv ttt.r coinr ->n >unci iv, tlKti.’* 

* \cs, v^uiui i\ \m!1 b id rnO'.t , then II irold will see you 

H( no\(.ro or- gund.iN Hi iiat- the Imik of it so.” 

Butting d'l'.Mi the r(iiu<r, 1 1< ur took up the iiinc-lablc. 
^’e'^, there was the iriin' Wlut a loincidencc ii she 
happened to take n to make a prehmiiiarv inspection of 
Norah Curft-v.’s i.-t’ig. ' Not (\cn June, surely, would 
nu ntn-n their t dk "ii the 'pia-tr 

At lunch she did not tell Mu liar 1 die Was going — he 
might w.mt to come, t«>o, or 0 Ira^t to see her off. She 
knew he would be at ‘ flu IB-u < ’ m the afternoon, she 
would just le.ive a note to sa\ that she had gone to make 
bure the cirttage would lx in order for Monday. And after 
lunch she br*nt over and Ii'std him between the eyes, 
w'lthout any sense of betr.ival A sight of Jon wai due 
to her after these dre.irs weeks ! /Vru sight of Jon wai 
aK^ays due to her who had been defrauded of him. And, 
as the afiernwn drew on, and she put her night things 
into her dressing-ease, a red spot Ixcamc fixicd in each, 
cheek, and she wandered swiftly, her hands restive. Iter 
spirit homeless. Having had tea, and left the note giving 
her address — an hotel at NciiltfoU— she went early to 
Victoria Station. There, having lipped the guard to seoire 
emptiness, she left her bag in a corner scat and took up 
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her stand h) the bookstall, where Jon must with hi^ 
ticket And, wliilc -^he stood there, examining the fiction 
of the da), all her faculties were bus\ with rcalitv Among 
the shows and shadows of existence, an hour and a hall 
of real life la) before her Who could blame her for 
filching It back from .i ftlthing l^roviderue • And it 
anvbod) could, she ilidn'i care ' d’he hands of the station 
clock mo\ed on, and I'leui tra/c'd at this nnv<-l after that, 
all of them lull <>1 \<iuni: wnmen 111 avekward ''ituatKai'', 
and vngucK wond« red whether the\ \iere more awkward 
than her own 'I'lin'e minute^ Xo the time’ W' i>n'i he 
coming alter all ' Had that wretched (uik' kept him for 
the night \t la''t m despair du e.uiL'ht up a toiiK callt d 
‘ V'iolin Obbligato,' uhieh at h a-t would be modern, .n i 
paid for it. And then, a'^ she was re-ecivii.g her clianc’-e, 
she saw him jiastemine 'rurning, -he passed through the 
wicket, walking quukK, knowini: that he was walking 
more qiiickl) Slie let him -ce her lir-i 

“ Fleur ! ” 

“ Jon ! W here are \ou eoing ' ” 

“ To W’ansdon 

“Oh! And I'm going to Xeitlehild, te> •-ee a cottage 
at lairing for ni) bab\ Here's m\ b.ig, in !e re quick ! 
We’re of! ! ” 

The dfKir was banged and she held out both her 

hands. 

“ Isn’t this queer, and jollv ’ " 

Jon held the haiulb, and dropped them rather suddcnl) 

“ Tve been to ste June She's just the same — bless 
her ! » 

“ Yes, she c.amc round to me the other day : wants me 
to be painted by her present pet.” 

“ You might do worse. I said he should paint Anne 
“ Really ? Is he good enough for ” 
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And she was ‘ioirv , she hadn't meant to be^jin like that ! 
Sill] — mu‘'t be^in ‘;omeho\> - mu^t cmplo\ lips which might 
otherwise iro lighting on his e\cs. ]u^ hair, his lips! And 
she ruslu d into words Kit's mca^lc Mn hacl’s committee, 

‘ Violin i)l’l ligaio,' and tlic Frou<iian S^.ho«'l , \'ars horses, 
[on's poetr\, the snvll '*t Kngl.tnd - si. important to a poet 
— an\thinL:, t\cr\thnn,', in i ^..ri of madeap medley. 

" You [on, I must i.ilk . I've Ihmi in prison for a 
month " .\nd all the time sfa fi It th.*t slie was w'asting 
minutes that might h.i\< l'<tn -pent with lip" silent and 
lieart againsf liis, if ilu hi in, as thiv >aid. really extended 
to the ti'ntrt <>f tlu h<.d\ And ail the time, too, the 
proboM is of ht r spirit wa- si ( ntmg, srari hing for the lioncy 
and the s itlron ol l.is -pint U as there anv for her, or 
was It all kept tor tint wrcttlud Ament.m girl he had 
left hi fund him, and to whom this' hi was reluming.^ 
Hut Jon gavt her no -ign I nliki th( old impulsive Jon, 
he h.id learned seirtev Ifv a whim of memory, whose 
wa\s arc so inscrutable, she remcmli<red being taken, as 
a vcT\ little girl, to Timothv’s on tin Bavswatcr Road 
to her great-aunt flcster-an old still figure, in black 
\'ictorian lace .ind jet and a \'u lorian thair, saying in a 
still) languid voice to her father Oh, yes, my dear; 
vour L’nclc johon, K-fore he n'arntd, was very much in 
love with our great friend Ahse Read , hut she was con- 
sumptive, you know, and ot course he felt he couldn’t 
marrv her — it wouldn't have been prudent, he felt, because 
of children And then she died, and he married Edith 
Moor” Funny hovv that had stuck in her ten-year-old 
mind ! And she stared at Jon Old Jolyon— as they 
called him in the family -had been his grandfather. She 
had seen his photograph in Holly’s album— a domed head, 
a while moustache, eyes deep-set under the brows, like 
Jon’s. “ It wouldn’t have been prudent 1 ” How VictoriAO I 

SE 
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Was J on* too, \'ictonan ? She kit as it she would never 
know what Jon was. And she became suddenly cautious. 
A single step too far, or too soon, and he might be gone 
from her again for good ! He was not — no, he was not 
modern ! bor all .she knew, there might be something 
absolute, not relative, in hi'* ' m ike-iip,’ and to Fleur the 
absolute was strange, almost tcrrihing But she had not 
spent six years in social ser\itudc without learning to 
adjust herself sv\ifily to the plavmg of a rlw p.irt. She 
Spoke in a calmer tf>nc, almost a drawl ; her c\es became 
cool and quizzic.d What did Jon think about the cduca* 
tion of boys — bch'rc lie knew where he was, of course, he 
would be having one him''elf ’ It hurt her to sav that, 
and, while saying it, she ^ear^-hcd Ins face ; but 11 told her 
nothing. 

“We’ve put Kit down for Winchester Do \on believe 
in the Public Schonks, Jon ? Or do \ou think the} 're out 

of date ? *’ 

“Yes; and a good thing, too” 

“ How f ” 

“ 1 mean I should send him there.” 

“I see,” said Fleur. “Do )ou know, Jon, you really 
have changed. You wouldn’t haw said that, 1 believe, 

six years ago.” 

“ Perhaps not. Being out of England makes you believe 
in dams. Ideas can’t be left to swop around in the blue. 
In England they’re not, and that’s tiic beauty of it.” 

. “ I don’t care what happens to ideas,” said Fleur, “ but 

I don’t like stupidit) . The Public Sch(X)ls ” 

“Oht no; not really. Certain things get cut and dried 
therei of course ; but then, they ought to.” 

Fkur leaned forward, and with faint malice said ; ” Have 
you become a moralist, my dear i ” 

Jon amweitd glumly ; 
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“ Whv, no - no mure :hnn redeem ! ” 

“ Do \ou rcnunihtT our wAl by the river ? ” 

“ ] loid V(»u before — I rcnu-mlicr every ihin!,' ” 

Fleur re trained her h.ind from a heart wljich had given 
a jump 

“We ncarK quarrelUd bexaii'^c I said 1 hated p»coplc foT 
ihcir ^tuy.d ir'ulticv, and waiind them to stew in their 
own juict 

“ Ves; and I said I pi'ud them Well 
“RLpri'O'in sTaj'id. \ou know, jon '* And, by 
in'tinet, addid '‘Tin:' wh\ I a-ulu ihe Public SchooU. 
The} teach it.” 

“ Thc\ ‘re u'.tful so. . dh, . 1 leur,’’ and his eyes twinkled. 
Fhur pur<.id tar l:p> >)it did not mind. But she 
would make 1 ipi sorr*v t'T thaf , i'< < lu^t his compunction 
would K' a trump carl in lu-r h.ind 

1 know ptrlectlv wtll,” she -aid, “ th.it I m 3 iOob—I 
was called so publklv 
“What'” 

** Oh, ves ; there was a ca-e ibout it ’* 

“ W'iio’ dared ^ ” 

“Oil! mv dear, that’- ancient hooiry. But dt COlUlC 
vou knew —Francis Wilmoi mast have--- — ” 

Jon made a horrified )^c^turc. 

“ Fleur, you never thous,'ht I ’’ 

** Oh, but, rd course ! Why not ” A trump, iiuked I 
Jon -eizcd her hand. 

“ Fleur, say you knew? I didn’t ” 

Flvur sliTugx^^^ shoulders. “ My dear, you hnvc 
lived tfw long among the primitive!. Over here we fUb 
each other daily, and no harm done.” 

He dropped her hand, and she looked at him from beneath 
her lids. 

** 1 wa* only leaaing, Jon. It** good for primitivei to 
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have their pulled Pjrlons Pauirt- H.U'C you 

found yf>ur plate, to grow things, yet f ” 

“ Practically.’^ 

“ Where ? " 

“About four miles from Wansdon, on the south side nf 
the Downs— Green flill Farm Fruit— a lot of glass , and 
some arable.” 

“Why, it must be tlo^e to uhert Fm going \\uh Kii 
That’s on the se.i and onk tne miks from Wan^don Xo, 
Jon; don't be al irnied \\’e shall onK be there three 
weeks at TTKist ” 

“Alarmed! It's \er\ j.'l]\. Wt sludl see vou there. 
Perhaps we sliall meet at Goodwood an\wa\ 

“ I’ve been thinking b'leur p uiscd, and aeain she 

stole a look. “ We <■</;; be stc adv irunds, Jon, can't we ! ” 
Jon answered, without locking up. “I hope so” 

If his face h.id cltared, .ind his vokc had Inen he.irtx, 
how different — how much slower— would ha\e been the 
beating of her heart ' 

“Then that’s all right,” she murmured. “I've been 
wanting to say that to \ou c\er since .‘\scot Here we 
are, and here we shall be — and anything else would he 
silly, wouldn’t it ’ This is not the romantic age.” 

“ H’m ! ” 

“What do you me.m b\ that unpleasant noise ? ” 

“ I always think it’s rot to talk abt>ut ages being this or 
that. Human feelings remain the same.” 

“ Do you really think the) do ? The sort of lift wc live 
affects them. Nothing’s worth more than a tear or two, 
Jon, I found that out. But I forgot — you hate cynicism. 
Tell me about Anne. Is she still liking England ? ” 

“ Loving it. You see, she’s pure Southern, and the 
South’s old still, too, in a way — or some of it is. What she 
likes here is the grass, the birds, and the villages. She 



bWAN SONG 


901 

feel homesick AnJ, of course, she loves the riding ” 
“ I suppfivc she’s pKkin[^ up Fn^iisli hist f ** 

And to Ills stare she m.idt her f.Kc quite candid. 

I should like \ou t(t like her,^’ he said, uistfully. 

‘’Oh ' of course I sh.dl, v\h»n I know her,” 

Pjiit A fit rcc little u.ue ot toiitem| t p.isw-d up from her 
hc.irt Wli It divi h' think -In w.is :n idi of' Like her! 
A eirl who 1 i\ in hi- .inns, w!ni would he the mother of 
hi' childrtn I. lie ht r ' \nd sIk Ingm to t.ilk aUiut the 
preser\ iiion of I'.ox Hdl \n 1 tll tin fist oj the vvjiy till 
Jon cot out ,if Puli'’ -riuich, shr was more w,ir\ than .i cat 
--(..isu.d aiui friend!.. With ilear (.iiidid e\es, .ind ;i little 
trernhlc up .it Inn. wtun sh^ '.iid 
".-{ti then, .it (ioodwood, it not before! This 

I Ixen .1 joIl\ M i idcnt ' ” 

Hut on th< wa\ to her hotel, driving; in .1 station fly 
through .11 r th.it smelled osster-', she folded hex lips 
iK-twcen her tn th, .md her e)e 5 v\crc damp beneath her 
frowning brow*. 



CHAPTER IX 

Bi r — JON ! 

But Jon, wlio had live nu]'_-» to walk, started with 
the words of the Old English song beating a silent tatto<'> 
within him : 

“How happv could I be with either, 

Were t’other dear vli. inner aw.iy ! ” 

To such confusion had he come, contrary to intention, 
but in accordance with the impulses of a loyal disposition. 
Fleur had been his first love, Anne his second But Anne 
was his wife, and Fleur the wik of another. A man c<juld 
not be in love with two women at once, so lie w'as tempted 
to conclude that he was not in love with either. Why, 
then, the queer sensations of his circulatory system ? Was 
popular belief in error ? A French, or Old-English way of 
looking at his situation, did not occur to him. He had 
married Anne, he loved Anne — she was a darling ! Tlierc 
it ended ! Why, then, walking along a grassy strip beside 
the toad* did he think almost exclusively of Fleur i How- 
ever cyiucal, or casual, or just friendly she might seem, she 
no more deceived him than she at heart wished to. He 
knew ahe had her old feeling for him, just as he knew he 
had it, or aonu of it, for her. But then he had feeling for 
another, too, Jon was not more of a fool than other men, 
nor waa self -deceiving. Like other men before 

him, h^ inteip^ to face what was, and to do what he 
bchevod to be right ; or, rather, not to do what he believed 
902 
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to be UTonp. Xor h.^d he jn\ douln to what was wrong. 
His trouble was more simple It consisted in not having a 
control of thoughts and feelings greater than that with 
which an\ man i.itherio been endr)vu\l After all, it 
had not been his fault that hv had oiue iM'en wholly in lovt 
with ricur, nor that sla b.d bem wholly in love with him ; 
:.'>t iih f uiit fl'.ii he had nn*t her again, nor that site was 
still m hwL witli liini Nor ig .m xs.is n his f.)ull that he 
w in I'we with ill' f. iti\i laii 1 md tired ot Ix'ingout of it. 

If wa-i not ills t i,dt t/Kit In' i: 1 1 tdltn in love a second 
time I'r m irritd tiie oi>)t v i r.i (tbuions Nor, so far 
a^- lie Col Id ue, w o it i*" ) .ali in.a the ‘<ight and the 
Sound atidi tiu <ui(t and ii' t'Ui.h of 1 ieur had revived 
sonit (>t in' h-in t r t( f lin'.’ I h w a^ ju iic the less disgusted 
at lii^ d'lid'h In irud’iL", ."d !k walked now fast, now 
slow, wliilc till 'un si,!it< vl r .iid 'trikk on n neck always 
"tn'itiNt Mike i.i' i-'u^ ii <■! fin 'un in (iranada. Presently, 
he •‘tnppui and Icand o\er a gift He had not been long 
enough back in bngland to li .\t got over its beaoty on a 
iinc day. He wa^* alw stuj pmg and leaning over gates, 
or in otlier wavs, a> \ al tailed it, niMining ! 

Though It wai alreadv tiu tiF'-i day of the Eton and 
Harrow Match, which liw father had been wont to attend 
so religiously, hay lurveni w.is h.irdy over, and the SOrUt 
of stack* d hay suli m ilie .iir The Downs lay before him 
to the south, lighted ahing their nonhem slopes. Red 
Sussex cattle were standing under .some trees close to the 
gate, dribbling, and slowlv swishing their tails. And away 
over there he could ^cc others lingering along the hlUniide. 
Peace lay thick on the land. The corn in that next field had 
an unearthly tinge, neither green nor gold, under the slantrog’ 
sunlight. And in the restful beauty ci the ewing Jon 
could well perceive the destructiveness of love»~^ emotioa 
BO sweet, restless, and thhlitog, that it drained Katttte of 
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its colour and pcacc» made those who suffered from it 
bores to their fellows and useless to the life of everyday. 
To work— and behold Nature in lier moods ! Whv couldn’t 
he get away to that, away from women ? Why — like 
Holly’s 6t«ry of the holiday slum girl, whose family came 
to see her off by train — why couldn't lie just get away and 
say : “ Thank Gawd ! I'm shut o' that lot ! ” 

The midges were biting, and he w.ilkcd on. Should he 
tell Anne that he had come down with Meur Not to tell 
her was to stress the importance of the incident ; but to 
tell her was somehow dis.igreeable to him And then he 
came on Anne herself, witliout a hat, sitting on a gate, her 
hands in the pockets of licr jumper \'ery lissome and 
straight she looked 

“ Lift me down, Jon ! " 

He lifted her down in a prolonged manner. And, almost 
instantly, said : 

“Whom do yi>u think I travelled with ? Eleur Mont. 
We ran up against each other ,it X'lcioria She’s taking 
her boy to Loring next week, to convalesce him.” 

“ Oh ! I’m sorry.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Because I’m in love with you, Jon ” She tilted her 
cliin, 80 that her straight and shapely nose l(x>ked a little 
more sudden. 

“ 1 don’t see ” bcg.in Jon. 

“ You sec she’s another. I saw that at Ascot. I reckon 
I’m old-fashioned, Jon.” 

“ That’s all right, so am I.” 

She turned her eyes on him, eyes not quite civilised, nor 
quite American, and put her arm round his waist. 

“ Rondavel’s off his feed. Grccnwatcr’s very upset 
about it.” 

“‘Very,’ Anne” 
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“ Well, you can’t pronounce ‘ very * as I pronounce it, 
any more than I can as vou do” 

” Sorr\ But \(»u toKI me to remind you. It*' xilly, 
thoui^di why shouldn’t \ou spc.ik your own lingo f *’ 

” Bcc.mse I want to speak like \ou.” 

*’ Want, then, not w.iunt ” 

” D.imn ' ” 

” All rij^’ht, darlim; But isn't \ <»ur Iinpo just as good ? ** 

.Anne disefujai^Td h' r arm 

” No, vou don’t think that A’ou'rc awfully glad to be 
through with the Ameru m actent )ou are, Jon.” 

*■ It’s itatur.il to like one’s own country’s Ixrst.*’ 

“Well, 1 do want -there !— to speak English. Pm 
English h\ law, now, and by descent, all hut one French 
great-grandmother If we have children, they’ll be 
English, .ind we’re going u> live in England. Shall you 
take (irccnlnll F.irni ’ ” 

“ A’es And I’m not going to play at things any more. 
I’ve pla\cd twice, and this time I’m going all out.” 

“ You weren’t pliving in North Caroiin.i.” 

“Not exactly. But this is different It didn*t matter 
there.— What arc peaches, anywa\ ’ It docs hcre—it 
matters a lot I mean to m.ikr it pay, 

” Bully ! ” said Anne . I mean— er -splendid. But I 
never believed )Ou’d say that.” 

** Paying’s the only prrHjf I’m going in for tomatoes, 
onions, asparagus, and figs , and I mean to work the arable 
for all it’s worth ; and if I can get any more land, I wiD.” 

“ Jon ! What energy ! ” .And she caught hc^ of his 
chin. 

” All right ! ” said Jon, grimly. ” You watch oat, and 
see if I don’t mean it.” 

“ And you’ll leave the house to me ? 1*11 make it jnst 
too lovely ! ” 
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“ That*® a bargain.** 

“ Kiss me, then,” 

With her lips parted and her eyes looking into hia, with 
just that suspicion of a •■quint v»liich made them so enticing, 
Jonthought; ‘ It's quite simple. The other thing’s absurd. 
Why, of course ! ’ lie kissed her forehead and lips, bur, 
even while he did so, he seemed to see Fleur trembling up 
at him, and to hear lier words; “.-/a revoir ! It zcas a 
jolly accident ! ” 

“ Let’s go and have a look .it Rondavcl,” he said. 

In his box, when lho>e two went in, the grev colt stood 
by the far wall, idK coniemplaiing a carrot in thu hand of 

Greenwater, 

Qcan off I ” said the latter over ini' sliouldcr ; “ It’s 
good-bye to Goodwood ! 'J'he colt’s Mck ” 

What had Fleur said : “ Au rc\<»ir at Goodwood, if not 

before ! ** 

” Perhaps it’s just a megrim, Greenw.iter,” said Anne. 

**No, Ma’am ; the horse has got a temperature. Well, 
WC*U win the Middle Park Plate with him yet.” 

Jon.passed his hand over the colt's quarter : “ Poor old 
son! Funny! You can tell he’s not fit by the feel of his coat!” 

** You can that,” replied Grecnwaier : But wlierc's he 
got it from ? There isn’t a sick horse that I know of 
inywhere about. If tlicrc’s an) thing m the world more 

perverse than horses ! We didn’t train him for Ascot, 

aa4 b* goes and wins. We meant him for Goodwood, and 
lie*| gone taamt. Mr. Dartic wants me to give him some 
South Akkm atuff I never heard of.” 

** Tbty have a lot of horse sickness out there,” said Jon. 
* See,** said the trainer, stretching his hand up to the coh’s 
ears ; ** no Hek in him at all ! Looks like blackberry 
ikknest qnt of season. I’d give a good deal to know how 
he fadmd It up,** 
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The two youn)^ people left him standing by the colt’s 
dejected head, iiis dark» Ijusk-hkc face thrust forward, as 
if trying to read the son^^tlon^ within hi^ favourite. 

That night, |on wi nt up, l'<‘nuiHt .1 i‘y Val’s npioioni on 
Communi'^pi, the Labour J’art\, the tju.alitics inherent in 
the otT-^pr;Ilg "t ',sl((]>.ng D.ot,* with a dmertation on 
horse skkne--'in ^oat}'. Atrk.. llctntercd a dim bedroom. 
A white figure wi '•t 1:1 liiu’ ii the window It turned 
wiien he came juar md riunr ifs .irnis round him, 

‘ }(»n, \ou rii'i'in'i >i'>p lo\mg me” 

“ \\ h\ di"ulv{ I ' 

“ Ihc.diM m- 11 do Ih .id< >, itL not the fashion to be 
f.ii'htul ” 

“ liosh ' " sad I -n, g-’roL , ‘ it >• ju^t as much the 
Ijsliion a- :t I • r w.i 

" I*m Liad wt 'i.-ort in p' ijig to (t ti*dw<«)d. I’m afraid 
of her. .''hcL ot dcvi r " 

“Hem ” 

“ You in lovc with lui, J.»n , I 1 J it in ray bonett 

I VMsll u<u\i told lU' 

J(jn le.m'-d Hade In r in i.’it window. 

■' Why ^ ” he .•'.ud, dulK 

bhe did not answer dtev ■.tood side by side in tlwj 
brcathlcs.s’ warmth, moth' pa>sed their faces, a flight-jar 
churred in the -ilcncc, and now and then, from thettablcs, 
came ilu s{,unp ot a slteplcis hor^e Suddenly Anne 
stretched out her hand 

“ Over there— somew hen* -hc\ awake, and wanting 
\uu. I’m not happy, Jon ” 

Don’t be morbid, darling ! ” 

“ But I’m not happ), jon.” 

Like a great child— slim wrhin his aim, her cheek 
pressed to his, her dark carhxrk tickling his neck! And 
suddenly her lips caroc round to his, vehemeat^ 
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“ Love me ! ” 

But when she was asleep, Jon lay wakeful. Moonlight 
had crept in and there was a ghost in tlic room — a ghost 
in a Goya dress, twirling, holding out its skirts, beckoning 
with its eyes, and with us lips seeming to w hisper • “ Me, 
too ! Me, too ! ” 

And, raising himself on his elbow, he looked resolutely at 
the dark head beside him No ! There was — there shtmld 
be nothing but that in the room 1 Reality — reality 1 



CHAPTFR X 

TH\r IHISC. AM) riiivc 

On tht fi/lloumi: Mond.jy .it I'n ikt I'.t VaJ said to Holly: 

“ Litton to tills ! 

“ Dl AK ])AKril , — 

“ I tliink I i-.in Jo v'ou a t'otui turn I have some in- 
formation tiiaf co»Kirns \oiir l)o\c’ colt and 

\our stabh i,'cncr.«ll\ , vsorth a .it dc.ii more than the 
tift\ pounds vsliicli I hop( \ou m.iy icil inclined to pay 
lor it Arc sou coniim; up to town thl^ sscek-end ? H 
so, can I see you .it tiic liruinnull ' Or 1 could come to 
Green Street it sou prdcr it It\ n ills rather vital. 

“biruinls sours 

“.•\lHKlY bTAINPOHD.” 


“ 'riut fellow .iir.iin ! " 

“ Pay no attention, \'al ” 

’* I don’t knoss,” s.nJ \'al, elumly “ Some gang or 
other arc taking altogether too mucli interest in the colt. 
Grecnsvatcr’s very uneass. TJ iicttcr get to the bottom 
of It, if I can.” 

“ Consult your Uncle, then, hrsi. He’s atill at your 
Mother’s.” 

V’al made a wr)' face. 

" Yes," said Holly ; ” but he’ll know what you can do 
and what yuu can't. You really mustn’t deal tinglchanded 
with people like that.” 
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“ All right, then. There’s hanky-panky in the wind, 
I'm sure. Somebody knew all about the colt at 
Ascot.” 

He took the morning train and arrived at his rriothcr’s 
at lunch time. She and Annette v^cre lunching-out, but 
Soames, who was lunching-in, v.r()"'ed a cold hand v.ith his 
nephew’s. 

“ Have \oi» still gut that ) nung man and liis wife sta) mg 

with you ? ” 

” Yes,” said \'al 

“ Isn’t he ever g'-inv t" vlu am th-ng ’ ” 

On being told that J(tn was abujt to do something, 
Soamca grunted 

Farm — in England ' \\ h.;t’s lie u.mt tu do that fur : 

He’ll only throw his nnuicv aw.i\ Mu<.h hater go h.'ck 
tD America, or some other new counlr\ Why (.luesi/i he 
try South Africa ? His h ill-bruttar died out therf 

“ He won’t lea\e h.ngland .igain, Tnclc .Sitanu^ seems 
to have developed quite a leeling for the old c<nintr\.” 

Soaincs masticated 

” Amateurs,” he s.ud, “all the \oung Forsues. Huw 
much has he got a \ ear ? ” 

“The same as Holly and her lialf-sistcr — only about two 
thousand, so long ns his irnnhcr's alive ” 

$ 04 m)es looked into ins winegl.tss and took from it an 
inh&i^ssiinal piece of cork. His moiiicr ! She was in Paris 
agnifif he was told. Sbt must h.nve three thousand a year, 
now, at least. He remembered when she had notliing but 
n fifty pounds a }'ear, and that fifty pounds too 

mud^ putting the thought of independence into her head. 
In Paris again I The Bois dc Boulogne, that Green Niobe 
dxinktng water, he remembered it stiU, and the scene 
between them there. . . . 

“ What have you come up for i ” he said to Val 



JiWAN SONG 


911 

** Thi<:, Uncle Sojmri,*’ 

So.Uiic^ fixed on hi*' nov the jjlasve*? he had just begun 
to need tor rc-Jinj* purposes, fl.uI the letter, and returned 
It to l.iN nephew. 

r\i kiiovsn irnpude'Kc in nn time, hut this thap-^— - 1 ** 
“ U liji do \ou If v.<'mm'‘nd ru to do : ” 

“ J*iu h It ititM I'lf. n otf. p ij\ r iskel ” 

\ il ''hook hiv h' id 

“ Mairdi»rd dr<>pp« 1 in on in.- <>ne d.iy at VVanidoH. I 
told him nfithiii'^' , hut vou rjuitr'.iur ue couldn't get more 
th.oi louT'. .it Vsvot, .indi It I' Kotui.ncr'i first outing. 
And now the Colt's suk ju'-t h-t.-n lioodvSfH>d ; ilicrc’# a 
scre.v loose sotnew hf. ’< 

“ \\ h.it do \ou ihiriN 0 } ii iiTiun then ' ” 

“ I thf.iiL'lu rd s. ' him, auvi 'll It {M rh.ip^ you’d like ta 
be prt"-ct!t, to I lip n,. ironi in. kmc » tool ot myself.” 

“ I'iun's s.,;ii thine in tii.it," - ml ^oanics. “This 
fellow's the loolc^t rntfi in I ever i.nnt .uToss.” 

“ liUs ptdicrci sti.rk. Untie .Su.iiTus HI..K>d will tcU.^ 
“ H'm ! " muttered >o.amts “ Well, li.ivc Kira here, if 
you must see him, but clear the rinmi hrst and tell Smithcr 
to put nway the umbrelhis ” 

Having seen Fleur .»nd lus i^r.mdson off to the ICA tlut 
morning, he felt fl.u, espcci.dlv .is, since her departure, he 
had g.itlicrcd from the map fit hussex that she would he 
quite near to Wansdon and the V'lung man who was ftiwuyt 
now at the back of his thoughts. The notion of a return 
match with ‘ this ruffian ’ Stamford, was, therefore, kt the 
nature of a distraction, .And, as soon as the messenger. wai 
gone, he t<K)k a chair whence he could see the street. On 
second thought.s he had not spoken about the umhidkt--* 
it was not quite dignified ; but he had counted them. The 
day was warm and rainy, and, through the open wlndinr 
of that ground-Hoor dining-room, the air of Street 
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came in, wetted and a little charged w'itli the scent of 
servants’ dinners. 

“ Here he IS,” he said, suddenly, “ languid beggar ! ” 
Val crossed from the sideboard and stood behind his 
Uncle’s chair. Soames m()\ed uncasdv This fellow and 
his nephew had been at College together, and had— goodness 
knew what other vices in C()mmon 

“ By Jove ! ” he heard \'al mutter : “ He does look ill.” 
The ‘ languid beggar ’ wore the same dark suit and hat, 
and the same slow elegance th.it Soames had first noted 
on him ; a raised evebrow and the halMiddcd e\es despised 
as ever the bitter crow’s-footed exhausti<m on his face. 
And that indefinable look of a damned soul, lost to all but 
its contempt for emotion, awakened within Soames, just a? 
it had before, the queerest little quirk of sympathy. 

“ He’d better h.ive a drink,” he said, 

Val moved back to the Mdeboard 

They heard the bell, voices m the hall; then Smither 
appeared, red, bre.uhless, deprecatory. 

“Will you sec that gentleman, sir, who took the you 
know what, sir ? ” 

“ Show him in, Smither ” 

Val turned towards the door. So,imcs remained seated. 
The ‘ languid beggar ’ entered, nodded to \'al, and raised 
hiB eyebrows at Soames, who said : 

“ How d^you do, Mr. Stainford ^ ” 

“ Mr, Forsyte, I think ? ” 

** Whisky or brandy, Stainford ? ” 

“ Brandy, thanks.” 

“ Smoke, won’t you ? You wanted to see me. My 
ondc here is my solicitor.” 

Soamc$ saw Stainford smile. It was as if he had said : 
“ Really ! How wonderful these people arc ! ” He lighted 
the proffered cigar, and there was silence. 
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“WcU?»» said Val, at last. 

“I’m sorr\' your ‘Sleeping Dove* coltN gone amiss, 
D.irtic ” 

“ How did \iiu kntivs that * *’ 

“ K\act]\ 1 l>ut Wf-vre I till \ou, d'vou mind giving me 
iitt\ pwund^ and \our w.rd tliat m\ nanu*’s not mentioned ’* 
Soamts and lus nephew >tarcd in silence At last Val 
said 

“What guarantee have I that \our information’s worth 
idly pounds, or c\rn hue ? " 

“ d he fact that I know vitur Mtit h.ui gone amiss ” 
Howe\er n^norant of the turt, h<>amrs could see that the 
fellow had suircd 

" You nu.m \(>u know whore the leakage i* ? ** 

Stamford nodded 

“ We were College pals,” said \ al “ What would you 
expect me to do if I knew that ah<»ut a stable of yours ? ** 
“ My dear Dame, there’s no analogy. You’re a man of 
means, I’m not ” 

Trite expressions were knocking against Soamc*’ plate. 
He swallowed them What use in talking to a chap like 
this! 

“ Fifty pounds IS a lot,” said Val. “ Is your information 
of real value ? ” 

“ Yes — on my word of honour.” 

Soames sniffed audibly 

“ If I buy this leakage from you,” said Val, can you 
guarantee that it won’t break out in another direction ? ” 
“ Highly improbable that two pipes will leak in your 
stable.” 

“ I find It hard to believe there’s one.” 

“ Well, there is.” 

Soames saw his nephew move up to the taWe and bq^n 
counting over a roll of notes. 



9H 


A MODERN COMEDY 


“Tell me what you know, first, and I’ll give them to 
you if on tljc face of it your information’s probable I 
won’t mention )our name ” 

Sonm<‘s saw the languid eyebrow'- lift, 

“ I’m not so distrustful as yra, Dartie Get rid of a boy 
ctilkd Sinnet— that’s wIktc \<tur stable leaks.” 

“ Sinnet ? ” said V'al ; ** My best boy? What proof 
have you ? ” 

Stainford took out a dirt\ picCf* of p.iptr and 

held it up. Val read .doud 

“‘The grey coil’s aniivs all riglii -he’ll be no j<Mid for 
Goodwood.’ All right ? ” he repeated : ” Docs that mean 
he engineered it ? ” 

Stainford shrugged ins shoulders. 

“Can I have this bit of p.ipcr ’ ” said \’al. 

' “ If you'll primiKse not to sle-w it to him.” 

Val nodded, .md took tlie paper, 

“ Do you know lus writing r ” asked Soames : “ .All this 
is very fishy,” 

“ Not yet,” said \'al, and to Soames’ horror, pul the 
notes into the outsiretthcd hand The little sigh the 
fellow gave was distinctly audd>le. \'al said suddenly : 

“Did you get at him the dav vou came down to see 

me ? ” 

Stainford smiled faintly, shrugged his shoulders again 
and turned to the door. “ Good-bye, Dartie,” he said. 

Soames’ mouth fell open. The return match was over ! 
The lelbw had gone ! 

“Here!” he said. ” Don’t let him go like that. It’s 

monsmms.” 

Dam’ funny ! ” said Val suddenly, and began to laugh. 
« Oh t dam’ funny!” 

“ Fusmy I ” muttered Soames. “ I don’t know what 
the world’s coming to.” 
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“ Never mind, Uncle Soames. He’s taken 6fiy of the 
Ix^t (iff me, but It vva:> v\ortji Jt. Sinnct, my best boy ! ” 

^{)amcs continued to mutter : 

“To corrupt one ot your men, and pet you to pay him 
for it. It'^ the limit " 

“ TliaiN v^h.it tlthU^ me, Umlc bournes. Well, I’ll 
po buck to \\ uii'.don now, und pet nd of that young 
blackguard ” 

“ I vlmuldn't hue an\ ^crup! . if I uerc \ou, in telling 
him t \i'v (1\ how \Mu L' ‘t tlit K’ 

"W^lh I .!( n’f hm-w ui/ -rdh on hi-i beam ends. 
I'm not u nior.ili't, but I tbink Ihi k< ip my \\(>rd to him.” 

l'<>r u monk lu Souiik ' ^uld nothim,' , then, wiili sidelong 
i5h(n(.t ut hk Ik piu w ■ 

‘'Will, p .hi}-'> iha ie oiu'M to be loi ked up.” 

With tic‘'' worvi- ).' vs.ill'v! iiuo the hall and Counted 
the umbrella' dijur numbtr u.*' undmum.'ihed, and 
takin,' oik oi them, lie went o-it l^^ leh m need of air. 
With the exception 'it titat I'JdeT'on .tllair, he had en- 
countered little lliprou di '?s m iik lime, and that 
onl\ in eonne* tiofi w.t'- the l-weer One could 

forgive .i ptxT devil ol a ir imp, or even a tlerk or domestic 
Fcrvant diny had ti mpt.itior', .uui lo particular tradi- 
tions to live up to But what w.is eonung to the world, 
it you eumldnh rclv on grnilcmcn in a simple matter like 
lumesty ! hvery dav one read ca^e^, and for every one 
ilut came into Court one might l>c sure there were a doscU 
that didn’t ! And when you .iJded all the hanky-panky 
in the Cit>, all the dubious eummis»ions, bribery of the 
police, sale of honours— though he believed that had been 
put a stop to — all the dicky-deahng over coDtiactiy it WH 
enough to make one’s hair stand on end. They mighl tteer 
at the past, and no doubt there was more temptation in 
the present, but something simple and ttra^tfotward 
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seemed to have perished out of life By hook or by crook 
people h^id to ^'ct their ends, vsould no longer uait for their 
ends to come to them Everybody \v.»s in such a hurry to 
make good, or rather bad ! (let money at all costs— look 
at the quack remedies they sold and iIk books they pub- 
lished nowadays, without caring for truth or decency or 
anything. And the .id\ertisemcnts ! (lood Lord ! 

In the gloom of these reflections he had come to West- 
minster. He might as well c.dl in at South Square .ind sec 
if Fleur had telephoned her arrival at the sea ! In the hall 
eight liats of diflerinL' shape and colour lay on the* eu.it- 
sarcophagus What the deuce w.is going on ^ A sound of 
voicCvS came from the dining-room, then the peculiar drone 
of somebody m.iking .i speech Seaiie meeting or other ot 
Michael’s, and the measles onl\ just out ol the house ! 

“ What's going on here ? ” he said to Coaker 
“ Something to do with the slums, sir, I belie-\e , they're 
converting of them, I heard Mr Mont sa\ " 

“ Don’t put my hat with those," said Soames ; “ have 
you had any message from your mistress r " 

“Yes, sir. They had a giKid journey The little dog 
was sick, I believe. He will have liis own way.” 

“ WcU.” said Se>anics, “ I’ll go up and w-ait in the study,” 
On getting there, he noticed a water-colour drawing on 
the bureau : a tree with large dark green leaves and 
globular golden fruit, against a silvery sort of background — 
peculiar thing, amateurish, but somehow arresting. Under- 
neath, he recognised his daughter’s handwriting : 

“ The Golden Apple ; F M, 1926.” 

Really he had no idea that slic could use water-colour 
as well as that ! She was a clever little thing ! And he 
put the drawing up on end where he could see it better ! 
Apple ? Passion-fruit, he would have said, of an ex- 
aggerated M2C. Thoroughly uneatable — they had a glow 
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like L'lntcrns. Forbidden fruit ! Eve might have given 
tlicm to Ad.ini. Was this ihinc; s\mlv»]lc? Did it 
fancifully reveal her thoughts ? And in front of it he fell 
into sombre mood, which was broken by the opening of the 
door. Michael li.id entered. 

“ H.illo, Sir ! ” 

“ Hrtilu 1 ' iCj aei Soames : “ W hat’j> this thing f ** 



CHAPTER XI 


COWTRl'IS.; THi 

In an Age governed .ilrjut'i rwlusncly b\ Committee', 
Micluiel kncwfairU well uh.a Committees vsen gfAcrneJ hv 
A Committee must lU't ne >'1 to.t >oon after food, tfm then 
the Committeemen \\(*uld sUep , nor too soon before food, 
because then the Committeenu n \M»u]d he excitable TIk 
Committeemen should be allowed to s.u uhat ilicv liked, 
J^vithout direction, until oath \\ tired ol he.mne the other' 
my it. But there nui^t b( 'onu'one present, prelerably the 
Chairman, who said little, thout,dit mi>re, and could be 
relied on to be avake when tl. it moment was reached, 
whereupon a middle polu\ \oued b\ him to exhausted 
receivers, w'ould proKibl) \\ adopted 

Having secured his bishop, and bir (jodtrey Hedwm, who 
specialised in chests, and failed with hi'^ Uncle Lionel 
Charwcll, who had scented the work destined for Lady 
Ali^ his wife, Michael convened the first meeting for 
three 0*cIock in South Square on the day of Fleur's de- 
parttirc for the sea. Hilary was present, and a young 
to take them down. Surprist; came early. They 
attattended^ and fell into conversation around the Spanish 
It was plain to Michael that the bisliop and Sir 
Timothy Fanficld had expectations of the Chair ; and he 
kicked hia father under the table, fearing that one of them 
mi^t propose the other in the hope of the other proposing 
the one. Sir Lawrence then murmured : 

^ My dear, thaCs my shin.^’ 

91S 
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“ I know,” muttered Michael; “shall we get on with 
it ?” 

Dropping his eyeglass. Sir La\s rente said : 

“ Exactly ! Gentlemen, I propose that the Squire takes 
the Chair. Will you second that, MarquesN ? ” 

T)ie Marquess nodded, 

Tlie blow vva^ well received, and ih<‘ ^qlllre proceeded to 
the head of tlic table. He" be gan .t- tulhkws — 

“ I wejn’l beat about the bush V<>u all know as much 
about It as I do, whkli is precious little d'he whole thing 
Is the idea of Mr ilil.iry Charwtll h* re, I’ll a-k him to 
explain it to us 'Flie slums are Ct breed'T'-, and \ erminous 
inti) the bargain, and aiu thing we ean dt* to abate this 
nuisance. I, for tme, "should be happv to do U ill you give 
Mr. C'h.irwell ' 

ill! irv dropped at once into a warm, winy and thorough 
exposition of his views, dwelling pariu ularK on the human 
cliaraeler of a problem “ liillie rto,” la .^aid, “almost 
c.xclu.sively confined to Borough CouneiB, Bigotry and 
Blue Books ” That he had made an impression was 
instantlv demonstrated by the buz/ ot voices. The 
Squire, w'ho was sitting with his head up and his heels 
down, hi.s knees apart and his elbows elosc to hid sides, 
muttered : 

“ la.'t It rip ! Can we smoke, Mont ? ” And, refusing 
the cigars and cigarettes proffered b) Michael, he filled ft 
pipe, and smoked in silence for several minutes. 

“ Then we’re all agreed,” he said, suddenly, “ thst whnt 
we want to do is to form this Fund.” 

No one having as yet exprcs,scd any such opinion, this 
was the more readily assented to. 

** Id that ease, we’d better gel down to it and dfanr'iip 
our appeaL” And, pointing his pipe ai Sir Lnwieoc^ hn 
added: 
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“ You’ve got Hie ^oft of the* gnb with a pen, Mont , 
suppose you and the hisliop and Charwcll here go into 
another room and knock us out a draft Pitch it strong, 
but no watcruork- ” 

When the dcsi^jn.ited three had uitjidrawn, con\'er‘>arion 
broke out again Mich.iel cnuld hear the Squire and Sir 
Godfrey lied\Mn talking of distemper, and the Marquess 
discussing with Mr Montr(»ss tlie electrification of tlie 
Jatter’s kitclien Sir Timoths hanfield was staring at the 
Goya. He was a tall, It .in man of about se\ent\, with a 
thin, hooked nose, brown tace, and large white moustaches, 
who had been in the Housch(»ld Cavalry and come out of 
it. 

A little afraid of his verdict on the (loca, Michael said 
hastily ; 

“ Well, SirTimothv, the to.d strike doesn’t end ” 

"No; they ought to be shot I'm all for the working 
man ; but I’d shi>ot his leaders to morrow " 

" What about the mine-owners ? ” queried Michael 
I’d shoot their leaders, t(K> We shall nev'er have 
industrial peace nil we shoot somebody. Fact is, wc 
didn’t shoot half enough people during the war. Conshics 
and Communists and Profiteers — I’d have had ’em all 
against a wall.” 

I’m very glad you came on our Committee, sir,” 
Michael murmured ; " we want someone with strong 
views.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Sir Timothy, and pointing his chin tow'ards 
the end of the table, he lowered his voice. " Between 
onmlvc^—bit too moderate, the Squire. You want to 
take these scoundrels by the throat. I knew a chap that 
owned half a slum and had the face to ask me to subscribe 
to a Misaionary Fund in China. I told the fellow he ought 
td bcitfiot. Impudent beggar— he didn’t like it.” 
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“ No ? said Michael ; and at this moment the youn^» 
woman pulled liis sleeve. W’as she to take anything down ? 
Not at present — Michael thoutrht 
Sir 'I'lnKnliV was ai;ain starintr at the Goya. 

“ i'amiK portrait ' " he said 
“ No," said Michael , " it's .i (r<t\ < " 

“ DeiRc It Is* (i(j\ R [euish i(.r Christian. Female 
ClirRtian — u hat ' ” 

“No, sir Nanu o( the Spani.h punter'’ 

“ No idea there were an\ txiepi Murillo and \elasquc7~ 
iie\<r .see ans thing like thnn n'.w-.i da\s These modern 
painters, \ou know, ought to In tortured I s.pvd’and again 
fie IfAvered Iir \oRe, “ hisfiop ' - what tin) ’re always 
running .sonn hare < t tfieir own \mi-Hirtli-Conirol, or 
MissiotR of iiorts \\ c u .int to tut this C 3 population o 0 at 
tlie root. Stop ’em having habits In hook or crook ; and 
then shoot a slum landlord or tvu»- dtal witli both ends. 
Hut thcv'll jit'' at a, \ oil’ll stt D’vou know anything 
about ants ? " 

“ Only that thev’re bus\,’’ said Michael. 

“ Tie made a stud\ of ’em Come down to my place in 
Hampshire, and I’ll show vou nn shdts - most interestin’ 
inset i.s in the world." He lowered liis voitc again : 

" W ho’s that talkin’ to the r»ld Marquess W’hat ! The 
rubber man ? Jew, isn't he ^ W'liat axe i.s he grinding ? 
The composition of thi.s Commatte's wrong, Mr. Mont. 
Old Shropshire's a charmin’ old man, but — ” Sir Timothy 
touched his forehead— “ mad as a March hare about 
elcctncay. You’ve got a doctor, too. They’re too mealy* 
mouthed. What you want is a Committee that’ll go for 
those scoundrels. Tea Never drink it. Chap who 
invented tea ought to have been strung up.” 

At this moment the Sub-Committee re-entering the rooxn^ 
Michael rose, not without relief. 
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** Hallo ! ” he heard the Squire say : ‘‘ you’ve been 
pretty slippy.” 

The look of modest worth whirh passed over the faces of 
the Sub-Committee did not .altogether deceive Mich.iel, 
who knew that his Uncle had brought the draft appe.il 
in his coat-pocket It was now handed up, and the Squire, 
putting on some horn-nmmed .spectacles, began reading 
it aloud, a.s if it \\ere an entry nf hounds, or the rules of a 
race meeting Michael could not help feeling that what 
it lost it gained — the Squire and < niphasis were somehov\ 
incompatible. When he li.id hni-'lied reading, the Squire 
said : 

We can discuss it now, clause b\' clause. But time’s 
getting on, gentlemen IVrsonalb., I think it about tills 
the bill. What do \ou s.i\, SiimpNiurc ” 

The Marquess Ic.incd forward and took liis beard m his 

hand. 

An admirable draft, witli one exception. Not sufficient 
Strew is laid on electrification ni the kitchens Sir Godfrey 
will bear me out. You c.ui't expect these poor people to 
keep their hoiuscs clean unless \ou can get nd of the smoke 
and the smells and the files ” 

**Well, we can put in something more about that, if 
youUIgive us the wording, Shropdure.’’ 

The Marquess began to write Michael saw Sir Timoth) 
twirl his moustaches. 

not satisfied,” he began, abruptly. “ I w-ant 
something thai'U make slum landlords sit up. Wc’rc here 
to twist their tails. The appeal’s too mild.” 

“ M-m I ” said the Squire ; ” What do you suggest, 

Fanficld ? ” 

Sir Timothy read from his sliirt cuff. 

** ‘ We record our conviction that anyone wdio owns slum 
property cm^t to be diot/ These gentlemen ” 
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“ That won’t do,” sanJ the Squire. 

“ Why nen ^ ” 

“ All sons of respectable people own slum property — 
Widow's, Syndicates, Dukes, j(o<>dncs'.-knows-who ! VVe 
can't 1^0 calling them gentlemen, and sa)in’ they ought to 
be shot It won’t da " 

Tlic bi^'hop leaned forw irJ * 

“ MiL'ht we ratlier word it like this ? ‘The Kignatories 
much regret that thost peroms u.ho own slum property 
.ire not more ali\ e to their n ''poiMbiliues to the community 
at large,’ ” 

“ (hxjd Lord ! ” bur>t from bii lim<'th\. 

“ I tliink we might [utch it stronger than that, Bishop,” 
said Sir Law rent, e . " Hut wc ought to 1m vc a lawyer here, 
lu tell us cxactK how {,ir we can go.” 

Micliael turned to the Chairman 

‘‘r\e got one in the house, sir My fathcrdn-Iaw — 1 
saw him come in just n^-w I daresac lie'd advise us.” 

“ Old Forsyte ! ” s.iid bir Lawrence “ Tlie very mtu, 
W'c ought to have him on the Commutee, Squire. Hc*f 
well up in th« law of libel.” 

” Ah ! ” said the .Marquc'^s . “ Mr. Forsyte ! By alt 
means — a steady head ” 

” lx*t’s co-C'pt lum, then,” said the Squire ; ” a lawyer*# 
always useful.” 

Michael went out. 

Having drawn the Fragonard blank, he went up to hit 
study, and was greeted by Soamts’ ” What’s this I ” 

” Pretty good, sir, don't you think ? It’s Flcur*i-*-goC 
feeling.” 

“Yes,” muttered Soames; “too much, I slioiilda’t 
wonder.” 

“ You saw the hats in the hall, no doubt. My Slum 
Conversion Committee are just draiting their appeal aii4 
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they’d he most frightfully obliged to you, sir, as a lavvver, if 
you’d come down and cast } our eye over one or two of the 
allusions to slum landlords Thev want to go just far 
enough, you know. In fact, il it wouldn't l'»nrc vou 
tcrrihl), thev’d like to co-(.pt )ou on the Committee ” 

** Would they ^ ” said ho.imes : “ And who are 

they ? ” 

Michael ran over the names 

Soames drew up a no'^tnl “ Lot of titles ! Is this a 
wild-cat thing ^ " 

“ Oh ! no, sir Our wish tn have vou on is a guarantee 
against that Besides, <'ur Ch urm.ui, Wilfred Bentworth. 
has refused a title three times " 

“Well,” said hoanus, “I d->n't know I’ll tome and 
have a look at them " 

“That’s very good ot \ on I think \(tu'll find them 
thorougldy respectable." and he preceded Soames down- 
stairs. 

“This is quite (»ut of my line," said Soames on the 
threshold. He w'.as greeted with a number of little silent 
bows and nods. It was his impression that they’d been 
having a scrap. 

“Mr.-Mr. F orsvte,” Slid what he supposed was this 
Bentworth, “we want \ou as a lawyer to come un tins 
Committee and keep us~cr— .straight— check our fire- 
eaters, like Fanfield there, if vou know what 1 mean ; ” and 
he looked over his tortoiseshell spectacles at bir Timothv 

wx Qxa \.lvvv 'k'A sft'i kit '^'0^4'.” 

He passed a sheet of paper to Soames, who had sat down 
' oft a chair siipj>cd under him bv the young woman. Soames 

began to read : 

^ * While we suppose that there may be circumstanct 

which jn^tify the possession of slum property, we never- 

tiwlei* regfet profoundly the apparent indifference of most 
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slum owners to this i^u.a luiion.il evil With the henrty 
co-uperjtion of slum propert) owners, much mi^ht be 
Jonc which .u present uinn(»t be done We do not wish 
to hold them up to the evecr.iuon <if anv<me, hut we want 
them in realise tiiaf the\ must at least eo-operate in 
t^’ettimj rid nt this blot on our i t\ ills aion 

lie read it twice, holdim^ the eiui of his nose between his 
thumb and Hnutr , tlien said “ ‘ \\\ don't wish to hold 
thim up to the txcirilion of inxom ’ If voii don’t 
\ ou vlon’i , then win si\ so' Tlic v\ord ‘ t \ccration ’ ! 
H’m ' " 

" I'A.u tl\ ! " said tin Chairrn m “Most valuable to 
have \ou on the Ci»mmittec, Mr - 1 ors\te ” 

“ N<U at all,” said .''oimes, starine round bun • “ 1 don’t 
know th it I'm (.onunp on " 

“Look here, sir!" And boanus saw a fellow who 
looked like a (ietieral in a stor\-bo(.k, 1( mini' towards him : 
“ D'you mean to sav wc c.in't ua- a mild word like ‘ execra- 
tion,* when we know thc\ ouuhl to Ik shot ^ ” 

Soames gave a pile smiJt . it there was a thing he 
couldn’t stand, it was militaribni 
“ You can use it if you like,” he said, ” but nm with me 
or any other man of judgment on the 0»mmiitcc.” 

At his words at least four members of the Committee 
burst into speech Had he said anything vx) strong ? 

** We’ll pass that without those word-, then,” said the 
Chairman. “ Now for your tlausc about the kicchcQS, 
Shrop'hirc. Thai’s important ” 

The Marquess began reading ; Soames looked at him 
almost wTtli benevolence. They had hit it off very wdl 
over the Morland. No one objected to the addition^ and 
it was adopted. 

That’s that, then. 1 don’t think there's anything 
more, I want to get off.” 
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**A minute, Mr. Chairman.’* Soames saw that the 
words were issuing from behind a walrus-like moustache. 
“ I know more of these pc<»ple than any of you here. I 
Started life in the slums, and I want to tell you something. 
Suppose you get some money, suppose you convert some 
streets, will you convert those people ? No, gentlemen ; 
you won’t.” 

“ Their children, Mr M» »ntr(iss, their children,” said a 
man whom Soames recognised as (me of those whf) had 
married Michael to his daughter 

“I’m not against the appeal, Mr. Charwcll, but I’m a 
self-made man and a realist, and I know what w'c’rc up 
against. I’m going to put some monev into this, gen- 
tlemen, but I want \ou to know that I du so with my 
eyes open.” 

Soames s.a\v the eyes, melanchnK and brown, fi.xed on 
himself, and had a longing to <ay : “ You bet ! ” Hut, 
looking at Sir Lawrence, he ‘aw that ‘ old Mont ’ had the 
longing, too, and closed hia lips firmly 

“Gipital!” said the Chairm.in “Well, Mr. Forsvte, 
arc you joining us } ” 

Soames looked round the table. 

** I’ll go into the matter,” he said, “ and let you know.” 

Almost iDSt.antly the Committee broke towards their 
hats, and he was left opposite tlie (kw a with the Marquess. 

A Goya, Mr. Forsyte, I think, .ind a g(x>d one. Am I 
mistaicen, or didn’t it once belong to Burlingford ? ” 

said Soames, astonished. “ 1 bought it when 
Lord Burlingford sold his pictures in 1910.” 

“ I thought so. Poor Burlingford ! He got very- rattled, 
I Itmember over the House of Lords. But, you see, 
they’ve done nothing since. How English it all was ! ” 

a dilatory lot,” murmured Soames, whose 
pditiqil^ticolkctions were of the vaguest. 
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** Fortunately* perhaps,” said the Marquess ; “ there is 
so much leisure for repentance ” 

“ I can show you another picture or two, here, if you care 
for them,” said Soame-^. 

“ 1 )o,” said the Marquess ; and Sonnies led him across the 
hall, now evacuated In the hat'' 

“ W attcaii, Frau'on.ird, Pater. Cliardin,” said Soames. 

The Marque'^s wav i,* i/iiu^ from pitiurc to picture with 
hm head a htih on one vide 

“ Ocliichtful ' ” he v.iid “What a pleasant, and what 
a worthksv .ti,'c that vsav! After ali, (he Ircnch arc the 
onl\ people til It can mike \uc attraitive e\.tept perhaps 
the J.ipanevt, hth-rt (he\ were spoiled d'ell me, Mr. 
hoi's) to, do \ou know in\' hrnan who has done it ? ” 

So.on.'', will) had iKccr vtudnd the question and was 
haiiiptT'.d h’, not kn -winj^ wIkiIkt ho wanted an English- 
man :o do It, vsav h( vit.itiivj wlun the Marvjiuss added : 

“ And let no sudi domcvin pcopl- as the French.” 

” M) wife’s French,” vaid hoainev, I a.kin^» round his nose. 

” Indeed ' ” s.iid tlie Marqm , “ How pleasant ! ” 

So im<v was ag.un about to answer, v^hen the Marquew 
continued : 

•‘To see* them out on Sundaes— the whole fanuly, 
with their bread and cheese, iluir s.iuv.ipc and wine! A 
truly remarkable jx-oph ' ” 

“I prefer our>cKts,” v.hd Soames, bluntly, 

ornament d, perhaps, but ” he stopped short of hii 

counrr\'N virtues 

“The first of my fanuly, Mr. Forsyte, was undoubtedly 
a Frenchman —not even a Norman Frenchman. There’* 
a tradition that he \vav cni;a),xd to keep William Rnfua’* 
hair red, when it was on the turn. 'They gave him lands, 
so he must have been successful. WeVe had a red ftteak 
in the family ever since. My granddaughter—** He 
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regarded Soames with a bird-likc eye — “ But she and )our 
daughter hardly got on, I remember.” 

“ No,” said Soames, grimly, “ they hardly got on.” 

“ I’m told thc)’’vc m.idc it up.” 

“ I don’t think so,” said Soames ; “ but that’s ancient 
history.” 

In the stress of his present uneasiness he could have 
wished it were modern. 

“Well, Mr. Forsyte, I’m delighted to have seen these 
pictures. Your son-m-law tells me he’s going to electrifv 
the kitchen here. Believe me, there’s nothing more 
conducive to a quiet stomach th.in a cook who never gets 
heated. Do tell Mrs. Fors\ te that ! ” 

** I will,” said Soames ; “ hut the h'rcnch are ctm- 
scrvativc.” 

Lamentably so,” replied the Marques.s, holding out 
his hand : “ Good-bye to \ ou ' ” 

“ Good-bye ! ” said Soames, and remained at the windovN, 
gating after the old man's short, quick figure in its grey- 
green tweeds, with a feeling of ha\mg been slightly 
electrified. 



CH VITf'R XII 

ni I u HU s MMiT 

Firip v.it uin.li r .» eroMu ut l.iTini: There \\crc few 
tliiriL’'- with u/ikh '})' I. 'J h'--' putiiriit ihun ihr «;c.j It 

w.i^ riot in htr I'iic .t, ’Airh it*' rcputuiion fi)r 

iH\'r heinj in th'. mu inoml, hlui , uct. uiKcasinp, h.ui 
for liir .1 di'^trc s^ine ''.mu n< \nd, ifi'uii^di she s.it with 
In r f,u c to rt. 'Ik turru A (<• it th. h u k <-t her mind. She 
ii.Kl lucn th<rc’ A W(.(k uith'uit ♦'t ' mi: h'n aj^ain Tlicy 
knew where 'hi wms, \et <»nl\ h.ul been over; and 

Jur quii-k in'tiiKt .ippn he nd' d tiie lausc- Anne must 
}ia\t teeonie aware ut her \nd n->\e, .1-, Hnllv had told 
her, there wa' n«» Imiijir even (loodwond to look feirward 
l<> hverv where she WU' baulked and with all her heart 
re'cnied it ' Slie w.t' indexd in a wretched state of in- 
dec isum If she had known preciselv' the end she wished 
to attain, she c'cmld have possessed he*r soul; but she 
knew It not Even the i arc of Kit was no longer important. 
He was robust again, and ernplovfd .dl day, with spade and 
bucket 

‘ I can't stand it,’ she* themithr ; ‘ I .shall go up to town. 
Michael will l>c glad of me ’ 

She went up after an earlv lunch, reading in the train a 
bcx)k of reminiscences which took away the reputationi 
of various dead persons. Quite in the mode, it distracted 
her tlioughts more than she had hoped from its rule; 
and her spirits rose as the scent of oysters died out of the 
air. She had letters from her father and Michael in her 
bag, and got them out to read again. 
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“Dear Hiari” (r.m Michael’s — yes, she supposed she 
teas still his dear heart) — 

** I hope this finds you and Kit as it leaves me ‘ at the 
present time of speakint^ ’ But I miss you hornbK a-> 
usual, and intend to dcsceml on \ou before lonp, unless \(>u 
descend on me first I don’t know if \ou s,u\ our appe.il 
in the papers on Mondav People are alrcadv l>eL;mning 
to take bonds I lie Citniiniitce ueiuhcd in \scll lor a send- 
off. The walrus put dovMi hv< tliousand of the lx>r, the 
Marquess sent )our tatiur’s Morland dieque for si\ hun- 
xlrcd, and your Dad .ind B.irt e.uh two-fiftv The 
Squire ga\c five hundred, Hedwin and Sir 'rimothy a 
hundred apiece, and the Ihslaq iiut us twentv and his 
blessing. So we o['ened with si\ tiiou^.md eiglir hun Ircd 
and twenty from the committie ahme none so dustv 
1 believe the tiling will go 'Fhe appeal has been re-printed, 
and is going out to everyone who ever gives to anv thing, 
and amongst other propaganda, we’ve got the Pol\ rheum 
to promi.se to siiow a slum film it we can get one made 
My Uncle Hilary is very Inieked It was funnv to see 
your Dad — he was a long time making up his mind, and 
he actually went down to look at the Meads. He came 
back saying — lie didn't know, it was a tumble-down 
neighbourhood, he didn’t iliink it could be done for five 
hundred a house. I had my uncle to him that evening, 
and he knocked under to Hilary’s charm But next 
morning he was very grumpv — said his name would l>e in 
the papera as signing the appeal, and seemed to think it 
would^do him harm. 'Thev’ll think I’ve taken leave of 
my »enacs,’ was his way of putting it. However, there he 
on the committee, and he’ll get used to it in time 
They^re a rum team, and hut for the bugs I don’t think 
they*d hold together. We had another meeting to-day. 
OW Blythe’s no«« i-* prooerly out of joint ; he says IVc 
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gone h.jck on him .ind I h,n-cn’t, of course — 

init, d.ish It, one mu‘'t h.uo voinctljing rcj] to do ! 

“ All mv lo\t iti \ oil .ind Kit 

•* MiOIAtL 

“I've cot \oiir Jriutni: fr.mud .itul hung .>K)vc my 
huro.ai, .ind \er\ jolK n Ioo^•^ Your D.id was quite 
-truck M “ 

111" }'ur< . 11 - " 'I lie iroldcri -pplc How ironical! 
poor Mkh r 1 It l.c kru u- ' 

H r l.ith. r'- I - 1 cor v\.i- -hort - -he h.tvl never had a long 
one. troin him 

“ Mv Di \H Cull i>, 

^ oiir m ulu r /i o cm Iku k to ‘ The Shelter,’ hut I am 
ht.isini: on .0 tiricn S’r<ci ahoi.t tin- thing MichaelN. 
1 don’t know, I’m -urt, ulatticr th(r'\ .myiinng in it; 
th( re .1 lot of i: iinmon t ilked .ihoiit the slums ; sjjH, for a 
p.irso'i, I hnJ hi- I nele f Iilwrv .m nni thle Kliow, and there 
are some roodi-li n.ime.- on the cwminittce We shall see. 

“I h.id no idea vou liad kept up \oiir water-colours. 
The dr.iwing has con-ulerahlt merit, though the subject 
i> not dear to me The fruit look- t<Mi soft and rich for 
apf'le*' Still. I suppose vou know what you W'crc driving 
at I am gi..d the news of Kit is so good, and that you arc 
feeling the better for tla sea air. 

** Ever vour affectionate father, 

“ S. F.” 

Knew what she was driving at ! If only she did ! And 
if onlv her father didn’t ! That was the doubt in her mind 
when she tore up the letter and scattered it on Surrey 
through the window. He watched her like a lynx — like a 
lover ; and she did not want to be watched jnst now. 

She had no luggage, and at Victoria took a cab for 
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Chiswick June v\ould at least knuu bomethini,^ about 
those two; \\hLthcr ihc\ were ^till at VVansdon, or where 
they were 

How well she rtniemhered the little house from the oir 
visit she had paRl tu it- in the d,i\ ^ when she .ind jon — I 
June wa> in the hall, on the point of ^^oine out 
“Oh! ItS )ou ! ” sIr s.,k1 “You didn’t coiir that 
Sunday ' ” 

“ No, I had too hurIi to do b< ton I went away " 

“Jon and Anne art sta\ina here n-iw Harold is 
painting a beautiful thinL’’ ot her It’ll be quite unique 
Shc’vS a rnce litlk thim:, 1 tlnnl ('/v* was several inJies 
taller than June, aceordiru: to 1 leur's recollection) "and 
pretty. I’m just goini: out to cet liitn 'oniethinu he 
specially wants, but I sh m’t be .i quartt r ot an hour It 
you’ll wait in the meal room till I (ome b.ick, I'll take v ou 
up, and then he’ll see \ ou He's the onlv man who\ Joiul; 
real work just now 

“ It’s so nice tliat there’s (me.” said Fleur. 

“ Here’s an album ot reproductions ot his pictures ” — 
and June opened a lart;e book on a snitdl dinini'-t.ible. 
“Isn’t that lovely? But all las work lias such qualitv 
You look tlirougli It, and I’ll come b.iek ” And vwith a little 
squeeze of Elcur’s .shoulder, she fled 

Fleur did not look tlirough the .dbum, she looked through 
the window and round the rcnmi How she remembered it, 
and that round, dim mirror of very old glass wherein she 
had seen herself while she waited for Jon And the sicrmy 
little scene they had been tlirough together in this rtM)m 
too small for siorm.s, seven years ago ! Jon staying here ! 
Her heart beat, and she stared at herself again in that dim 
mirror. Surely she was no worse to Icxik at than she 
had been then ! Nay ! She was lieitcr ! Her face had 
a stamp on it now, line on the roundness of youth ! Couldn’t 
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she let him know that she was here ? Couldn't slie see 
him •'omehow just for a minute alone ! That little one- 
c\cd fanatic- for so m her th'<ui^hts Fleur looked on 
June- -would Ic haik directK And quick mind took 
quick decision If |on were in, she would find him! 
louthint^ her hair at tht sid( , the pearls round her netk^ 
and flukinir n almost po\\derles, put! o\cr her nose, she 
went out in o the hall ind li*>t(rKd No sound! And 
sIowIn she !'■ pan mountinp tlu. st ur- In his bedroom he 
Wfiiild I't, ir in the studio t}ur< wa'. no other co\cri, 
On the lu'-; Ian iinij, iHviro.iir to riitht of her, bedrtKim to 
iett of iu r ba'hr<-om in troiii ot lu r, the door-^ open. 
Blank' .t d bl .nk in lu r ht irt ' I h* studio was all there 
w.<s And there wOl as Jon, would be the 

painter .tnd th.it inrl, hi-, wile Was it vsorth it f She 
took two steps down, .ind then retraced them Yes! It 
was SlovsK, \tr\ siUntK, slit went The .s'ludio door 
w.is o[ien, lor sht could hc.ir the quick, lamiliar shuffle of 
a painter to his c.itn.is and aw.ic ap.nn She closed her 
e\cs a moment, and tlicn ap.un went up On the landing, 
close to the open door, she stood still No need to go 
further, her, in tlic riwiin directly opposite to her, was a 
lonp, broad mirror, and in it unseen herself — she could 
sec Jon was sitting on the end <;f a low divan with an 
unsmoked pipe in his; hand, staring straight before him. 
On the dais that girl veas standing, drcsficd in white ; her 
hands held a long-stemmed liiy whose flower reached to 
within an inch of iicr chin Oh ' she was pretty — pretty 
and brt>wn^ with those dark eyes and that dark hair framing 
her face. But Jon's expression — dccpsci on the mask 
of hiS visage as the eves in his head ! She had seen lion 
cubs look like that, seeing nothing close to them, seeing 
— what f — in the distance. That girl’s eyes, what was it 
Holly had called them “ best type of water-nymph’s ” 
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— slid round and looked at him, and at once his eyes 
left the distance and smiled back. Fleur turned then, 
hurried down the stairs, and out of the house. Wait 
for June — hear her rhapsodise — be introduced to the 
painter — liavc tf) control her face in front of that girl : 
No ! Mounting to the top of her ’bus, she saw June 
skimming round a corner, and thought with malicious 
pleasure of her tli>appoininieni —when one Inid been hurt, 
one wanted to hurl s(lnKbod^ The 'bus earned iicr 
away down the king's Ruad, Hammersmith, sweating in 
the westering sunlight, av\.i\ intij the big town with its 
myriad lives and inleresiN, untouchable, iiuiidercnt as I'atc. 

At Kensington (j.irden- die descended If she could get 
her legs to ache, perha[-s lu r he irt would not And she 
walked fast between the flowers and the nursemaids, the 
old ladies and the old gentlemen But her legs were 
strong, and H\de Park Corner c.mic too socm lor all but 
one old gentleman who had tried to keep pat'c vMth her 
because, at his age, it did liim getod to be attracted Slie 
crossed to the Green Park and held on And she despised 
herself while she walked. She despised herself She — to 
whom the heart \\as such i trux jru ; wlio had learned, as 
she thought, to control or outspeed emotions i* 

She reached home, and it was emptv— Michael not in. 
She went upstairs, ordered herself some Turkish coffee, 
got into a hot bath, and lay there smoking cigarettes. She 
experienced some .alleviation. Among her friends the 
recipe had long been recognised. When she could steep 
herself no more, she put on a wrapper and went to MiciiaeP.s 
ftndy. There was her ‘ Golden Apple ’ — very nicely 
framed. The fruit looked to her extraordinarily uneatable 
at that moment. The smile in Jon’s eyes, answering that 
girl’s smile ! Another woman’s leavings ! The fruit was 
not worth eating. Sour apples — sour apples ! Even the 
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white monkev would refuse fruit like that. And for some 
minutes she stoi^d starine mstc.Kl at the eves of the ape in 
that Chinese pamtinQ - those almost human eves that yet 
were not human hec.iusc tluir owner had no sense of 
continuity A modern painter (.ould not have painted eyes 
like that The Chinese irtist of all those tenturies a)^o had 
lontinmt) and tradition in hi' Mood, he liad seen the 
creature’s restlessness at a sharper iiie’le than people could 
see It noi\, and stamped it there (< t ev( r 

And Fleur — tharnnni.' m her jade L^rten wr.ipper —tucked 
a (orner of her hp hehin 1 i tooth, and vsent hack to her 
room to tinish drtssmi^' ,'shc put on her prettiest frock. 
If she could not have the wish ot htr ht-art— the w'itih that 
she Mlt would i.M\c her calm and continuity - let her at 
least h.ue ple.isure, speed, distraction, i^rasp it with both 
liands, cat it vcitii lull lips And s|k sal dowm before her 
gl.iss to make her-tlf a^ pcTtect as she could She mani- 
cured her hands, titivated her hair, stented her cycbrowi, 
smoothed her lips, put on no rouire, .ind tlie merest dusting 
of powder, sa\c where the sta'idt sun )iad stained her 
neck 

Michael found her still sc.ited there— a modern maftcf- 
picce — almost tex* perfect to t(»uth 

“Fleur'” ne said, and nothinj^ more; but any more 
would had'c spculed it 

“ I thought I deserved a night out Dress quickly, 
Michael, and let’s dine somewhere amusing, and do a 
theatre and a club afterwards You needn’t go to th« 
Hou?e this evening, need you ? ” 

He had meant to go, but there was in her voice what 
would have stopped him from affairs even more scrion*. 

Inhaling her, he said : 

“ Delicious ! I’ve been in the slums. Shan't be a jiffy, 
darling ! ” and he fled. 
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During the jiffv she thought of him und how g(XHi he 
was ; and while she thouglit, she saw the eyes and the hair 
and tlic smile of [on 

J lie ‘somewhere amuAinp ’ u.is n little rcst.iur.i nt full 
of theatrical folk Fleur and Michael knew many of them, 
and they came up, as they passed out to their theatres, 
and said : 

“How delightful to see \(Ui!“ and looked as if thc\ 
meant it— so siran^>e ' Hut then, theatre folk were like 
that! They looked things so easilv And thev ki pt 
sa\ing: “ Ha\t v()u seen our sjiow ' ()h ! ^ ou must 

It’s just too Iri^ditful ' ” or, “It's a marvellous pla\ ' “ 
And then, over the otlur shoulder thev would see soinehodv 
else, and call out * “ Ha ' How dehyhifiil to sec you ' 
There was no horin^^^ continuit\ about them Fleur drank 
a ctxktail and two glasses of ehampap’nc bhe went out 
with her cheeks sh^ditK flushed “ Dat Fubly L.idv “ had 
been in progress over hall-an-liour before thev reached her , 
but this did not seem to m.itter, for what tliey saw con- 
veyed to them no more than what thc\' had not seen. The 
house was very full, and people were saciny that the thin^' 
would “run for years.” It had a tunc which had taken 
the town by storm, a male dancer whose le^s could form 
the most acute angles, and no continuity whatever 
Michael and Fleur w'cnt out humming the tune^and tCK^k 
a taxi to the dancing club to which they belonged because 
it was the thing, rather than because they c\cr w'cnt there 
It was a select club, and contained among its members a 
Cabinet Minister who had considered it his duty Thev 
found a Charleston in progress, seven couples wobbling 
weak knees at each other in various corners of the 
room. 

** Gawd ! ” said Michael. “ I do think it*s the limit of 
vacuity ! What’s its attraction ^ ” 
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V’acuit\% my dear Thi^ i5 .1 vacuous — didn’t you 

know ' ” 

“ Is tlicrc no limit ? ” 

“A limn,’ ‘>aid 1 Icur, “is wha vou can’t i;o beyond; 
line can alwavs bi conu more vatiious ” 

The words Were nothim,', tor, alter all, evnuism was in 
fashion, hut the tone made Mu hat I shiver, lie felt in it a 
personal nny Did slie, then, letl lier hie vacutius ; 
and, ilso, wh\ ' 

“TIkv sa\,” said 1 leur, “tlure’s anotlur American 
darue tomin^', c.dlcd ' ’I'ln. White Hearn,’ that’s ijot even 
h ss in It ” 

“Not possihh“," muttered Mnhacl, “tor com^»cnitaI 
idi'KV this’ll nev ( r he surpassed Look at those two * ” 

'Idle two in question were wtihhlmi; towards them with 
tlieir knets flexed as il their souls had slipped down into 
them , iheir c\es re^-arded Heur and Mkhacl with no more 
expression than could have been found in four first-class 
marbles A stran^^c earnestness radiated from them below 
the waist, hut above tliat line thev seemed to liavc passed 
awav 'Fhe music stopped, and t\uh of the seven couplet* 
stopped also and liegan to clap their hands, holding them 
low, as though afraid of disturbing the vacuity attained 
above. 

“ I refuse to believe it,” said Michael, suddenly. 

“ W hat ” 

“That this represents our Age— no beauty, no joy, no 
skill, not even devil— ju.st look a fool and wobble your 
knees.” 

“ You can’t do it, you sec ” 

“ D’you mean you can ’ ” 

“ Of course," said Fleur ; “ one must keep up with 
things.” 

“ Well, for the land’s lake, don’t let me see you.” 
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At this moment the sc“\en couples stopped clapping their 
hands— the hand had broken into a tunc to which the 
knee c<juld not be flexed. Micliacl and Fleur began to 
dance. 7'hcv danced together, two fox-trots and a u.ih/, 
then left. 

“After all,'’ said Fleur, m the ta.xi, “dancing makc^ 
you forget yourself That was the be.iutv nt the canteen 
Find me another job, Michael , I can bring Kit back in 
about a week ” 

“How about joint S'-c rc i.irv^hip witli me of oiir Slum 
Conversion l*'und ' 'i'ou'd be iin.iluable to gtt up balF, 
bazaars, and matinees “ 

“I wouldn't mind I suppose tluv'rc worth con- 
verting.” 

“ Well, / think so ^'ou don't know Hilar\ ; I must get 
him and Aunt Ma\ to lunch , alter that \ou c.in ]udgc tor 

yourself.” 

He slipped hi'^ hand under her b.irc arm, and added . 
“ Fleur, you’re not quite tired of me, arc you ? " 

The tone ot his voice, iiumble and a little anxious, 
touched her, and she pres^cd his hand with her arm 
I should never be tired of \ou, Michael ” 

“You mean \ou'd never have a feeling so definite 

towards me.” 

It was exactly what she had meant, and she hastened to 
deny it. 

“ No, dear boy ; I mean I know a good thing, and even 
a good person, when Pvc got it.” 

Michael sighed, and, taking up her hand, put it to his 

lipfi. 

“ I wish,” cried Fleur, “ one wasn’t so complex. You’re 
Ittcky to be single-hearted. It’s the greatest gift. Only, 
don’t ever become serious, Michael, That’d be a mis- 
fortune,” 
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“ N;i ; aftcT all, ronicdv’s tlic ro.il thinj^ ” 

“ Lrr’s hdpc M),” said { K*ur, as iJ-c ta\i stftppcd. “ Dc- 
Iilious ' ” 

And MiGiacl, ha\ini: p mi flic driicr, Li-,kfd at her 
Iiirhtcd up in the open d-aDru.n Dehti<iLi.> niglii 1 Yes — 
tor him. 



CHAPTER XIII 


‘ A I WAYS * 

The announcement b\ Michael on the following Monehiy 
that Fleur woulei be brinEnni^ Kit liome the next niornini;, 
caused Soames to say . 

“ I'd like to ha\e a h'ok at that part of the wtirld I'll 
take tlic car do\sn thi^ afternoon and drive them to- 

morrow. Don't sa\ ainthinj; to Fleur I’ll let her know 
when I get do\%n to Ncttletold 'I'hert’s an hotel there, 
I’m told 

“Quite a good one," said Michael. “ iiut it’ll be lull 
for Goodwood " 

“ I’ll telephone. The\ must find a room for me ” 

He did, and they found tor lum a room which somebody 
else lost. He started about five -Riggs having informed 
him that it was a two-.md-a-half liours’ drive The day 
had been somewhat English in tharacter, but b\ the time 
he reached Dorking had become tine enough to enjoy. He 
had seen little of the England that la\ beyond the str.iight 
line between Ids river home and Westminster, for many 
years ; and this laic afternoon, less preoccupied than usual, 
he was able to give it a somewhat detached consideration. 
It was certainly a vanegated and bumpv land, incorrigibly 
green and unlike India, Canada and Japan. They said it 
had been jungle, heath and marsh not fifteen hundred 
years ago. What would it be fifteen hundred years hence ^ 
Jungle, heath and marsh again, or one large suburb — who 
could say ? He had read somewhere that people would 
live underground, and come up to take the air in their 

9 ¥^ 
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flying m.ichincs on Sundays He thought it was unlikely 
I he hneli'sli U'luld still want their windows down and a 
thorfjugh draught, .ind so lar as ht could sec, it would 
always be stuffy to pla\ with a ball underground, and 
impoNciblc to pi i\ with a b dl up in the air Those fellows 
who wrote proj'lKtK artules and books, were alwavs 
forgetting tint people had { issi .ns He would make a 
bet tliat the passions ot the I nglish in I4CK3 \ n. would 
still be plavmg golp (.urging tlie weather, sitting in 
draugh1^ and reMsing tiu praver book 

And that remind'd him tliat ol.l (ira^lman veas getting 
\<.r\ 'Tl, he must l-.'-l out tor M.nHbr*d\ who Could take 
his place 1 here wa-- nothing to vlo m the family trusts 
now - th( onK cs,(i?tnl was p-rt'ct honestv And where 
was he going to tind it h\en it ilurc was some about, 
It could Olds be tested by prolong'd <\perirncnt. Must 
be a \oungish mm, ti>o, because lie liirnself couldn’t last 
\er\ much longer Vnd, moving at forty miles an hour 
along the road to iiillmgsliurst, he reudled iK'ing fetched 
b) old (j'radman at six miles .in hour from Paddington 
Station to Park Lane in a gO'wlcr with wet straw on the 
floor— o\er si\t\ \ears ag(> - when old (Iradm.in himself 
was onl\ a bf>y of iwcnt\, trying to gr'iw side-whiskers 
and writing round-hand all da\ “Five Oaks” on a 
'iignpoht ; he couldn't sec the oaks ' What a pace that 
chap Riggs was going ! One of these da\s he would bring 
the whole thing to grief, and be sorry for it. But it was 
someliow tnfra dtg to pull him up for speed when there 
wasn’t a woman in the car; and Soames sat the stiller, 
with a slightly contemptuous expression as a kind of 
insurance against his own sensations. Through Pul- 
borough, down a twisting hill, across a little bridge, a little 
river, into a different kind of country — something new to 
him — fiat meadows all along, that would be marsh in the 
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winter, 1r \vr)uld w.i^cr, witli Lir^'c, dark red cattle, and 
black-aiid-uliite .»nd ^tr.iuherrv roan cattle , and n\cr 
away to the Sfjuth, In^h riMin^ viowiis of a sm^ularh' coul 
green, a'j if they were white inside Chalk -i)Utcr<>ppni^» 
here and tlicre, and sheep up on those downs, n(» doidn — 
his tathtr iiad alua\s sworn hv Southdown mutton A 
ver) prett) lii^lil, a si]\ery lool , a nae prospect altoi^ether, 
that made vou iet 1 t limner at «*ir< and In^htc-r in the head ’ 
So this was the sort <»! iounir\ his m jdiew had pot hold 
of, and that younp tellow Jon ior^Mc WOP It inipht 
have been worse -\er\ mduidual, he didn't rem< iiiber 
anything just like it And a son of prudpinL^ fairness, 
latent in Soames’ mturc, ap| lauded slielul). How that 
chap Riggs was batming tie' <ar ep thi- hill - tlu dcute of 
n hill, too, past chalk-pils and L'ra\el*pil', ami grassy 
down and dipping ‘^purs ot eo\crt, past the lodge of a 
park, into a great beech woovl \(.r) preit\ —very still — 
no life but trc-cs, .spreading tn'c-., \cr\ cool, \er\ green' 
Past a monstrous great church tlnng, now, and a h^t of 
higJi walks and towers- Arundel Castle, lu' suj'po.sed , huge, 
great place ; would lcM)k better, no doubt, the further you 
got from it ; then over another ri\cr and up another hill, 
banging along into thi.' Nctilcfold and the iioicl, and tiic 
sea in front of you ! 

Soames got out. 

What limcN dinner i ” 

Dinner is on, sir.'* 

Do they dress ? 

Yes, sir. There's a fancy dress dance, sir, this evening, 
before Goodwood." 

What a thing to have ! Get me a table ; I’ll be dowm 
directive 

He had once it»d in a Victorian novel that the mark 
of a gentleman was being able to dress for dinner in ten 
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minutes, t\ing his own tie. He h-ul never for^tten it 
He was d<mn in ruei\(\ Mo t pec-ple had ne.irly hnishrd, 
but there w.i'. no one m fanc\ dress So.ime-; ate leisurel\, 
contemplating a V'lrdcn with liic sea l)e\ond. He had not, 
like Meur, an objection to tht ',ea had he not once lived 
at Hrnrhton jor se\tn year', itoim,' up and down to his 
work in town • That w.^^ the epodi when he had been 
hvinit JiA\n the di'er. ol bt inp do(.rrcd by his first wife. 
Curious how tlu injurtil pirtv was ,ilwa\s the one in 
dusgrau' ' Peopk adniirtd inimor.dit) , however much 
thc\ "aid the) duin't The dto-rted husband, the descried 
wife. Were hHiked on as poor thinvs Was it due to some 
ihimt ^till wild in hum in n.iture, or mcrcl) to reaction 
a|.,Minst the salaritd riioralit) ot judites .iiid parsons, and so 
forth Mor.dii'. \ou mmht r(.sp(ct, but salaried morality 
— no ! H( b (0 seen it in p< of!.-\ < \cs aticr )»is own trouble; 
he liad sten it in the M irjorn 1 1 rr.ir c isc. The fact was, 
people took t'u {'r(*tet.tion ot ilu law ind secretly disliked 
it because it was protctti\e Tiic same tiling' with taxes— 
you Cf»uldn’i do without them, but you avoided paying 
them when \i'ii could 

Havinj? hiiishtd dinner, he sat with his cigar in a some- 
what deserted lounge, turning over weekly papers full of 
ladies with children or dog", ladies with ilothcs in striking 
attitudes, ladies with no elothes in still more Striking 
attitudes; men with titles, men in aeroplanes, statesmen 
in trouble, racehorses ; large houses prefaced with rows 
of people with the names printed clearly for each, and 
other evidences of the millennium. He supposed his 
fcDow-gucsts f'crc ‘liolling up ’ (as young Michael would 
put it) for thii ball J-t^ncy dressing up at their age ! But 
people weak-minded— no question of that I Fleur 
would be surprised when he dropped in on her to-morrow 
early. Soon she would be coming down to him on the 
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river — its best time of \ car— and perhaps he could take 
her for a motor trip into the west somewlicrc ; it inij^jhr 
divert her thoughts from this p.»rt of the country and that 
youn)2^ man. He had often promised himself a visit to 
where tlic old Eorsvtes came f^nm , only he didn’t suppose 
she would care to look at anythinj^^' so rustn as i,^enuine 
farmland. Tlie maua/ine dropped from his finders, and 
he sat staring out of the large vsindows at the flowers about 
to sleep He hadn’t so nianv n’ore tears before liim now, 
he supposed. The) said th.a ptople lived longer than tlicy 
used to, but how he was g )ing to outlive tlie old I'orsvtes, 
he didn’t know—tlie ten i)f them had averaged eightv’- 
seven years- a monstrous age ' And vet lie didn’t feel 
It would be natural to die in another sixKcn tears, with 
the flowers growing like that out there, and his grand'.on 
coming along nicclv With age one suffered from the 
feeling that one might have enjoved things more Cows, 
for instance, and rooks, and go<td smells Curious how 
the country grew on >ou as vou got older ' But he didn't 
know that it would ever grow on Eleur — she wanted people 
about her ; still she might lose that when she found out 
once for all that there wa» so little m them. The light 
faded on the garden and his reverie There were lots of 
people out on the sea front, and a band had begun to play. 
A band was playing behind him, too, in rhe hotel some- 
where. They must be dancing I He might have a look 
at that before he went up On his trip round the world 
with Fleur he had often put his nose out and watched the 
dancing on deck — funny business nowadays, shimmying, 
bunnyhugging, didn’t they call it ^--dreadful! — He remem- 
bered the academy of dancing where he had been instructed 
as a small boy in the polka, the mazurka, deportment and 
calisthenics. And a pale grin spread over his chaps — 
that little old Miss Shears, who had taught him and Wini-* 



SWAN SONG 


945 


fred, \^}int wouldn’t she h.nc died ot if she h.id Ii\ed to 
sec tiicsc modern d.incts ’ People despised the tdd djnccjv, 
and when he came to think nf it, he li.id despi'scd them 
hIm^elt, but compared with thi" modern walkinj; about 
and shaking at the knets. flu \ had been dances, after 
all Look at the fliL'hlmd s< hottisOie, where \ou spun 
round and houlcvl, and tlie old ” dop to the tunc “D'ye 
ken lohn IVtl" s(»me stiniTo in them, and )ou had 
to ihanc’e \our col! ir No i haiii^im,' uillar'> nowaday^ 
- ihev just dawdled I '►r an .iL’t that prided itself on 
cnjocin^ life, the\ liad a tunnv ulia of it lie remembered 
once Ixtorc his first marnai^x-, c'l'inc b\ accident- to one 
ot those old dancini; clubs, the \thenians, and seeing 
(Korc’e lorsNte and liis cronies w.di/iiu' and swinging the 
girls round and round clean off tluir feet. The girls at 
those cluh'-, then, were all prcdcs'ional hghts-o’dcA'C V cry 
different now, be was told , but there n was -people posed 
n<)wada)S, they petsed as t ttrurs, .md all the rest of Jt, but 
tlie\ didn’t vive; thc\ tliought too much about how' to. 

d ho music- all ja// -died behind him and roftc again, 
and ho, too, rose He would just iu\c a squint and go to 
bed. 

The ball-room was somc'what detached, and Soamcfl went 
down a corridor. At its end he came on a twirl of sound 
and colour Tficv were hard at it, ‘ liollcd up’ to the 
nines — Mephustophclcses, ladies of Spam, Italian peasants, 
pierrots. His bewildered eves with difficulty took in the 
strutting, wheeling mass , his bewildered cars decided that 
the tunc was trving to be a walhr. He remembered that 
the waltz was in ihrcc-iimc, remembered the waltz of 
olden days— too well— that dance at Roger’s, and Irene, 
his own wife, waltzing in the arms of young Bosinney ; 
to this day remembered the hx>k on her face, the rise and 
fall of her breast, the scent of the gardenias she was wearing, 
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and that fellow’s face when she raided to his her dark e\e3— 
lost to all but themselves and their guiltv enjoyment ; 
remembered the l)akon\ on which he had rctuged from that 
sight, and the yilueman down below him on the strip of red 
carpet from )u>use to street 

“ ‘ Always ’ — good tunc ' ” said someone behind In-, (ars. 

Not bad, certainh —a setrt of sweetness in it. His exes, 
irom beliind the neck of large ladv who seemed trxing 
to be a fair\, mvtd again among the d.inccrs. What ’ 
Over there! Meur ! Meur in her (Jox.i dress, grape- 
cfilourcd — ‘ La Vendimia -the \’intage ’ — floating (mt 
from her knees, with licr Lue chi'C to the face of a sheik, 
and his face close lo hers Fleur ' And that sheik, that 
Moor in a dress all white and fliiwing ' In Soames a groan 
was converted to a cough 'Thm/ i:i<o ’ So close ^-o- — 
so lost — it seemed to him' .Vs Irene with Bosmnex, 
she with that young Jon! Thev passed, not seeing him 
behind the fairy's ounpetent bulk bo.imes' eves tracked 
them through the shifting, yawing throng R(Hind again 
they came — her eyes so nearly closed that he hardlx knew 
them ; and young Jon’s over her fichued shoulder, deep- 
set and staring. Where was the fellow’s wife And just 
then Soames caught -'ight of her, dancing, too, but hooking 
back at them — a nymph all trailing green, the cycssurpris^‘d, 
and jealous. No wonder, since under her very gaze was 
Fleur’s swinging skirt, the rise and falling of her breast, the 
languor in her eyes ! ‘ Always ! ’ Would they never stop 
that cursed tunc, stop tho.se two, who with every bar seemed 
to cling closer and closer ! And, fearful lest he should be 
seen, Soames turned away and mounted slowly to his roe»m. 
He had had his squint. It was enough ! 

The band had ceased to play on the sea front, people 
were deserting, lights going out ; by the sound out there, the 
tide waax be ruing. Soames touched himself where he was 
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s<»r( , bcne.uli In':; st.irchcJ ->hiri. .nui still ‘ AluMv^t ' ' 
IiK .(icul.iMo a>n''cquaicc- utlU\l in on In'. conHioii>ni".s, 
liki. ilic niurinurini: nJt ot th.n - ■ D.iUKhtcr cxiKd, 
i:r inj'op to him ; nuiinirn-' Howf rcil ; }ioj>C'» in the 
Ju t' ' \iu.t\-.'’ lor'.H.tli' N..f If hr knew it—noi 
tor )ot ' \fui ...I th It LTiiii pourr -.rlt-i uni.iinmcnt 
whuh !uit tvMu- or rhrt< tiru- in hi' lit* h ui l.iilcd him, 
.irui \Mih li''i'tr-.U' ■ 'P ■ q>.c net, *ii^.nn for a 

nioiiunt h.m. o »h.it to ,h\ Iimih,' tlnni’ present in 

the 'lini .uui ,iust ri ho*, i in Irooni. h* woiihl have seemed 

like' one .it nn III -vl 1 li< { iio '.-.ii p .''srd No use to 

r.iM. ' \\ or^e til in no n - fir, would only make him 

ili, and Ik would w tnt .d! Im :r. P'*'!. i''or what ? For 

'iHine oil, tor doiii^' noil.ir’e. lor waititut TO sec! 
\ tjuK ' Ttnnh not ti.' jo.M' ti.t hot, the jealous one 
with tlu 1 oi d irk V ' lit h 1 1 t.,u, h( d her in the past, 
ind dk h.ui .in'i\<r<d .Mti ,i Mow ’luuch her not! 
I’n-'e"' M' 'oru and uiimou- Ik-iti' Nothing to do but 
wall v.hd 5CC I 




PART III 




CHAPTKR I 

SOAMl <.l\ 1 " Al'\ Jt E 

On hrr rrturn to Nf Jti< f"Ll irom b.rr mjjht in town, Flcuf 
h.ui contitiufcl to ‘f.r 111 r In .irr nut’ by ‘the gad »ca 
w.ive ’ 1 nr ''till ni itlu r Jou iinf hjv wife came to see her. 
Cliurlv die Wax 1 t'-tllivi ' poison ’ ’r\Mu.‘ she had walked 
o\er to (irtcn Hill 1 inn linj'inn )nr another ‘ jolly accident.’ 
bhc li.iJ ‘icen iluri .tn ittr.n'uc old house with a^^'cd 
farm IniiKlinj:' flanked h\ a lull and a wide pros^Hret 
towards the sea Calm, I'road, and homelike, the place 
roused hostility in her It could m ver he her home, and 
so wa^ jnimieal, part </f the fortes working against her 
Loose ends in Jon\ liie wtrt all in her favour. In ex- 
ploitation of those calm atres he would be secured to that 
girl his wife, out of her reach ag.iin, this lime for gtKid — 
the twice-burnt child ’ And yet, with all her heartache, 
she was still uncertain wliai, precisely, she wanted. Not 
having to grapple with actual decision, things •ceroed 
piossiblc w'hich, in tier bones, she knew might not be possible. 
Even to fling her ‘ cap over the windmill,’ did not seem 
like rank and staring madness To retrieve Spain with 
Jon ! Her hands clenched and her lips loosened at the 
thought of it -an (^ysscy together, till in the shifting, 
tolerant, modern world, all was forgotten, if not forgiven I 
Every form of companionship with him from decorous and 
platonic friendship to the world well lost; from guilty 
and secret haison to orderly and above-board glimpses 
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of him at not too loni^ intervals. Accnrdin^> to the tides 
in her Mood, nil seemed p^js-^ihlc, if not cx.ictly probable, so 
long as she did not lose him again altogether 

To these feverish ve*erings of her spirit, a letter from her 
Aunt VVinitred supplied a point of anc horage 

“ I liear from \'al that they are not going to (ioodwnod 
after all — tlu'ir nice tvso-\ ear-old is not in torin buch a 
bore It’s the most e'oinfortable meeting of the vear. 
The) seem to be ver\ busv settling about the tarm that 
Jon Eorsyte is going to take It will be pleasant tor Yal 
and fiolly to have them so eli>se, though Em atraid that 
American child will find it dull Hoik writes that rhev 
arc going to an amusing little fanev dress affair at the 
hotel in Nettlcfold Anne is to go as a waler-n\mph - 
she will make quite a good one with her niee straight legs 
Holly is to be Madame \ igee Ic Brun , and \'al sa\s he’ll 
go as a tipster or not at all I do Impt he won’t redden 
his nose. Young Jon Eorsyte has an Arab dress he brought 
from Egypt.” 

‘And I,’ thought Fleur, ‘have the dress 1 wore the 
night I went to his room at Wansdon ’ How she wished 
now that she had come out of that riK^m his wife , alter 
that nothing could have divided them But thc\ had 
been such innocents then 1 

For at once she had made up her mind to go to that 
dance herself She was there first, and with malicious 
pleasure watched the faces of those two when she met 
them at the entrance of the room. Her grape-dress bhc 
could see that Jon remembered u, and quickly she began 
to praise AnncN. A water-nymph to the life ! As for 
Jon — another wife or two was all he needed to be perfect I 
She was discretion itself until that waltz ; and even then 
she had tried to be discreet to all but Jon. For him she 
kept (or so she hoped) the closeness, the Hinging and the 
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Innpuor (*f her cncs , hut in tho'-c few minutes she let him 
know cju'tr '^ure]\ thut l<i\( r.in in Ikt \eins 

“ ‘ Alu " w.i'' .ill ‘•he Slid wlicn .It l.iHt thev stoppcti. 

\nd, .uter th.u d.irue, sIk stok .»\N.n home; h,nin>» no 
iK.trt ti) e turn dance wirli hi' u.iler-in mph She crept 
up to her small h{-elrt»i*m iremhhni:, and on her hctl fell 
into a pas-ion ot viknt uetpinj,' Vnd the water nymph’s 
hri'wrud tee and e\es in i hi:' thtted tortunnijly in the 
taiiLtkd L'lavles oj lu r \’.si->n hlu tpiieted down .'U last. 
\t kaM, t'-r a h w minute', sIk* h ivl had him tu herself, 
la .irt lit iin't luari I’hat ua^ M.methinp. 

^h(. ro'i l.iti, { de and coinpo.id ntain At ten o’clock 
tin st.irtlimt ip['< iranic ot her tatlur's (.ir completed the 
maskiriL* "t h< r fa.e Mk urtetfd him with an emphatic 
C'ratitud'^ quilt. unK It 

“ I)ad ' Hov\l..wK' \\ Ik rt have \ou sprung from ? 

“ Netfk! 'Id I sj (.nt the nntiit there ” 

“At tla imtel?” 

“ Vts-’ 

“ W hs ' 1 u i' there hum If last niirht at a dance !” 

‘'Oh'” said hoames, “that fanev dress affair— they 
told me of It Pleasant ’ ” 

“ Not \(r\ , I left ( arl\ If Td known you were there ! 
\\h\ didn’t vou tell me \ou were coming down to fetch ui 
home ; ” 

“ It just c inic into m\ mind that it was better for the 
hov than the train ” 

And Pkur could nfii till what he had seen, or if, indeed, 
he had seen an\ thing 

ForrunatcK, durinj: the journey up, Kit had much to 
'ay, and Soamt s do7ed, very tired after a night of anxiety, 
indecision, and little sleep. The aspect of the South Square 
house, choice and sophisticated, and the warmth of Michaers 
greeting, quite beautifully returned by Fleur, restored to 
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him At Icaj-t a measure oi cquanimit). Here, at all events, 
was no unliappv honu- , that counted much in the equation 
uf A future into whicli lie Cfuiid no longer see 

After lunch he went up to Michael’s stu^)' to discuss 
slum conversion. Confronted, while they were l dhin^, 
with Fleur’s water-colour, Soames rediscovered tin truth 
that individuals arc more interesting than the collection 
of them called the State Not national welfare, but the 
painter of those passu »n fruit\ possessed his mind How 
prevent her from eating them ’ 

Yes, sir Th.it's r<.all\ quite irood, isn’t it ^ I wish 
P'leur would lake seriouslv to w.iter-coloiir work ” 

Soames started 

“I wish she’d take serious]\ to an\ thing, and keep licr 
mind occupied,” 

Michael looked at him * Rather like a dog,' Snames 
thought, ‘ tr)dng to understand’ SuddenK, he saw the 
young man w^r his bps 

” You’ve got something to tell me, sir, 1 believe I 
remember what >ou said to me some weeks ago Is it 
anything to do with that ? ” 

‘‘Yes,*' answered Soames, watching his eyes. “Don't 
take it too much to heart, but INc rca.son to believe ‘^he's 
never properly got over the leehng she used to ha\c. I 
don't know how much \oir\e lieard about that boy and 
girl affair.” 

Pretty well all, I think.'’ Again he sawMichael moisten 
his lips, 

“Ohl From her?” 

** No. • Fleur’s never said a word. From Miss June 
Forsyte.” 

” That woman ! Sh^s sure to have plumped it ail out. 
But Fleur’s fond of you.” 

“ I belong ” 
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It ‘^ecmcd to So.imc<; a qun r wav ot putting it ; pathetic 
‘inmehow ' 

“ Well," he saki, “ I’ve not ni.ivic a sign. Perhaps you’d 
like To know jiow I formed nn \icw.” 

“ No, sir " 

bournes glanced quickh .it him and awav again. This 
was a bitTtr moment, no d<«\ihi, tor \oanc Michael ! Was 
one precipitating a i riMs which <'n<- Ic it, deeply yet vaguely, 
had to be rtaclud mJ passed ' Ih hiniNclf knew how to 
vv.ait, but dul thI^ modern Nonne man, so fealhcr-p.ilcd 
and scatter'. ? bnll. In w.is a 1:1 nth-man. 'Hiat at least 
h.id become .1 i.irvhiMl bduf wiili '-'o.imc'', And it was a 
comfort to liim, ioukini: .a the “ White Monkey/ on the 
wall, wh'' h.id ■'o si' ndi r id uin to judi a title. 

“ Th< <aiK thine,” he muuert.d, “ is to watt 

‘‘ Not ' .ind sec,' sir , .in\ thing but th.it. I can wait and 
not sec, or I c.in iuve (he whole thing out ” 

“No,” said ^oam(s, wiili diiphasis, “don’t have it out! 
I ni.iv be mistaken 'riicre'- cvtrvti.ing against it; she 
know'.'' whk ii side her bread buttered ’’ 

“ Don’t ' ” cried Michael, .ind got up 
"Nem, now,” murmcreJ Soamcs , “I’ve upset you, 
Evcrnhing depends on keeping vour head.” 

Michad emitted an unhappe little laugh. 

“ Vou can’t go round the world again, sir. Perhaps Pd 
better, this time, and alone ” 
boames looked at him. “ This won’t do,” he said. 
Shc’^ got a strong affection for you ; it’s just feverishness, 
it it’s anything Take n like a man, and keep quiet.” 
He was talking to the young man’s back now, and found 
it easier " bhe was always a spoiled child, you know ; 
spoiled children gel things into their heads, but it doesn’t 
amount to anything. Can't you get her interested in these 
slums ? ” 
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Michael turned round. 

“ How far has it j^onc ? 

“There \ou go ' ” said .^oames “ Not anv vva\ <^0 far 
as I know. I onlv h.ippened to see lier dancing with him 
last night at that hotel, and notned her — her expression ” 
The word ‘ eves ’ h.id seemcvl someh<Hv loo extras agant 
“There’s .ilvvays his uife,” lie added, quickh', shcN 
an attractive little tiling, .md he’s going to t.irm down 
there— they tell me 'I’h. it’ll t.ike him all his time Hou 
would it be if I look Fleur to hcotk.nd for August and 
September? With this strike 011 there 'll be •'omc pkkts 
in the market still ” 

“ No, sir. That’s «.>nl\ fuitting otf the e\ il da\ It must 
go to a finish, one vsac <.r the other " 

Soames did n<*t aiisuc r lor some time 
“It’s never any good to met i treuiblo halt \\av,“ he 
said at last. “You \oung people art .^K^a^^ in a hurr\ 
One can do things, but one tan'i undo them It's not,” Ik 
went on, sh}ly, “as it this ucrc arnthing new— an un- 
fortunate old business re\i\ed for the moment , it’ll die 
away again as it did bclore, if it\s properlv left ahme 
Plenty of exercise, and keep her mind well occupied ’’ 

The young man’s expression was peculiar ” .\nd ha\e 
you found that successful sir, in \our experience ' ” it 
seemed to say. That woman June had been blurting out 
his past, he shouldn’t wonder ! 

“ Promise me, an)'wav, to keep what I've said to \ ourself, 
and do nothing rash.” 

Michael shook his head. “ I can’t promise anything, 
it must depend ; but I’ll remember your advice, sir ” 

And with this Soames had to be content 
Acting on that instinct, born of love, which guided him 
in his dealings with Fleur, he bade her an almost casual 
farewell, and next day returned to Mapicdurham. He 
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dct.iiled to Annette c\er\ iluni: that uas not of importance, 
tor to tell her what wa'^ winild ne\^r d<‘ 

His iiome in the^e l.ni da\^ ot |ul\ was plca-^urablc ; 
and almost at (tnce lic utnl nut h'-hini: tn the punt. There, 
in L'>tr rnpl aion .-t his Imk und the itlidintj water, green 
with rOkuion, h* Ifh rt^tid liullri.shes, water hlics, 
druLtoii thf s, and du »o\\s m hi" own IkKI", the imessant 
cooiriL’ of the Wood pistons with tlieir precious "'rake 
fin u'Ws, David ' " tin di"! int hu.'/ ot his j^nirdcner’s 
1 iwn mower, tin .s[d i' li ■ t a w tt- r r it, doidows lengthening 
out trorn thi po| I.if" in.i thi wilh-w frt<o, tiic m ent ol grass 
and oj cldir tlowif' i-nght d'Uia tiie h inks, and the slow 
dritt of the w’liu rivir Joud" jiav-'lul very pcacetul ; 
and "onitthinp ot N.iiurc’" valm uitcrcd his soul, so that 
till disappt irancr of his float recalled him to reality with a 
jerk 

‘ It'll be uneatable, he tiiuu^hl, winding at hlS llQC. 



CHAPTER II 

0CC11’Y1S<, Tin MIND 

CoMFDY the real tliiniL," ^ Was it ? Mu'kael wondcreJ 
In ''a\ing to Soanies tlial li< (.ould not uait aiul bee, he had 
expressed a very natural i}'h"rrcna- \\'atcii, sp\, cal- 
culate — impossible' To L-o to I'kiir and a^h tor a frank 
exposure of her feelinps was what he would h.ue liked 
to do; but he could not la!}' knowmy ihe depth of his 
father-in-law’s .ifleLtion <ind corutm, and the length of 
hib head; and he hid suthv lent hdinc' to he-^itate bedore 
impcrillmj; what was .is iniuh ‘old Tors) le’s ’ liappiness 
as his own. The ‘old bo\ ’ had behaved so decently in 
pulling up his roots and iMiin.e round the world with Fleur, 
that every consideration was due to him It remained, 
then, to w'ait without attcm[Mini; to see — hardest of .ill 
courses because least .icrne “ Keep her mind w'cll 
oc'cupied ! ” So easy' Recollecting^ his own prenupti.il 
feelings, he did not sec how it was to be done And Fleur’s 
was a particul.irly difhailt mind to occupy with anvthmg 
except that on which she h id set her heart. The slums ’ 
No ! She possessed one of those eminently s.mc natures 
which rejected social problems, .as fruitless and incalculable. 
An immediate job, like the canteen, in which she could 
shine a little — she would perform beautifully ; but she 
would never work for a remote object, without shmini; 1 
He could see her clcMr eyes looking at the slums as they- 
had looked at Fogganism, and hivS experiment with the 
out-of-works. He might take her to see Hilary- .and Aunt 
May, but it would be futile in the end. 
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Nitrht hroucrliT the first .icutf* trouble What were to be 
his relations with her, it luT feeling's were rcallv cncjajfcd 
eheuhere ’ I'o wait and n<>i -.re me int continuation of 
the married '<rate lii '-uspei ted S<>imes of having wished 
ti» cwun-tl that W lapped b\ I'lnitim,*, stunt: and hall 
numbed h\ a )<.al"us% hr iniot not Ai'>w. and unvvishful 
to UMiind her. he u.atid t ir ' -iirn, terlin;: a^. it she must 
know wh\ he was w a'lriL: lb rit.iu<d it, and was glad, 
but It did not u'liMiK lam Mill' 

He woke mueh he' ter in 'pir.t 

At brtakf'st he .ahed her w). .1 dn- would like to do, 
now that 'h( wohuk awl ih< s'.ii-n<»\(r Did this slum 
sclumeamu'- lur..: dl, hn i t: - o, tlu re was a lot to do 
in It , s!k Would find Mil ir\ im! M L:r<‘at sports, 

“ Katlwr ' Viutl '.ru'rt .li\ u lul, .Miehael ! ” 

He took her round to tlu Mead^ rhe rc-iult was better 
than lie h id hop( d 

l or h.- urn I- and aunt wi re human buildings the like of 
whieh Hcur ri.ol not \ i t eni,‘'nnt<'n d positively fashioned, 
com,ra(.d in tridiiion, but tr^-K txpowd to sun and air, 
tiled with taste, and window- d with humour, Michael, 
with srunething ot their ‘ m .ke-upd had neither their 
poise, nor active certaintv 1 l.ur recognised at once that 
thoK' two dwelt in unit) unlike any that she knew, as if, 
in their twenu (>dd years together, they bad welded a 
single instrument n» rarr\ out a new discovery — the 
unseltconscious duv 1'hc\ were not fools, yet cleverness 
in their presence seemed jejune, and as if unrelated to 
realitv . They knew- espctiall) Hilary- a vast deal about 
flovvcrs, priming, architecture, mountains, drains, elec- 
tricity, the price of living, Italian cities; they knew how 
to treat the ailments of dogs, play musical instruments, 
administer first and even second aid, amuse children, and 
caus the aged to Hugh. They could discuss anything 
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from religion to morality with fluency, and the tolerance 
that came from experience of the trials of othcr^s and 
forgetfulness of their own With her natural intelligence 
Pdcur admired them They were good, but they were not 
dull — very (tdd ! Admiring them, slie could not help 
making up to them Tlieir attitude in life— she recoeni'^ed 
--was superior t<» her own, and she was prepared to pa\ 
at least Iip-scrvice lUit lip-‘'er\Ke ‘cut no ue ’ in the 
Meads. Hand, foot, intelhct and heart were the matter- 
of-course requirement'-, d'o occupv her mind, houe\er, 
she took the jobs given her Then trouble beg. in Tlic 
jobs were not lier own, and then was no career in them 
Try as she would, '-he could not identitv her'-clf with Mr'- 
Corrigan or the little Topm.irsht^ I'lie eirh, \vho served 
at Fetter and Poplin’s and kept their clothes in p.iper bag^ 
bored her when ihcv talked and when they didn't. EaHi 
new type amused her for a dav, .md then just seemed 
unlovely. She tried hard, however, lor her own s.ike, ;ind 
in order to deceive Micli.iel She had been at it more 
than a week before slie had an idea. 

“ You know, Mich.iel, I feci 1 sliould be ever so much 
more interested if I ran a place of m\ tiwm in the country- - 
a sort of rest-house that I could make attractive for girls 
who wanted air and that ” 

To Michael, remembering the canteen, it seemed ' an 
idea ’ indeed. To Fleur it seemed more — a ‘ lease and 
release,’ as her father might have pul it. Her scheming 
mind had seen the possibilities She would be able to go 
there without let or cavil, and none would know what she 
did with her time, A b.isc of operations with a fooI-prc>of 
title was essential for a relationship, however innctcent, 
wdth Jon. She began at once to learn to drive the car , 
for the ‘ rest-house ’ must not be so near him as to excite 
suspicion. She approached her father on the finance of 
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the matter. At first doubtfully, and then almost cordially, 
Soames approved. If he would p.iy the rent and rates of 
the house, "^hc would man.ice the rest out of her own 
pocket She could nt)t have bettered such a policy by 
way of conMHcing him that her mterest was genuine ; for 
he emphatically distrusted the interest of people in any- 
thing that did not cost them ri<>Tic\ A careful study of 
the map sueyested to her tlu iR'h'hKiurlnHKl of Dorking. 
Box Hill had a r(putation for .ur and bt.uux, and W'as 
within an hour’^ t ist drive <>t \\ ,ii)^d'»n In the n(‘Xt three 
weeks she found .uul furnislRd .1 dtrelut house, r.imbling 
and ch(.ip, ch.H* to the ro.ul cn the London side of B<jX 
Hill, with a g«Ni>l p ird( n .md stabh that t ould be ci>nvertcd 
easily. She lomphtrd her cdiuation with the car, and 
engaged a couph. whotould be left iii charge with impunity. 
She consulted Mich.K'I and the Hil-irys frech'. In fact, 
like a mother c.it, wlio carefully misleads the household as 
to where she is going to ‘ lay ’ her kittens, so Fleur, by 
the nature of her preparations, disguised her roundabout 
design. The Meads * Rest House,* as it w'as called, was 
opened at the end of August. 

All this time she possessed her soul with only the 
scantiest news of Jon. A letter from Holly told her that 
negotiations for Green Hill Farm were ‘ hanging fire ’ over 
the price, though Jon was more and m<^rc taken with it ; 
and Anne daily becoming more rural and more EngJUh. 
Rondavcl was in great form again, and expected to win 
at Doncaster. Val had already taken a bng shot about 
him for the Derby next year. 

Fleur replied in a letter so worded as to give the im- 
pression that she had 00 other interest in the world juit 
then but her new scheme. They must all drive over and 
•ee whether her * Rest House * didn’t beat the canteem 
The people were “such dears”— it was all “terribly 
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amusing.” She vvishcd to con\c\ the feeling that she had 
no fears of herself, no .il.irm in the thought f)f Jon , and 
that her work in life %\a-i serioU'. Mich.iel, never vvholK 
deserted hy the n.ilvete ot a good di‘>p<'tsition, was nior- 
and more deceiv(d 'I'o liim lar mind seemed realiv 
occupied ; .ind lertainK her hodv, for she ran up Ironi 
Dorking almost li iilv an<l ^j'eni the week-ends with him 
cither at ' 'I’he Sla lii r,' wluri Kit wa^ iimtalled witli hi 
grandparents, or at EippinL:h dl. where lliev alwavs madi 
a fuss ot Elcur Rowiru' heron the river in bland weather, 
Micliael rccajniired .« t<(hm; ot s(.tuntv ‘ Old For-v te ' 
must have h-t hi'- imau’iiMtion run .iwav with liim , tin 
old bov :iai rather like a hen where 1 leer wa^ eoiieerned, 
clucking and turning an inflamed e\e on everv thine; that 
came near ' 

Parliament had n^en, and 'duin eonver^ion work w,o 
now all that he w.»^ ek ane d lie m: J.i\ ' on that riv ' r, vv hi< h 
he ever as'-ociatcdt^ itli hi^wooing, wt re the liappust he in.d 
Spent since the strike luLiin the strike tint in n crowed 
form dragged wcarvinedv on, so that po<)ple e eased 
mention it, the weather hcing w.irm 

And Soames ? B\ ht< daughter’s tranequil .imiability, he, 
too, was tranquihsed lie would look .c Mieh.iel .lUel 
nothing, in accordance with the best English iradiiioii'-. 
and his own dignitv It was he who revived the idea ol 
FlcyrN being p.unted by June’s 'lame duck ’ He felt it 
would occupy her mind still further He would like, how- 
ever, to sec the iellow's work first, though he 'uppo-icd it 
would mean a visit i<* June's 

“ If she were to be out,” he said to Eleiir, “ I shouldn’t 
mind having a look round her studio.” 

Shall I arrange that, then. Dad ^ ” 

“ Not too pointedly,” said Soames ; “ or she’ll get into 
a fantod.” 
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According]) the full' n\ me week end Fleur sjid to him . 
“ If rnriK u}' with nn fit MoruLu, dear, w'c’li jjn 

rf)und d he Rifaelite will K in. hut |unc w'on’t. Slie 
doc‘=n’t want t(» \uu ui\ iiior^ ih.m \ou want to see 
her." 

“ fl'ni ' " ^ iid >o.ine ^ “ Slie .tlw.n > -j'uki her mind.” 

'Flu \ went up, in hi' t ir \‘t'r f-irii'iiie hi- opinion 
Soaine' w IS 1 > rtt'ini, .md 1 h ur i<< r*. <.n lu-mc The 
R.if.ulite met tlum at the lu 'd "t the st iirs 1*0 Suamci 
he suepi-teJ a hull hpl ter in-'t ih u In h ul e\er seen one 
in th' t1( sh), w'lh hi' 'll' rt w. 1 1 i r-, .md his hro.id, pale 
face whkh wofv thi < \[ n ' I'-n “ It \<'a 'upfnise v ourself 
cap.ihk of af'j F' * 1 itme nu u-.r)., \"U rn ikc a mistake” 
v'^o inie s' tai < . on 'h' oiiirl, lui. w..ri tie < xf^re ssum ; “ If 
\ousijj'po'( il !t 1 want to ap( re 1 1 it' \ « 'ur weirk, \ make 
.1 preater " .\nd. h aim.' luin t-* 1 I< ur. he Ixit.tn to look 
round In truth Ik w. I rv.t unt.i v air.ihlx impressed The 
work had turiud its huk on rnodirmtx 'I’lic surfacc.s 
were smooth, the dr iwinp in perspective, ami the colouring 
lull He pereeued ,1 new note, or rather tlic definite 
revival of an old e>ne 'Flic th.ip had undoubted talent; 
whether it would g<) elown in these el.ivs he did not know', 
but Its texture was more .igree.ddi to live with than any 
he had seen fr r some lime Wlien lit tame U) the portrait 
of June he ste^od for a minute, with his head on one side, 
and then said, with a pale smile : 

“ Yt»u*\c got her tn the life ” It pleased him to think 
that June had evidently not seen in it what he saw. Hut 
when Ills eyes fell on tnc pitiu/c of Anne, his face fell, too, 
and he hxikcd quickly at Fleur, who said : 

Yc', Dad ? WTat do you think of that ? ** 
llic thought had flashed through Soames* mind : * Is it 
to gel in touch with him that she’s ready to be painted I * 
“ Finished ? he asked. 
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The Rafaelite answered : 

“ Yeu. Going down to them to-morrow.” 

Soamcs’ face rose again That risk was ov'cr then ! 

” Quite clever ! ” he murmured. “ 'I'lic lil\ ’s excellent.” 
And he passed on to a sketch of the woman who had 
opened the door to tliem 

** That’s rccognisahlc ! Not at all had.” 

In these quiet ways he made it clear that, while he 
approved on the whole, lie v\as not g<»ing to pav' any 
extravagant price. He tt’xik an opportunity when Fleur 
was out of hearing, and said . 

“ So you want to paint mv daughter. What’s your 

figure ? ” 

A hundred and fifty.” 

** Rather tall for the^e days-vou’re a young man. 
However — so long as you make a good thing of it ! ” 

The Rafaelite Ix^wcd ironic.illv 
Yes,” said Soames, “ I dare‘^a\ , you think all your 
geese arc swans— never met a painter who didn't. You 
won’t keep her sitting long, 1 suppose- -she's busy. That's 
agreed, then. Good-bye I Don't come down ! ” 

As they went out he said to Fleur . 

“ I've fixed that. You can begin sitting when you like. 
His work’s better than you’d think from the look of him. 
Forbidding chap, I call liim ’* 

“ A painter has to be forbidding, Dad j otherwise people 
would think he was cadging ” 

^ Something in that,” said Soamcs. “ I'll get back now, 
W you won’t let me take you home. Good-bye ' Take 
care of youraclf, and don’t overdo it.” And, receiving her 
kiss, he got into the car. 

Fleuf began to walk towards her eastward-bound ’bus 
•» his car moved west, nor did he see her stop, give him 
some law, then retrace her step>s to June’s. 



CFUPTFR III 

po'-'i Tin sort 

Jf«fT in a \rr\ '*hi u 'rLl tn firul or people of pure 

denent uifh a<. tions , and the psychohigjat 

V. iio tr.icc'* til in in hke boamc>, who 

hJicveJ that tin dai.cliltr wanted to hr painted in order 
that she mi£^hi ^ee lu r>t!t h.ip::iiu’ on a ualJ. Everybody, 
lic knew, had thv msei*. e'' huin,* m >()ncr or later, and generally 
sooner Vet Meur, thouL'h eert.nnK not averse to being 
liung, had inoiues that were hardh so siiudc as all that, 
In the scr\kt of this coinple\it\, ‘he went hack to June’s, 
d'hat litiie lui’., ''.ho had hern lurkmtj in her bedroom 80 
as pot to meci her kinsm.^n, was in hi^h feather, 

“ t)f course the price is nominal,” she said* “ Harold 
cnii^ht real!)’ lo be getting c\cr\ ha as much for his portraits 
as Thom or lappeii. Still, a’-' so important for him to be 
making something while In waiting to t.akc his real place* 
What have you come hack tor ^ ” 

“ Partly for the pleasure of seeing you,” said Fleur, 
” and partly because we forint to arrange for the first 
sirtine. I think my Lea tinn- would be three o’clock.” 

“ Yes,” murmured June, doubtfully, not bo much from 
doubt as from not having suirgestcd it herself. “ 1 think 
Harold could manage that. Isn’t his work exquisite ? ” 

“ I particularly like the thing he’s done of Anne. It'l 
going down to them to-morrow, I hear.” 

“ Yes ; Jon’s coming to fetch it.” 

Fleur looked hastily into the little dim mirror to see that 
she was keeping expression off her face. 

965 
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“ What do yon think I out^dit to wear ? 

June’s paze swept her frem side to <idc. 

“ Oh ' I expect lie’ll want an ariihti.d ‘^tlienv with vou.” 

“Exactly! But what colour? One must come in 
something ” 

" We’ll po up and ask him ” 

The Rafaelitc w'as standinp before his picture of Anne 
He turned and looked at them, without preci-'ely s.u me 
“ Good Lord ! These women ' “ and nodded, pktomily, at 
the supgcstion of three ok loci- 

“ What do )ou want her in ' ’’ asked June 

The Rafaelitc stared at Fleur a^ if d< terminmg where 
her ribs left oil and her hip botu^ bc'pan. 

“ Gold and silver,’’ he said, at hot 

June clasped her hands 

“Now, isn’t that e\traordin.ir\ ^ He's seen through 
\ou at once. Your gold and sil\(.r room Harold, low 
i/ji/ you ? ” 

“I happen to ha\e an old ‘Folk ’ dress/’ vaid Fleur, 
“silver and gold, with belK, th.it 1 h.iven't worn I 

was married.” 

“A ‘ Fc»lly * ! ” cried June. “The \er\ ihinu. If it's 
pretty. Some are hideous, of cour-e 

“Oh! it's pretty, and m.ikes a charming sound.” 

“He can’t paint that,” -<iid June Tlien .added 
dreamily ; “ But you could suggest it, Harold — like 

Leonardo.” 



I know, he wasn’t ” 

interrupted. 

our face up,” he said to Fleur, 
d Fleur. “June, I do so like that of 
k you Uiat she’s sure to want Jon 
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“Of cour'^e, ril lum promiNO when he comec 

fa-mornm 

“ Hc‘-> f'* hu'in f.trmmp, knou . he’ll make 

th.iT an cxtiisf M< n li.uc hrmi; painted” 

"f)h, tli.ii's all nnri'-enM c.nd June “In old dav^ 
tl'(\ ]n\cd It A’i\u.i\, )<»n mil*.! ‘lit before lie bejirin-* 
'Ibt \ 'll m.ik( .1 h'ndjd pair" 

litland tilt. }< it i< life 's b a I- I lenr bit her lip 
“He mii‘-t Wear a turn d- w 11 ''Inrt, Ulur, don't \ou 
think, Harold - ^'o witli ho h ur ^ “ 

“Piri-, wnii iri' ' n ''pot-,” muf'ored the K daelite, 

“ 1 lu n thn e t ’u"< k to ni"rri \\ ■' ” said 1 U tif, hastily 
juiif nod !< d “ ]' n's (i.nnnK’ to IuikIi, -^o he'll be gone 
bclon s oil u'l’.' 

‘ All in,'J.t, ill- Au rc\o.r 

Sh( 1 eld her hind out to the K if irhtc, who seemed 
s .rpria d at •’ l- t ir< 

■ (M.od-b\i. Jm'. 

I line i.mie ‘•inhii nl\ H- - e in-l ki -«d her on the chin. 
'\f tliat ni< na nt tl r bttle 1 * j*. 's f.i< r looked soft and pink, 
.invl her eve-' s..tt ; her lip- uerr- v.nrm, fi^o, as if she were 
s\ irni all through 

1 kur v.int .'lu i\ thinkini.' ‘Ourht 1 to have a.skcd her 
not to till fon J uas go.n^ to be painted ’ ’ But surel\ 
)un(. the warm, tin single i*\cd, v^ou!d never tell Jon any- 
thing lh.it mivhi stt>p liim biirg useful to her Kafachtc. 
hJic vtiKid, niitinp the go.graphy around ‘the Poplars.’ 
The onh approach to this hackwarcr was by a road that 
dipped inf<* If and came out again Just hcrc^ she would 
not be seen from the house, and could sec Jon leaving after 
luTidi whichever wav he went. But then he would have 
to rake a for the picture. It sttruck her bitterly that 
she, who had been Kb hr >t -adored, should have to KhcHlC 
to see lum liut if she JjJn't, she viould never see httU \ 
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Ah I what a ninny she had been at Wansdon in those old 
days w’hen her room was next to his. One little act, and 
nothing could have kept him from her for all time, not hi'^ 
mother nor the old feud ; not her father ; notliini^ , and 
then there had been no vows of hers or his, no Michael, no 
Kit, no nymph-eyed girl in barrier between them , nothing 
but youth and innocence And it seemed to her that 
youth and innocence were o\cr-ratcd 

She lit on no plan by whicii she could see him without 
giving away the fact that she had schemed. She would 
have to possess her soul a little longer. Let him onCe get 
his head into the p<unter’s noose, and there would be not 
one but many chances 

She arrived at three o'clock with her F()ll)’3 dress, and 
was taken into June’s bedroom to put it on 

‘‘It’s just right,” said June; “ delightfully artihcial. 
Harold will love it.” 

I wonder,” said Fleur. The Rafaclitc’s temperament 
had not yet struck her as ver) loving. They went up to 
the studio without having mentioned Jon. 

TTie portrait of Anne was gone. And when June w’ent 
CO fetch ‘ the exact thing ’ to cover a bit of background, 
Fleur said at once : 

“ Well f Are you going to paint my cousin Jon ? ” 

The Rafaclite nodded. 

He didn’t want to be, but she made him.” 

** When do you begin \ ” 

** To-morrow,” said the Rafaclite. ” He’s coming every 
morning for a week. What’s the gexxi of a week ? ” 

“If he’s only got a week I should have thought he’d 

better suy here.” 

“ He won’t without his wife, and his wife's got a 
cold.” 

** Oh 1 ” said Fleur, and she thought rapidly. “ Wouldn’t 
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it be more convenient, then, for him to ait early in the 
afternoons ? I could come in the morning* ; in fact, Fd 
rather — oncfccls fresher. Junecould give him a trunk call.” 

The Rafaehte uttered what she judged to be an approving 
sound. When slie left, she s.jid to June : ” I want to come 
at ten every morning, then I get my afternoons free for 
my ‘ Rest House ' dov\n at Dorking Couldn’t you get 
Jem to come in the afternoons instead ? It would suit 
him better Onl\ don’t let him know I'm being painted — 
my picture won’t be ret oenisable for a week, anyway.” 

“ Oh ! ” said June, “ you’re quite wrong, there. Harold 
alvsays gets an unmi-^t.ikablc likeness at once; but of 
course he’ll pat ii fate to the wall, he alway* does while 
he’s at work on a picture ” 

“(JiKid ! He's made quite a nice start. Then if you’D 
telephone to J<m, I'll come to-morrow at ten.” And for yet 
another day slie possessed her soul. On the day after, *he 
nodded at a canvas whose face was to the wail, and asked : 

“ Do you find my cousin a good sitter ? ” 

“ No,” said the Kafachtc ; ” he takes no intcrcit. Got 
something on his mind, I should think.” 

“ He’s a poet, )ou know,” said Fleur. 

The Rafaclite gave her an epileptic stare. ** Poet ! Hit 
head’s the wrong shape— too much jaw — and the eye* too 
deep in.” 

** But his hair ! Don’t you find him an atuactivc 
subject ? ” 

** Attractive ! ” replied the Rafaclite — I paint any- 
thing, whether it’s pretty or ugly as sin. Look at Rafael’a 
Pope — did you ever see a better portrait, or an ttglicr 
man ? Ugliness is not attractive, but it’s there.** 

" That’s obvious,” said Fleur. 

** I sute the obvious. The only real novdticf now m 
platitudes. That’s why my work is important and $eem 
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new. People have pot so far away from the obvious that 
the obvi(JUS startles them, and nothing else dues. 1 advise 
you to think that over ” 

“ Pm sure there’s a lot m it,” said Fleur. 

“ Of course,” said the R.ifaelitc, “ a platitude has to 
be stated with force and clarity If you can’t do that, 
you’d better go on slopping around and playing parlour 
tricks like tlic Ga-gai^ts 'I’hev’rc a bathetic lot, tr\ing to 
prove that cocktails arc a better drink than old brand\ . 
I met a man last night who inld me he’d spent four years 
writing twcnt\-tuo lines of poetr\ that nobodv can 
understand. How’s th.u for bathos ^ But it’ll make him 
quite a reputation, till somebody writes tweniv -three lines 
m five years still more unintelligible. Hold your liead 
up. . . . Your cousin’s a silent beggar ” 

“Silence is quite a qualii\,” s.nd Fleur 
The Rafaehtc grinned. “ I suppo'-e vou think I haven’t 
got it. But you’re wrong, madam Not long ago I went 
a fortnight without opening my lips except to cat and say 
yes or no. Shi got quite worried ” 

“ I don’t think vou’rc vere nice to her,” said Fleur. 
“No, I’m not. She’s alter mv soul 'I'hat’s the worst 
of women — saving your presence - thee're not content w-ith 
their own.” 

“Perhaps they haven’t an),” said Fleur. 

“ The Mohammedan view— well, there’s certain!) some- 
thing in it. A woman’s alwa\s alter the soul of a 
man, a child, or a dog Men arc content with wanting 
bodies.” 

“Pm more interested in your plaiitudinal theor), Mr. 
Blade.” 

“ Can^t afford to be interested m the other ? Eh ! 
Strikes home ? Turn your shoulder a bit, will you ? No, 
to the left. . . . WcD, it’s a platitude that a woman always 
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ujnts othrr s.ml— -i.niv people have forgotten ii 

L'luk .It i!ic ^l^rln<■ ' Tlu (>.ih\ h.i.'» a soul oJ its 

and the M-ulonua’s fl-Mtinir on tlic -ioul of the h.ihy 
TliitN uh-it m.iko !t a a ii.ture, ip.irt from the line 
iiid colour It -titt" 1 k’t u {’laiitiivit , hut nohojy sees 
I', N.itic ot the enti, .inyu.iy -they’re too 

1 ir i^'orie " 

■ Wh It plitituJe arc v.)u t(* st.itr in your picture 
ot me ' ” 

“Don't \ou v\<'rr>," --.ikI tin R ilaehte “There'll be 
all ri^ht when il’^ fim.h. J, I sh.in’t know what 

i: i> while I'm at it ClurKtcr will out, mmi know Like 
a rest ^ ’’ 

“ KnormousK W'h.a plmtadc .IkI \ou express in the 
portrait oi nn t<nis;n's wit. 

“Coo Luninn saiJ tlu Rat n-htc “Some catc- 
t liism ' " 

“You surilv didn't full with that picture Wasn't it 
platitudinous ’ 

“ It got her all right She's not a proper American.” 

“flow 

“ Throws back to sometliing- -Irish, perhaps, or Breton. 
There’s nymph in her ” 

“ She was brought up in the backwoods, 1 believe,” 
Slid Fleur, acidly 

The Rafaehtc eyed her 

“ You don’t like the lad\ ’ ” 

“ Cert.kinlv I do, but haven’t you noticed that picturesque 
people arc generally tame f And m\ cousin — what’s hit 
pi itHudc to be ’ ” 

“ Conscience,’’ said the Rafacliic ; ” that young man 
will go far on the straight and narrow. He worries.” 

A sharp movement shook all Fleur’s silver bcUt. 

“ What a dreadful prophecy ! Shall I stand again i ” 
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TALK IN A C AR 

For yet one more day Fltur possessed her soul ; then, at 
the morning’s silting, accidcntallv left her \aiiiiv bag, 
beiund licr, in the stmiiD bhc lallcd for it the same 
afternoon. Jon had not gone ju't <>ut <.>i the sitter’s 
chair, he was stretching hin'-cif and yauning 

“ Go on, Jon ! Every morning I wish I liad your mouth. 
Mr. Blade, I left my bag; it's gut mv cheque book in it, 
and I shall want it down at Dorking to-nighi. By the uny, 
I shall be lialf an Imur late tor my sitting to-morrow, I'm 
afraid. Did you know I was \our fellow victim, |on ' 
We’ve been playing ‘ Box and Cox' How arc you r 1 
hear Anne’s got a cold. Give her my sympathy. Is the 
picture going well ^ Might I have a peep, Mr. Blade, and 
see how the platitude is coming out Oh ! It’s going to 
be splendid ! I can quite see the line " 

“ Can you f ” said the Rafaeliie . “ 1 can’t.” 

“ Here’s my wretched bag ! If you’ve finished, Jon, 1 
could run you out as far ns Dorking ; you’d catch an earlier 
train. Do come and cheer me on my u ay. Ha\en’t seen 
you for such age,s ! ” 

Threading over Hammersmith Bridge, Fleur regained the 
self-possession she had never seemed to lose. She spoke 
lightly of light matters, letting Jon grow accustomed to 
proximity. 

“ I go down every evening about this time, to see to my 
chores, and drive up in the morning early. So any afternoon 
you like I can take you as far as Dorking. Why shouldn’t 
wc see a little of each other in a friendly way, Jon f ** 

9n 
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'* When we do, it ^erm to make for happiness, 

Fleur ” 

“ Mv dear hn\\ what is luippiiu-va ’ Surely life ihould 
lx: as harmlc^sK lull as it tan oe ? ” 

" HarmlcssK ’ " 

“ rhe Rafatlitc [ia\ e a it rriblc cnnsciencc, Jon.’* 

"The Rafathu's a t'uUIKk T 

" ^'es . I'ui a ck\i r one You h.jv/ th.inirf d, you usm't 
to ha\( that line hetuttn vourtves, .tnd vuur ja\v‘^ j^ttinp 
loo strong laHtN, Ion de ir. he a friend t<‘ me -.18 they 
sa\\ .Jid v\c won’t tlimk <»l ari'ttanu: ek'' i aKvivs like 
U imbkdcn Cuminon -a hasn't l-triv lupht up yet. Have 
vou houeht that t inn ? ’’ 

" Not quite ” 

“ Let’s eo h\ wa\ ot Rohm lliil, .ind look at it through 
tin. tncs ' It niieht i.ispirt \oa to » po-m.” 

" I sh.ill nc\tr \\ra«. any mop \('r«ie ItN quite gone.” 
“Nonsense, Jon \'ou onh want iirnng up. Don’t I 
drae well, ciaaiderim: INc onh been .a it five weeks i ” 

“ You do everything wrli, Mtur ” 

Ykju say th.it as it vuu dis.ippnned. Do you knoit we’d 
never danced together before that night at Ncttlcfold ? 
Shall w’e ever dance together ai,Mai ? ” 

“ Proh.thiv not " 

“Optimistic jun ! That’s right — smile I Look! Is 
that the church where you wire baptized ? ” * 

“ I wasn’t.” 

“Oh! No. Thar was the penod, of course, when 
people were serious about those tiiiugs. I believe I was 
done twice over— R.C. and Anglican. That’s why I’m not 
so religious as you, Jon.” 

“ Religious ? I’m not religious.” 

^ ] fancy you You have moral backbone, anyway.” 
“ Really ! ” 
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“ Jon, you remind me of American notices outside their 
propcrtic'i Stop — look -take care — keep out ! ’ I sup 
pose you think me a fri>t:htful hutterfl\ ” 

“ No, Fleur Far from it. The butterfly has no know 
ledge of a straight line between two points.” 

“ Now what do you mean by that ? ” 

“ That you set )our heart on things ” 

“Did you get that from the Rafadite ' ” 

“ No, but he confirmed it ” 

“He did --did lie ' That younc ni in talks too much 
Has he expoundid to \c’i his theor\ that a worn in mu')! 
possess the soul of '.oineoiR else, and that a man is content 
with bodies ? ” 

“ He has.” 

“ Is it true ? ” 

“ I hate to agree with him, but 1 think it is, in a w<iv ” 
'■‘Well, I can tell \ou there .m plentv of women abour 
now wlio keep their own souls .md are content with other 
people’s bodies ” 

“Are you one of them, Fleur ? ” 

“Ask me another ! 'I'hcrc’s Robin Hill ' ” 

The fount of Forsyte song and store stood grev and 
impo.sing among its trees, with the sinking sun aslant on 
a front where green sunblmds were still down 
Jon sighed. “ I had a lovcK time there.” 

“ Till I came and spoiled it.” 

“ No ; that’s blasphemy.” 

Fleur touched his arm. 

“That’s nice of you, dear Jon You always were nice, 
and I shall always love vou — m a harmless wav The 
coppice looks jolly. God had a brain-wave when he 
invented larches.” 

“ Yes, Holly .says that the coppice was my grandfathcrE 
favourite spot.” 
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“ Old Jolyon — who wouldn't m irr\ his K-lovcd, because 
she w.i'' i. on>unipii\c ’ ” 

“I rK\Lr he ird tli.it Hut ho \\,is j threat old tcllow, 
mv f.itlicr .ind mother adored lorn ” 

seen hi' p!.oi‘>.,r 4 1.' don't -t i a edun like his, 
Ion ' The Fursvtts ail ha\t smii Oan- June’s frightens 
mo ” 

“ |unc IS one of the bc^t ['fiijT .m ^ irtli.’’ 

“ Oh ' I(ui, \ou atL horrihlv lo\al” 

“ Is that an otli lu t ' 

“It makes e\i rs tliin^' T( rrihi\ tarniM in .1 world that 
miT w('nh It No, don't opiotc Loni’lt Ilou VViu n \ ou got 
hoiiu , shall \ou tell Amu* vi*u’\t boon driving with me ” 

“ W h\ not ^ ” 

“ hlie’s uncasv about me as it i", .sn't she ? You 
needn't answer, )on But I tnink it''' unfair of her. I 
want so littk, and vou'rc so sate 

“ bite ^ ” It seemed to Ideur that he closed his teeth 
un tiie word, and for a mc^meiil she was haj'py 

“ Now vou’vc got your lion-^ iib look Do lion-cubs have 
.'onscienccs ? It’s going to be rather interesting for the 
Rafachic I tliink your conscience might stop before telling 
'\nne, though It’s a pity to w(-rry her if she has a talent 
tor un< .isiness ’’ Then, by the silence at lier side, she knew 
she had made .1 mistake 

“This IS where I put in my dutch,” she said, ” as they 
say in the * bloods ’ ! ’ And ilirough Epsom and Leather 
hc.id they travelled in silence. 

“ Do you love England as much as ever, Jon ? ” 

“ More.” 

“ it u a gorgeous country/’ 

“ The last word I sliould have used— a great and lovely 
country ” 

“ Michael says its soul is grass.” 
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“Yes, and if 1 get my farm, I’ll break some up, all 
right.” 

“ I can’t see you as a real farmer/’ 

“ You can’t see me as a real anything — I suppose. 
Just an amateur.” 

“ Don’t be horrid 1 1 mean you’re too sensitive to be a 

farmer.” 

“ No. I want to get down to the earth, and I will.” 

“You must be a throw-back, Jon. The primeval 
Forsytes were farmers. My father wants to take me down 
and show me where they lived.” 

“ Have you jumped at it ? ” 

“ I’m not sentimental ; haven’t you realised that ? I 
wonder if you’ve realised anything about me ? ” And 
drooping forward over her wheel, she murmured : “ Oh ! 
It’s a pity we have to talk like this ! ” 

“ I said it wouldn’t w'ork ! ” 

“ No, you’ve got to let me sc^ \ ou sometimes, Jon. This 
is harmless enough. I must and will see you now and then. 
It’s owed to me I ” 

Tears stood in her eyes, and rolled slowly down. She 
felt Jon toucli her arm. 

“ Oh ! Fleur, don’t ! ” 

“ I’ll put you out at North Dorking now, you’ll just 
catch the five forty-six That’s my house. Next time 1 
must show you over it. I'm trying to be good, Jon ; and 
you must help me . . . U'cII, here we arc ! Good-bye, 
dear Jon; and don’t worr\' Anne about me, I beseech you ! ” 

A hard hand-grip, and he was gone. Fleur turned from 
the station and drove slowly back along the road. 

She put away the car, and entered her ‘ Rest House,’ 
It was full, late holiday time still, and seven young women 
were resting limbs, tired out in the service of * Fetter, 
Poplin,’ and their like. 
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They were at supper, and a cheery burr assailed Fleur’s 
cars. These girls had nothing, and she had everything, 
except — the one thing that she chiefly wanted. For a 
moment she felt ashamed, listening to their talk and 
laughter. No ! She would not change with them — and 
^et without that one thing she felt as if she could not live. 
.\nd, while she went about the house, sifting the flowers, 
ordering h'r to-niorrow, inspecting the bcdrooniit, laughter, 
cheerj' and uncontrolled, floated up .md seemed to mock 
her* 



CHAPTER V 

MORI FM K IN A CAR 

Jos had too little sense ol liis own importance to be simul- 
taneous!) loved mill uinifori to himsdf by two preltv and 
attractive youn^^ uonien He drove home from Pul- 
borough, where now daily he parked WiTs ear, with a sore 
heart and a mind dMraughi Ik had •'cen I'leur mx rimes 
since his return to ivnuland, m a sort of painful crescendo 
That dance with her had disclosed to him her st.ite <>{ 
heart, but still he did imt suspcc t her of conseiouslv pursuing 
him; and no amount ot he.irt-s<.arehing seemed to make 
his own feelings clearer Ought he to tell Anne about 
to-day’s meeting ? In manv small and silent wavs she had 
shown that she was afraid of Eleur Why add to her fears 
without real cause ? The portrait was if.t his own doing, 
and only for the next few days was he likely to be seeing 
Fleur. After that lliey would meet, perhaps, two or three 
times a year. “ Hon't tell Anne— I beseech you ! ” Cr>uld 
he tell her after that ? burely he owed Fleur that much 
consideration. She Ind never consented to give him up ; 
she had not fallen in love with Michael, as he with Anne. 
Still undecided, he reached Wansdon His mother had 
once said to him : *’ You must never fell a He, Jon, your 
face will always give you away.” And so, though he did 
not tell Anne, her eyes following him about noted that he 
was keeping something from her. Her cold w’as in the 
bronchial stage, so that she was still upstairs, and tense from 
lack of occupation. Jon came up early again after dinner, 
and began to read to her. He read from ‘ The Worst 
978 
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J'Uirnov in the World,’ .aid on lur sidt '.lio 1 .j\ v\ilh licr face 
pillowed on her arm nul waiJicd Inm .w^r it Thr smoke 
of a Wood fire, iht se< lit ot h.ils inuc remedies, the drone ot 
hi-' own \ oice, ret iiline ihat epic ot .» ptneuin’s c^g, 
eirowsed linn till tin' hooh dropped from his hand, 

“ ll.we a snoo/e, Jon, \o’a’r( lirtd ” jein I.i\ huk, hut 
lu did not stioo/e Ih tlioLiL'ht inste,id In this his 
wifi , he knew well th.it there was wli.a her brother, Francis 
Wilrnot. talhd ’sand’ Sin kiuw how to iic sih nt when 
sIi'k:*; piinind lie i.ad watched lur making up her mind 
that she wa in dani’t r . and iiow it ■>< eiiu d to him that she 
\sas hiding Iwr Hint \nnt alw.i\s kiuu v\hii 'die wanted, 
bhe liatl a sm^denes' of purp-^-e tmt confused like Fleur’s 
h\ tile I urre nts ol niodt rnir> , and sin' w ts resolute Youth 
in lur boiitl. C.irilin.in home h ul lx < n simple and self 
relunt , ,tnd unlikt nuot .Vnuru.m uirF, she had not had 
too eood .1 time It h.ul het n .i shoe k t>> her, he knew', that 
she w.is not his first love and th,it his first jovc was still in 
lov L with him She hid shown lier un'as|iu-ts at once, but 
now, he felt, sIh had closed her gu.ird And jun could not 
Ik Ip knowuiL,', t(K), that she was still dcoplv m love with him 
for all that ihev h.id been in.irncd two years. He had 
often lieard tli.it .Amernan uirls seldom rcallv knew the 
men rhev married . but it seemed to him sometimes that 
,Anne knew him belle r than he kne'w himbclf. If so, what 
did she know ^ W hat was lie ’ He wanted to do some- 
thing useful with his life , he wanted to be loyal and kind. 
But was It all just wanting ’ W’as he a fraud ’ Not what 
she thought him ^ It was all ce)nfu«icd and heavy in hi» 
mind, like the air m the roe>m. No use thinking ! Belief 
to snooze, as Anne s.dd -better to snooze ! He woke and 
said . 

“ Hallo ! Was I snoring ? 

“No. But you were twitching like a dog, Jon/’ 
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Jon got up and went to tlic \iindnvv. 

“I was dreaming. It's a bc.iutiful night. A fine 
September’s the pick of the \c.ir.” 

“Yes; Ikne the ‘ fall ’ lb your modier coming over, 
soon ? ” 

“Not until we’re settled in. I believe siie thinks we’re 
better without her.” 

“ Your mother w'oiild always feel she was lro/> before 
she was.” 

“That’s on the right side, anvwa) “ 

“Yes, I wundir if I sluealJ ” 

Jon turned. She was ‘'itting up, -taring in front of her, 
frowning. He went over and kissed her 

“ Careful of your chest, d^irling ! ” and he pulled up the 
clothes, 

Sh-C lay back, ga/ing up at him ; and again he wcnJc a‘d 

what she saw. . . 

He was met next da\ by June's “ So I'leur was lierc 
yesterday and gave \’ou a lift ! I told her what 1 liiought 

this mommg.” 

“What iitd you think ? ” said Jon. 

“ That it mustn't begin again. She’s a spoiled child not 
to be trusted,** 

His eyes moved angrily. 

“ You’d better kave hlcur alone ” 

“I always leave people alone,” said June; “but this 
IS my house, and I had to speak my mmJ.” 

“ I’d better stop sitting then.” 

“Now, don’t be silly, Jon. Of course you can’t stop 
sitting — neither of you. Harold would be frighttuUy 
upset,” 

“Damn Harold!” 

June took hold of his lapel 

“That’s not what I meant at all. The pictures arc 
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going to be splendid 1 onl) iiK.irH th.it you mustn’t 
meet here.” 

“ Did )Ou tel] Fleur tin'll ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

Jfin hiui^htd, und tlie s^^und o! the Ungh was hard. 

“ W’c’re IK'!; children, June.” 

“ ll.j\c \(>u told '\nnc i ” 

“No” ‘ 

“ There, \ ou see ! ” 

"Uliat 

Hi^ face ]..u} Icioine stubborn and angryn 
“You're '.er> hhc \>>ur taihcr .iiu! grandfather, Jon — 
they o'uldn’t bf.ir to be i.Ti .niMhing.” 

“ Can \ou } ” 

" ()i toufM', when It’s ficct •'^ar) 

“ 'I'iicn I'l' .. t duii't inierterc " 

Pink ru'hed into j urn's Oitck-, tears into her eyes; she 
winked tlnin a\sa\, shook hermit, and said coldly: 

“ I newer interfere ” 

“ No ' ” 

Slic went more pink, .md suddenly stroked his sleeve. 
That touched Jon, and nc srnihd 

He ‘ ^at ’ disturbed all that afternoon, while the 
Rufaelite painted, and June hovered, sometimes W’ith a 
frown, and sometimes with yc.irning in her face. He 
wondered what he should do if Fleur called for him again. 
Hut Fleur did not call, and he went home alone. l*he next 
da) w’.is Sunday and he did not go up ; but on Monday 
when he came out of ‘ The PopL.rs,’ after ‘ sitting,^ he saw 
Plcur'b car standing by the curb. 

“ I do want to show you my house to-day. I suppose 
June spoke to you, but I’m a reformed character, Jon, 
Get in ! ” -*Vnd Jon gor in. 

The day was dull, neither lighted nor staged for emotioii, 
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and the ‘ reformed ci.ar.ieter ’ pLued her part to perfection 
Not a word su^^^e^ted that thev weri. other than be-f 
fncnd<;. Slie talked of Anieriea, its laniruaee and book- 
Jon maintained tliat Amerua v\a-. \iolent in its repres^inii 
and in Its re\o]t ai,Min-t rtpressum^ 

“ In a word," said I'kur, “ \ouni; ’’ 

“ Yes ; but so far a-' 1 tan make out, it’s getting younger 
everv year." 

“ I liked Americ.i " 

“Oil! I liked it all riuht I made quite a profit, toi., 
on my orchard when I sold " 

“I wonder you came bath, Jon The fact is —you’re 
old-fa.shioncd." 

“ How ? " 

“Take sex- — I couldn't discuss se\ with you " 

“Can you with other p-oiple ' " 

“Oh! W’ith nearh an\one Don't frown like tliat' 
You’d be awfully out of it, ni\ dear, in London, or Ne\^ 
York, for that matter." 

“ I hate fluffy t.ilk .ibout sex," said Jon, grutff\ “ TIk 
F rench arc the only people who understand se.x It isn’t 
to be talked about as they do here and in America , it’s 
much too real." 

Fleur stole another look. 

“Then let us drop that liot potato I’m not sure 
whether 1 could even discuss art with you." 

“ Did you sec that St. Gaudens statue at Washington ? ” 
“ Yes ; but that’s vuu\ jru nowadays " 

“ Is it ? " growled Ion. ” What do they w'ant, 
then ? " 

“ You know as well as I." 

“ You mean it must be unintelligible ? ” 

“ Put it that way if you like. The point is that art now 
is iust 2 subject for conversation ; and anything that 
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.inybovl) c.m uiulcr'vt m.l it tir^i si-ht is n<»i worth talkinj; 
.ibuut and therefore not an ” 

“ I call that -^ilK 

“ IVrhap:. liut more nmu'-inf.j ” 

“ If vou see thrmieh it. lutvs ...n \ou be amu'^ed ? ” 
“Another hot pot.ito I^t’s tr\ ai^nn! I bet yon 
dfin’t approve o{ women’s drtss, tiu'se vla\s ? *’ 

“ W li\ not ^ It’s ]olK scii-iblc” 

“ Li, la ' \r w( coinmp’ lovrithcr on that f '* 
“NituralK, \(»u’J all look better without hats You 
van wa''h \>'ur headx e I'-ilv now, \ou know 

“Dll' doll': uii us oh !Mt^, jon Ail our stoicism would 
L’o It we ha in’t to hrid hats tl-.at suited us, life would be 
nuu li too I a*- 

“ liut tho don’t 'int \ou ” 

“ I attree, mv d^ar, but I know the fdiiinmc character 
better than \ou ffne must ..lwa\' k,M\e babies somcthirift 
to t ut their teeth on ” 

“ I’leur, Nou’re too intelliL't ni to live in London '* 

“Nh dear bo\, the mod* rn vo.jni; woman doesn’t live 
,.n\ where Mie Ho its in an ether ot licr own ” 

“ .'she touelies earth sometimes. I suppose.” 

1 hair did not answer for a minute , linn, looking; at him . 

Yes , she touches earth s<unetime'', Jon ” And m that 
l(K»k ^lic seemed to say Ji;am “ Oh ' what a pity wc have 
to talk like this ' ” 

bhc showed him the house in such a way that he might 
get the impression that she consklcrcd to stomc purpose ihc 
comfort of others L\cn her momentary encounters with 
the denizens had that quality. Jon went away with a 
tingling in his palm, and the thought : ‘ She likes to make 

herself out a butterfly, but at heart ! ’ The memory 

of her clear eyes smiling at him, the half'comic quiver o< 
her lips when she said : ” Good-bye, bless you I blurred 
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his vision of Sussex all the way home. And who shall say 
that she had not so intended ? 

Holly had come to meet him with a hired car. 

“ Dm sorry, Jon, VaPs gut the car. He won’t be able to 
drive you up and down to-morrow as lie said he would 
He’s had to go up to-day. And if he can get through his 
business in town, he’ll go on to Newmarket on Wednesday. 
Something rather beastly’s happened His name’s been 
forged on a dicque for a hundred pounds by an old college 
fri^^nd to whom he’d been particularly decent ” 

“Very adequate reasons,” said Jon. “ Wdiat’s Val 
going to do ? ” 

“ He doesn’t know yet ; but this is the third time he's 
played a dirty trick on \'al ” 

** Is it quite certain ? ” 

“The Bank described him unmistakably. He seems to 
think Val will stand an\ thing , but it can’t be allowed to 
go on.” 

“ I should say not.” 

“ Yes, dear boy ; but what would you do ? Prosecute 
an old college friend ? Val has a queer feeling that 
it’s only a sort of accident that he himself has kept 
straight.” 

Jon stared. Jf 'as it an accident that one kept straight ? 

Was this fellow m the war ? ” he asked. 

“ I doubt it. He seems to be an absolute rotter. I saw 
hit face once — bone slack and bone selfish.” 

^ Beastly for Val ! ” said Jon. 

going to consult his unde, Fleur’s father. By 
the way, have you seen Fleur lately ? ” 

“ Yci. I saw her to-day. She brought me as far as 
Dorkmg, and showed me her house there,” 

Hie look on Holly's face, the reflective shadow between 
hex eyes, were not lost on him. 
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“ Is tlicre any objoction to my sccin^hcr ? ” he said, 
abruptly 

“ Only you c.ui kimw that, dear h^y ” 

[on did not answer, but the moment he saw Anne he 
told her She showed him nothing by face or voice, just 
asked how Fleur was and how he liked the house That 
night, after she seemed I'^leep, he lay awake, gnawed by 
unccrt.nnt) If us u an ateidciu that unc kept straight— 
was it i 
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90AM1 HAS HRAIV WWlS 

The quc'^iinn SoariK' p'lt td hi' n<'phcw in Green 
Str|:ct, was: “How (.IkI Ik i;. t Imld <>1 the theque form ' 
Do )ou keep )(.jr cheque ho .U Kihl' ihout ' ''' 

“ I'm afr.iui I do, ratli- r, in th- ^ ''wntr-v , l iule So ime> " 
“I’m,” said Sf).mK', "tlun \ou d<''*r\e all noq pet 
U’har about \nur ifuri ' ” 

“lie wrote irom Hrudnoii a'kln^' it it (oald 'ti me' 
“ You should l»a\c' m uh yair wite 'm'n \nur ” 

V:\] groaned. “ 1 didn’t think la'd run to li.ri,vr\ 

“ Tliey run to am ihmi; whe n the v'rt a- tar pon- a^ that 
I suppose wlien \ou said ‘ No,’ h* canK o\cr trom Bnpnton 
all the same ’ ” 

“ Yes, lie did ; hut I wasn't in '' 

“ ExactK ; and he sneaked .1 torm Well, if \ou want to 
stop him, you'd better prosecute lie'll pet three \tars ” 
“ That’d kill him,” said \kd, “ to judge In ins hioks " 
Soames shook his head " Impnne his health — vcr\ 
likely. Has he ever been in prist m I ” 

“ Not that I know otd’ 

“ H’m ! ” 

Silence followed this profound remark. 

* “ I can’t prosecute,” said Val, suddenly. “ College pal 
There, but for the grace of (hid and all that, dtm’t you 
know ; one might have gone to the dogs oneself ” 

Soames stared at him. 

“ Well,” he said, ” I suppi>se you might. Your father 
was always in some scrape or other.” 

986 
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V al frowned He had vuddtiiK rcm'~mbcrcd an evemni; 
at tlie Pandemonium, when, n eomp.inv with anolhcT 
frund, he had seen his oun f.ither, drunk 
" Pjiit sunuJiou,” }k‘ -aid. " l\e l’o^ to see that fic 
dotsn t di' It iifain It lie aadn i lonk ^ueh a ' licart ’ 
-ubject, one >.oald oi\e him .t huhiii’ ” 

^oames shook hi- Jn..d “ P‘ r-onal vioknee hesidc*?, 
he's ppibahK oil ot hiadaiid lo now 

" N< ' , I e 'il' d at hi 1. lui> ein the \\.i\ lierc— ht\ in town 
dlridit" ' • 

“ You didn't -et him ' ” 

" N< ' 1 wanted to i '1 ai tm-t 

riatteTed in -{lie of hn,-'l’, >o iias ^.iid ■^ardonitally : 

'‘Pirhips la's L’ot uh. t th( \ i.dl a better nature?"’ 

" lU' I ' »\e, I !'i h >o iiiK 1 i-'i lu \ I th.it’> a brain-wave ! ” 
Soames diook hi> hea^l ’* Not to jude*' by liis faic ” 

" I don’t kiaos,*’ s \ •' \tt(f jip m born a 

L’cntlem.iti " 

'■ Ihat tm m- nothiint n<.w.iijo.' \iid, tpr<*pos, before* 
I torin t it Do \ou rmiundur a vouml: fellow called 
Butttrfield, in ilu hddersori alt nr no, \e)u wouldn’t 
Util, I'm ^■•ane to take him out of hi> publishing firm, and 
put him uiidtr old (ir.idm.iii, to barn abtuii your mother’s 
.ind ii;e other larmlv 'Iru>t> Chd (iradman’h on hin last 
legs^ aiid til!' vimiiK ni.in can s;, p mio jus shoes — it’s a 
permanent job, and btircr pas than D\ getting now, I 
can red)' on liim, and iliat’s something in thcac days. I 
thought I’d tell vou.” 

“Another bram-w.tve-, L nek' ^<^unes But about your 
first Could vou sec btuinlt^rd, .md follow' that up ? ’* 

“ Wiiy should / sec him ? ” 

“ Vou carry so much more weight than 1 do.” 

“ H'm ! Seems tome I alvva)s have to do the unpka.sant 
thing. However, I expect it’^ better than your seeing him.” 
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Val pTinned I shall feel much happier if you do it ” 
** / shan’t,” said Soamc< ‘‘That Bank casiucr liasn’t 
made a mistake. I suppose ? ” 

“ Wlio could iTUslake Sl.antord ? ” 

” Nobody,” said Soani'-s “ W’c !1, if you \\on*t prosecute, 
you’d better leave it to me ” 

Wlien Val was pone he remained in thoupht. Here lie 
w'as, still kcepinp tlic family atfairs ^traiphr , he wondered 
whtjt they would do without him some da\ Tliat voiinp 
Butterfield mipht be a braln-v^a\o, hut w'jio could tell — 
the fellow was attached to lum, thouph, in a curiou> sort 
of way, With his eyes of a dog ’ He should jmt that in 
hand at once, before old (Jradman dropped otT Musi 
give old Gradman a bit of plate, too, with Lis name en- 
graved, while he could '-nil appreciate it Most peopli 
only got them when the\ were dead or dotty Young 
Butterfield knew Michael, too, and that would make him 
interested in Fleur’s atlairs But as to this infernal 
Stainford ? How was he going to set about it ? He had 
better get the fellow’ here if possible, rather than go to Ins 
club. If he’d had the brass to sta\ in Kngland after 
committing such a bare-faced forgcr\, he would have the 
brass to come here again and see what more he could get 
And, smiling sourly, Soames went to the telephone. 

“ Mr. Stainford in the club ? Ask him if he’d be good 
enough to step over and sec Mr. Forsyte at Green Street.” 

After a look round to sec that there w'crc no ornaments 
within reach, he seated himself in the dining-room and had 
Smither in. 

“ I’ln expecting that Mr. Stainford, Smither. If I ring, 
while he’s here, pop out and get a policeman.” 

At the expression on Sroithcr’s face he added : 

** I don’t anticipate it, but one never knows.” 

*• There’s no danger, 1 hope, Mr. Soames f ” 
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“ Nothine: nf tlie ^<>n, . I m.i) vv.int him arrested 

—that’s all.” 

“ Do vou i‘\peci liini to take somcilitnt^ a^ain, sir ? ** 

Soamc^ .^n^l w.i\ed In-' hand at the lack of orna- 

ments “ \ erv likcl\ hr won’t come, hut it he docs, show 
him in here ’’ 

When she had gon<‘, he settled down with the clock— a 
Dutth pieec too h(a\^ to talv< aw.iy; it h.id tven ‘picked 
up ’ hv Jatn('^, chimed e\ cr\ ilnnit, and had a moon and a 
hu ot -iar-> on it'' taee. lie did not fc<’l so ‘ b<mbiHh ’ 
he'fore thiv third encounter with that fellow , the chap had 
'eored twiei, and so tar as he loulJ see, owing to Val’s 
reluetanci to pru-'t'ente, was to score a third time. 

And \(.t there wa^ a sort of fas^inatum in dealing with 
what th' \ call(d ‘ the limit,’ and a certain quality aboat 
the fellow whk'h raided him almost to tlic level of romance. 
It \s.is .IS if tin. idoli't vl ni.ixini ot Ins own youth ‘ SIkjw do 
emotion,’ and ill the t.isInomiMcncsH that, under the aegis 
of his mother hmily, had tiuint about Park Lane, were 
rcMsiting liim in the sh .pe ot tins languid beggar. ;Vnd 
probably the chap wouldn't come 1 

“ Mr btamtord, "ir ” 

When bmither — very rod - had withdrawn, Suames did 
not know !iow to begin, the fellow’s face, like old parch- 
ment, was .IS if 11 had conu from some grave or other. At 
hist he said . 

“ I wanted to see you .ibout a cheque. My nephew^ 
name’s Ix-cn forged ” 

dhe eycbrow^ rose, the ecclids drcM)pcd still funher. 

Vcs. Dariic won’t prosecute.” 

Soames’ gorge rose. 

'■ Vou seem very cocksure,” he said ; “ my nephew hat 
by no means made up his mind.” 

“ We were at college together, Mr. Forsyte ” 
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‘‘You trade on that, do you? 'ilureX n limit, Mr 
Stainfcrd. *1 hat was a \cr\ ilevir fi'rL;( r\ , f.ir a lir^t 

There was ju-t a lluker of llie fa».e , and Soaincs dr^w 
the for;^»cd cheque trom his pf)tkLt Inadequately pr. 
tceted, (jf course, not t\en autumatu all', ero^'-ed ! \ ./i'" 

cheques would ha\e to Ijwvt the \M>rds“Nnt neyotiaMe , 
Credit payee ” stamped on them in luiurc Hut lii*\v Cfcjld 
he pive tins fellow a tliorouyh '-eare r 

“I have a deteetne at hand," he said, “cnl) wairini; 
for me to ring 'I'his sort ot ti mg must stop As ^ ou 
don’t seem to understand tliat " and he t'*ok a step 
towards the bell 

A faint and bitttr >mile had u-nie <>n llio'-e p de li[Os 
"You’ve never Icen down and out, I inmnne, Mr 
Forsyte ? ” 

No,” answered Soames, witli a eert un d'-giist. 

“ I alwa) s vim liA \er) wtanne: " 

” In that c.tse,” said Soames, " \oiril hnd proon a rest 
Hut even as lie spoke them, the words 'teitud lutile and a 
little brutal The* tt How wasn’t a niaii at all- -iic was a 
shade, a languid bitter slmele it was as if one were 
bullying a ghost 

"Look here!” he said "As a gentleman by birth, 
give me your word not to try it on aeain with iin ruphevi, 
or an\ of my lamily, and I w^on'i ring ” 

" Very wxll, you have my wurd — such as it is ! " 

We’ll leave it at that, then,” said ^oamc^ " JJut this 
is the last time. I shall keep the c\ idcncc of this ” 

** One mu-'t live, Mr Forsyte.’^ 

“ I don’t agree,” said Soames, 

The ‘ Shade ’ uttered a peculiar sound—pre-^umably a 
laugh, and Soames was alone again. He went hastilv to 
the door, and watched the fclKm into the street. Live ? 
Must one ? Wouldn't a fellow like that be better dead ? 
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Wouldn’t most pooph Sc Setter dt\»d ’ And, astonished 
at so c\tr,i\ ai^.int a tfioin^dt, he went up to the drawing- 
room I'ornd'uc \cirs ^n^c fu had hid its foundations, 
and thcr<' it was, .1. tull of martjuctcnc as '•wr On the 
manth pu > e w is 1 Irtlc old d ti;u. rrcotvpc. slightly pinked 
in the (Ikik^, ot 1.0 gruidlatlitr 'Superior Dosscl ' set 
in a deep, tnini-lh 1 tr ime S>'amfs contemplated it 
'She thin ot tlu t<'!ind<r of the h rs\:< Jan wa>. siithd 
uimtortai'K S<twein the widJ\ -j’Tirid points (d an 
old- fa JiioiH d nJir 'Shi (\< v.itii thick undtrhds, 
Wfte light and dir-wd and ratln r j iping , the sidc- 
ul I'kers gn \ , th< mouth look'd a^ it U could swallow a 
jot , the old-time t 111 <oat of hrouljoth ; the liarids 
th' or id a rn m ot .ift.iir^- \ ' to« h\ '-Id So\ , with a certain 
foru . and a dt. d ot (li.ir.utcr' WJSnigh a hundred 
\f its ^iiU' that u IS taken of him Ridreshing to liMik at 
(diirackr, attir tint languid s(.,d\ -piminen ' H( would 
Ski' to H« w/are th it old Ji ip liad Seen born arui bred 
Si'lore he Min rgni i* the end of tin eightcMUh century 
and built tin in-uv (d For-\te IS’ w<.uld lake Kigg*', 
and go down, and it 1 h ur wovddn't come- jM’rhaps all 
the better' He diifl tor la r ' Roots were nothing t(» 
\oung pcopU ^ cs, he w<>uld go and look at hi-. roi>ls 
while the VN either was still fine. But rtrst to put old (irad- 
m in in order It wo’ald do him good to sec the old fellow 
after this experience- he ne\cr left the office till half-past 
five And, replacing llie elaguorreotvpe, Soames took n 
taxi to tlie Poultrc, rrfiecting as he went How difficult 
It ^\as TO keep things secure, with chaps like KIderson and 
thn fellow Stamford always on the bwik-out. There was 
liie eountr\ tiKi, no '■<»oner was it out of one than it was 
intf) another mess ; the coal strike would end W'hcn people 
began to fed the winter pinch, but s^imcthing else would 
crop up, some war or disturbance or other. And then 



992 


A MODERN COMEDY 


there was I'lcur— she had plenty of money of her own. Had 
he been wrong to make her so independent ? And yet — 
the idea of controlling her through money had always been 
repulsive to him. \Vhatc\cr she did — she was his only 
child, one might say his onl\ love. If she couldn’t keep 
straight for love of her inlant and himself, to say nothing 
of her husband- he couldn't do it for her by tlireat ot 
cutting her off or anvtliing like tliat ! An\wa\, thlng^ 
were looking better with Jicr, and perhaps lie liad been 
wrong 

The City had just begun to disgdrge its dailv life. Its 
denizens were scurrvmg out like rabbits; they didn't 
scurry in like that, he would bet — work-shv, nowadays! 
Ten w'bcrc it used to be nine , five wliere it used to be ,si\. 
Still, with the telephoru and one tiling and anollu.r, thc.\ 
got through as much pcrliaps ; and didn’t drink all the 
beer and sherr)' and eat all the chops they used to — a 
skimpier breed altogether, compared with tliat old boy 
whose effigy he had just been ga/ing at, a shadowy, narrow- 
headed lot, with a nervy, anxious look, as if they’d invested 
in life and found it a dropping stock. And not a tail coat 
or a silk hat to be seen. Settling his own more firmlv 
on his head, he got out at the familiar backwater off the 
Poultr>-, and entered the offices of Cuthcoit, Kmgson and 
Forsyte. 

Old Gradman was still there, his broad, bent back just 
divested of its workaday coat. 

Ah ! Mr. Soames, I was just going. Excuse me while 
I put on my coat.’* 

A frock-coat made in the year one, to judge by the cut of 
it ! 

“ I go at half-past five now. There isn’t much to do as 
a rule. 1 like to get a nap before supper. It’s a pleasure 
10 sec you ; yoo*re quite a stranger.” 
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“ Yes,” said Soames “ I don't come in much, but 
I’ve been ihiiiLini^ Ilan\thin‘» should happen to either 
or both of Us, things vNould soon be in Queer Street, 
(jradman " 

“ \o\v ' We uiin't thinh ihoul tha-at ! ” 

“ l^ut v.e inu-t , we re neitfier of us \ouni,» men.” 

“Well, I'm not a (liiehtn, hut \oirre no ai;c, Mr, 

SejailK s ” 

“ he veni\ -oiK 

“Dear, r' It s. r nis .>n]\ the otlicr day since I 
took you down to sch 'ol at Slouyh I remember what 
liappenf d tin ii be tier tii m 1 d<> what happened )csterdav,” 

“ ^o do I. (Jridman , .utvi that’s a sii^m of at,'C. Do you 
rcMilh c t th It ' ourie ^ h ip vs ho c one fare .ind told me about 
LldeT'on ' " 

“Aow, Nhi’ \oLin^» lelkr Buttermilk or some 

‘^uch name ” 

“ Huiterfuli Well, I’m gomr; to put him under you 
here, and I w.int you to get him au jait with every- 
thing ” 

The old fellow seemed Standing scry still; his face, m 
Its surround ol grey beard and hair, ssas quite expression- 
less, Soames hurried on : 

“ It’s juit preeautionars . borne d.iy you’ll l)c wanting 
to retire ” 

Gradman lifted his hand with a heavy gesture. 

“ I’ll die in ’arncss, I ’ope,” he said. 

“ That’s as you like, Gradm.in. You’D remain as yon 
al\vj\s have been — in full charge ; but you’ll have someone 
to rely on if you don’t feel well or want a hoDday or what 
not.” 

“ I'd rather not, Mr. Soames. To have a young man 
about the place ” 

“A gwd young feUow, Gradman. And for some 
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reason, grateful to me and to m\ son-in-law He won’t 
gi\c you any trouble We none of us li\e fur e\er, \ou 
kno\% 

I he old ch.ip's face liad puckered queerK', his voke 
grated more tlian usual 

“ It seems going to miet trouhk I'm quite up to tl e 
Work, Mr Soames ” 

“Oh! I knou liou \(.u kil," said ^oanu^ ‘‘I feel 
much the same m\^elt hut 'I’lme ^land^ -till tor no man, 
and we must look to the iutur( “ 

A sigh escaped Irom iis gri/,kd pri op 
“ Well, Mr hoames, it \ou'\t. mavU up \our in iid, we'll 
say no more ; hut 1 don't hk( it 

“ Let me give \ou a litl to \oi;r -r ttion ” 

“I’d rather walk, thank \ ou , 1 hi ^ tii air I'll jusi 
loek up ’’ 

Soames pcrcei\ed that not >>nl\ driwcrs hut feeling- 
required locking-up, and went <tut 

Faithful old ehap ' One might go round to ]h ilkingtord'- 
and see if one could pie k up th tt Ini of plate 

In tliat emporium, so lined with siKcr and g( Id, that a 
man wondered whether am thing had e\cr been sold there, 
Soames stood e'onsidenng Mu-l he soinetlnng that a 
man could swear b\ — nothing art\ or cleg-uii He supposed 
the old clup didn't drink puneh a e hapel-g(»er ' How 
about those camels m .siKergilt with two humps eaeh 
and candles coming out ot them ’ " Joseph (Jradman, 

in gratitude from the Fors\ie family” engraeed between 
the humps ? Gradrnan lived somewhere near the 
7 , 00 . M'm ! Camels ? No! A bowl was better It he 
didn’t drink punch he could put rose-kuacs or flowers into 
it. 

“ I want a bowl,” he said, “ a reall\- giM)d one." 

** Yes, sir, I think wc have the very article.” 
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They h.td the \er\ .iriuic ! 

“}l<p\s ..huut thi', '-ir - t '■iImt — i verv cli.i'^tc 

“Oia^rc.!” s.iid inie'' “I v^ouldn’t h.»\'e It as a 

i^Ut " 

“ N'l, -ir , It I'li't pi rha["i r\>:ctl\ ntiat v<>u require. 
Now , till'' 1' .i 111- t little ho'A i " 

“ Nm, 11", "'natliinL: [dam .iiid '• hd th.d nmild Imld 

,ih"Ul ,1 r; i]l"n " 

"Mr IhmkA ut hire i mmuti Thi" 1,'cntlcman 

w.ilUs .ill "Kl t.i hi"iud h"ul " 

" Vc^ '•ir , I flunk we ii iv- tlii \( r\ thtni,' ’’ 
lints ut: rtd an indi-'iiriL'iii'ii ddi "lund. 

■ 1 li' rt n’i t n k 1 . di ni.iiu! t"r 'ht "Id M'-hiDned howl, 
hut \\f lM\t r\ liiK Hi "in! h iihl. th.it used to he in the 
Kc \hi 'Ft )Ln:}i l.miiK 

"With irii' "11 ' ” '-.lid h-'i'ni" "Th.tt v^"n’r do. It 
niU'-t he n'Hs,"r!r'< truin .irni-, in\\\.i\ 

" All ' I hr 11 thi'' ud! he \\h it \ "U n.jtit, sir 
".M's L"rd ' ” "aid .'soanic" . ind rii"init ins unihrella 
he pointed in the "p[’osite direifioii '* Wh.il’s that 
thini: ' 

\\ ith .( -liphth ch.u'rined air flu shopm.in hrouf^'ht the 
.iriult from it e.isc 

I pin A "\^'lll^c h.("i, with a waist altAc, a silver bowl 
spr.ini: eeneroU"!) hirih hiiinits flipj.H‘d U with his 
hne' r 

" Pure "liver, sir ; .md, as \ou s^c, very dclirntc cd^'njf ; 
not tiii* h.ivehaiiahan in desij^n , the best gilt within. 1 
"liould sav the verv thini; \ou want 
" It inii;ht Jo Wln.t's the price ? ” 
d'hc "hopman cx.imined a cabalistic sign. 

“ Thirtv-fivc pounds, sir ’’ 

“ Quite ene-ugh,” said Soames. Whether it would 
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please old (jradman, he didn’t know, hut the thini^ vs as in 
good taste, and would not do the family discredit. I’ll 
have that, then,” he said “ Engrave tin -e vvfjrd'. on it,” 
and he wrote them down ” Ssnd it to that address, .md 
the account to me , and don’t l>c long al.out it ” 

“Very good sir You wouldn't like those goblets' 
— they’re pertect in their sv.i\ 

“Nothing more!” said boames “ (io,.d evening’” 
And, lianding the shopman his card, wrh .1 cold eirtular 
glance, he went out. Thar was oti hn mind ! 

September sun sprinkled lum, thre iding [ll^ \\a\ West 
along Piccadilly ' into the (ireui l^^rk 'I’hoo gentle 
autumn days were very pleasant Idc didn't get hot, and 
he didn’t feel cold. .And the plnu'-trees looked tin ir best, 
just making up their minds to turn: met tree'', d^pely. 
And, crossing the grassy spacer, bojines teh almost nu Ilow 
A rather more rapid step behind impinged on hi^ conscious- 
ness. A voice said : 

“ Ah ! Forsyte ! Bound for the meeting at Miehacrs ' 
Might we go along together ? ” 

Old Mont, perky «'md talkative as c\ cr ! There he went — 
off at once ! 

“ What’s your view of all these l^ondon elianges, 
Forsyte ? You remember the peg-top trouper, and the 
crinoline — Leech in his prime — Old Pam on his horse — 
September makes one reminiscent.” 

“ It’s all on the surface,” said So.imcs. 

“ On the surface f I sometimes have that feeling. But 
there is a real change. It’s the difference between the 
Austen and Trollope novels and these modern fellows. 
There arc no parishes left. Classes ? Yes, but divided 
by man, not by God, as in Trollope’s day.” 

Soames sniffed. The chap was always putting things in 
that son of w^iy I 
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“ At the rate we’re tjoinp, tlie\*ll '•oon not he divided at 
alK” he ^..ui 

“I think xou’rc uroni,' there, tc 1 should never 
he surpr d lo see lh< hor'-e eonu li.u k ” 

“The h*>r-e,“ muttered Ni.tmes , “what’s he iijot to do 
with It ' “ 

“ What ue mu^t look tor," said Sir Lawrence, swinging 
Ills cane, “ i- the niiiknniiiin Thin we shall soon be 
devt'InpinL! Hiduid.. dn\ igain \nvl the millennium’s 
ne.irle fe r' 

“ I don't in tie K-i't tollow s.n i ^n.imes. 

“I'din It) tri , wonn n h.i\i rhe vote; even the 
worl.n ill ill' nr oi n will havi )iiv i ir , tfie slums are 
donined thatii tn mu, lnr-\ir, amu^i rnent and news 
are in i\<t\ hnn,. . tlie Lth.-ral f'artv’s up the spout; 
ITee Ira i- i nio’t.ihk tinoi , ''pon’s i heap and plcniilul ; 
dnema's tli< knink, so fla^ thi (icncral Strike; Hov' 
Si out', are inirv.a''mg rapidK , drts^ is comfortable ; and 
iiair Is slmrt -it’s all milk nnial ” 

“ W hat's all that L''‘t to do with the horse ? *'* 

“A s\mhol, in\ dear Forsue It’s impossible to 
Standardise or soeiali'C the !lor^e. W’c'rc beginning to 
react against unil.irmiiv A little more milltnnium and 
we shall «(' >n be iulM\ating our souls and driving tandem 
again " 

“ VS’hat’- th It noi^e ? " said Njames. “Sounds like a 

person in distress ’’ 

Sir Lawrence cocked his c\cbrow. 

“ It's a vacuum cieancr, in Buckingham Palace. Very 
human thing' those,” 

Soames grunted— the fellow couldn’t be ficrious ! Well ! 
He might hair to be before long. If Fleur — ! Bui he 
would not contemplate that ‘ if.’ 

“ What I admire about the Englwhman,” aaid Sir 
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Lawrence, sucldcnl\, “is his c\ ohitionar) character He 
flow's and ebbs, and Aown acMin l oreieners ma\ think 
him a Stic k-in-lht-niud, but he’s continuits —a i^^reat 
quaht), i'«»rs\ic Wdiat arc \<m L'mni,^ tf do v\iih \ciur 
pictures when \ou lake llie terr\ ? Lea\e them to the 
nation ? ” 

“ Depends on how tliee treat nu If tiicv’re uoinp to 
clap on aiu more Death dutic'', I sh.dl recoke the bequest 
“ The principle of our antest<•r^, ch ‘ \ olunt ir\ sercice, 

or none (ireat fcdlow'-, our ancevtor^ " 

“I dem’t know about cour-',” -aid Soamc s , “ mine 

were just yeomen I’m ^'oing down to have <c look at them 
to-morrow,” he added delianth 

“ Splendid ! 1 hope con’ll tind them at home,” 

“We’re l.tle,” said Soames, plancim: in at the dining- 
room CMitdow, where the (.ommitlec were ijlancintt out. 
“ Half-past six ’ What a funne lot thcc h»ok ' ” 

“ W’c alwavs look a funin lot,” said Sir L.iwrencc, 
following him into the hou'-e, “ exu {--t to ourselccs. That’s 
the hret principle uf cAisieiicc, i urs) ic.” 
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TO-MOKHOW 

Fiiir nier thrrn in tlu Kill Attrr vlnippini> jon nt 
norlvini; -'lit had tlu linnr lu-nu-u.irJs, that ^lio 

rnii,»ht jpptur t" havi ruahini' in lur thouithts hut the 
wcltan- 1)1 thu 'Inni-^ ' 1 lu Sijuiro ’ hcini: lii^ 

parinJi,'* tin lii'hop in tlx- ihair Miur uent to 
tlx. '■ki*. lui irJ, and, while Muhael ua^ reading,' the minutes, 
h( L^an peiLinni: “ut the. ita 1 hr Hi''hop, hir (Jodfrey 
Htduin, Mr M'tntro-s, li< r tatlur in liw, and herself drank 
China tea, Sir ’hm<'th\ whl^k\ and soda. Michael 
nothin^’, tlu M(rqu(s->, Ilihirv, ind her tather Indian 
tea . and ladi maintain'd th it the oiIkTh vsere dcstrovinj^^ 
tluir di^'tstiMU'- Ihr titlur. indeed, was always telling 
her that die onl\ dr.enk China tea In cause it W'ai the 
tashion -lu loiildn't possible like it While she ap- 
portieitud tluir UMrac'e'' she we>ndercd what they would 
think il tlu\ knew wh.it, beside-' tea, wa« )^oinkt williin 
her ’Ie> metrrovv v;a-' joii's hist sjttinjj and she was ^oin^ 
‘o\er the top!’ All tlu careful possessing of her soul 
these tw’e) months since she had danced with him at Nettle- 
fold would b\ this lime lo-niorrcAs be ended. To-morrow 
at this hour she would claim her own. Idle knowlcdf^e 
that there %iust be two p.irtics to an\ contact did not 
trouble her ^he had tlic faith of a pretty woman in 
love What she willed would be accomplished, but none 
should know of it ! And, handing her cups, she smiled, 
pit\ing the ienorance of these wise old men. They should 
not know, nor anxone else, least of all the young man \\'ho 
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last night had held her in his arms. And, thinking of one 
not yet so holding her, she sat down by the hearth, w'irh 
her tea and her tablets, while her pulses throbbed and her 
half-closed eyes saw Jon’s face turned round to her from 
the station door. Fulfilment ! She, like Jacob, had 
served seven years — for the fulfilment of her love — seven 
long, long years I And — while slic sat there listening to 
the edgeleas booming of tlic Bishop and Sir Godfrey, to 
the random ejaculations of Sir Timothy, to her lather’s 
close and cautious comments — that something cle.ir, 
precise, unflinching, woven into her nature witli French 
blood, silently perfected the machinery of the stolen life, 
that should begin to-morrou after they had eaten of 
forbidden fruit. A stolen life was a safe life if then were 
no chicken-hearted hesitation, no squeamishness, and no 
remorse ! She might liavc experienced a dozen stolen 
lives already, from the certainty she felt about that She 
alone would arrange — Jon should be spared ah. And no 
one should know ! 

Fleur, would you take a note ot that ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

And she wrote down on lier tablets : “ Ask Michael 
what I was to take a note of,” 

” Mrs, Mont I ” 

“ Yes, Sir Timothy f ” 

Could you get up one of those what d’you call ’ems for 
U8 1 ” 

** Matinees ? ” 

“ No, no — ^jumble sales, don’t they call ’em.” 

Certainly,” 

The more she got up for them the more impeccable her 
reputation, the greater her freedom, and the more she 
would deserve, and ironically enjoy, her stolen life, 

Hilary spcaiang now. What would be think if he knew I 
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“ But I think wc ought to have a matinee, Fleur. The 
public are so j^od, they’ll always pay a guinea to go to 
what most of them would give a guinea any day not logo to. 
What di) \<iu s.i\, Bishop ? ” 

“ A matinee — by all means ! ” 

“ Matinees— dreadful thinits ! ” 

“ Not It we got a { lea.sant pla\, Mr Fors) te— fiomcthing 
a little old-tashiuned— one ot L S D’s It would advertise 
us, vou know W h.ir dt) \ou think, L»rd Shropshire ? " 

“ My granddaughuT Marjonc would get one up for you. 
It would do her good ’* 

“ H rn it :h(' gels It up. it w(*n’t lx* old-f.'ishioned.** 
And hlcur ^.(w iier tatiur’s t.uc turning towards her, as 
he spoke It only he knew how- utterly she was beyond 
all that , how trivial to her .seemed that heart-burning 
of the past 

“ .Mr Montro^S have vou a theatre in your pocket ? ** 

‘‘ I can ett vou one, Mr Charvvcll ” 

“ hirst rate ! Then, will vou and I/ord Shropshire and 
my nephew iicre take that under your wings. Fleur, tell us 
how vour Rfsi-Houst h doing ^ ” 

“Perfectlv, I'nclc Hilary It’s quite full. The girls 
are dchghttul ” 

“ Wild lot, I should think— aren’t they ? ” 

“ Oh ! no. Sir Timotliy , they’re quite model.” 

If only the old gentleman could sec over his moustache 
into the model lady who controlled them ! 

“ Well then, that’s that If there’s nothing more, Mr. 
Chairman, will you excuse me ? I’ve got to meet an 
American about ants. Wc aren’t properly shaking up these 
landlords in my opinion. Good-night to you all ! ” 
Motioning to Michael to stay behind, Fleur rose to see 
Sir Timothy out. 

Which umbrella is yours, Sir Timothy 7 ” 
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“ I don't know, rh.it looks the best. If \'ou pet up a 
jumhlc s.ile, Mrs Mont, I wish \ou'd sell the Bishop at it. 
I can’t stand a fellow with .1 plum in his mouth, espcciallv in 
the Ch air " 

Elcur smiled, and the ‘ old bov ’ cocked his hat at her 
They all cocked llieir hats at her, .ind that was pleasant ! 
But would thc\ if the\ knew ' Dusk amonp the trees of 
the Square (Jarden, the liplits just turned up — what luck 
to have such weather- dr\ and warm ' She stood in the 
dfK^rway, takinp lonp breaths B\ this time to-mormw 
she meant to be .i dishonest wife ' Well, not mf»re than 
she had always been in secret aspiration 

‘ Em plad Kit's down at “ 'I’he shelter,” ’ she thoupht. 
Hr should never knovc, no one should ' 'rhere would be no 
change — no change in .»n\ thing except in her and |on. 
The Life Force would break b"unds m a little secret n\er, 
which would flow — .di, where ? Who cared f 

“My dear Mont, honesty w.'s ne\cr the best police 
from a material point of \iew The sentiment is purclv 
Victorian The \ictjrians were wonderful fellows for 
squaring circles." 

“I agree, Marquess, I agree; thev could think what 
they wanted better than an\ bc)d\ When time's are fat, 
you can." 

Those two in the hall behind hcr--Jried up and withered! 
Eieur turned to them with her smile. 

“ My dear young lady— -the evening air ! You wcin’t 
take cold ? " 

“ No ihank you, sir ; I'm warm all through." 

“ How nice that is ! " 

“ May 1 give you a lift, my lord ? " 

“ Thank you, Mr. Montross. Wish I could afford a car 
myself. Arc you coming our way, Mont ? Do you know 
that song, Mr. Montross: 'We’D all go round to Alice’s 
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house ^ ’ It ';ecn’''> lM\e a t isun.itmn for mv milk 
ho\ I (ifttn u(tnJi.r u}i.> Mice 1 }it\e t su-piuon 

she m.K riot he .iltoLT-iiur proper G-'mJ nii'iii to )ou, 
Mr-^ Mont How th.imune ^‘'ur hou-'« " 

‘‘ ( !o<ul-niuiii, sir ' " 

Ht^ h >ikl , ‘ tfif u ilr'i-'^ ' , In r t itlu r iii-I.iwN, 

' Kit (II rieht. I leiir 

“ i ir^t r iti 

* I to, tj niL’ht, nu vh tr ' ” 

HiN d( ir the iu.-ti,(r -'t [11- vrrarulstin ’ ‘Tomorrow 

tiul to-niorri'A .m.l t,. rnorr-'W ' ’ 

i'lu. ruLt \NrappeJ. rouiul tht t.irj^'oof a^c, the ,.Io<)r shut -- 
what A smooth, aiul mK nt lar ' \ ones airain 

“ W ill \ • lU ha\ ( i t i\i, I ru k { !tlar\ 

" No, thank \ou, Mah.ii,!, the Hi^'hop .inJ 1 will walk ” 

" Then I’ll ioinc with \ou as tar as the corner Coming, 
Sir (jodfre\ ' lUt-h%e, Jarlinit ^'«>ur DadN staying' to 
dinner I’ll he haek troin old HKthcN about ten.” 

'flu anim ik went out tour h\ lour ' 

“Don’t -tand there , eou’ll |^et eold'” Her father’s 
\oice ' rin <'ne per^'ori wIioh eves siic feared She must 
kee p he r mask on now 

“ Well, Dad, what li i\e \ou bc’cn doin^^ to-day ? Come 
into the ’ p.irlour we'll have dinner quite soon.” 

“ How’s your picture ' Is thus fclk»w taking care not to 
e\ ujgeratc ’ I think I’d li< iter ha\c a Iwk at it ” 

“ Not just yet, dear HcN a very touchy gentleman ” 
“ThevTe' all that I thought of going dfjwn West 
to-morrow to see* where the Forsytes sprang from. I 
suppose vou couldn’t take a rest aneJ come ? ” 

Fleur heard, without giving a sign of her relief. 

“ How long will \ou be away, Dad ? ” 

“ Back on the third day. Tisn’i two hundred 
“ I’m afraid it would put the gentleman out.” 
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“Well, I diJn't ihink vou’d c.irc to Thcre^ no kudos 
there. Rut l‘\c nuMiit to for a Innt^ tjme ; and tlie 
weather’s fine.” 

“ I’m sure it uill be frit,ditfull\ intcrestincr, dear; vou 
must tell me all alK)ut it Rut uh.it uitli tlie j-' irtr.ut and 
my Ke.st-IIousc, I'm \cr\ tnd, in'-! now.” 

“Well, then, ni lo(»k for \<)ii ..i the ucek-end ^Viur 
mother’s ^'onc to some friend" th(\ do nt*thine bur ]'la\ 
bridge; hhe’ll be aw.iy till Mond iv I alv\a\" waiit \ou, 
you know,” he added, simpK And to a\'oid his e\es she 
got up. 

“ ril just run up now, Dad, .md cli.inge Tliost blum 
Committee Meetings alvKa\s mike me leel grubbv. I 
don’t know why.” 

“ Tlicy’rc a waste of time,” said boame". “ There’ll 
always be slums. Still, it’" .somcthim; tor \ou both to do ” 

“ Yes, Michael’^' quite h.ipp\ .ibitut it ” 

“That old fool. Sir 'I’iiiU'lh\ ' “ .And Soames went up 
to the Fragonard “ I’ve Ining ih.u .Morland 'I'he 
Marquess is an amiable old chap 1 suppose \oii know I’m 
leaving my pictures to the Nation : You'\o no use for 
them. You’ll have to live at that place Lippinghall some 
day. Pictures’d be no good there. .Ancestors and 
horns and horses — that sort of thing. M'ff ' ” 

A secret life and Lippinghall ! Long, long might that 
conjunction be deferred ! 

** Oh, Bart will live for ever, Dad ! ” 

“ M’yes 1 He’s spr)' enough. Well, you run up ! ” 

Wliile she washed off powder and put it on again Fleur 
thought : * Dear D id ! Thank God ! He'll be far 
away ! ’ 

Now that her mind was thoroughly made up, it was 
comparatively easy to bluff, and keep her freshly-powdered 
face, smiling and serene, above the Chelsea dinner service. 
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“Where arc you pime h.iUs: yuur portrait* when it’s 
done ' " rt.'^inntd ^^o.^Ine^ 

“ W h\ ’ I i'll be \ ours, d( ir " 

“Ml :h ' Will, ot loarsc , but \ou’il hang it here; 
Mu L.kI 11 V^ HH It " 

MahaA i.m'vUow , i e ' T'^ ; i- ae h' r i tuinge. 

Will, 'he ‘AO I’ld t'f .1- L’O' d to him iiur, as ever. No 
oh! 1 (sh'oia vl ''qiu .mil hru 's ' 

" 1 h mk \ ■ >u, d'^ r !('{'(.' i.t II liki 1 ! in the ‘ p.ulour.* 

The Kheiiu i' 'iN'r .U'd e-'ld nov ' 1 ..lU ’ drr-.s " 

“ 1 r( inei.ibv r it," s..M • inii s , "a tlnnt' with bells.” 

‘ I ’liink ill th t I .rt ot thi pii fare’s \er\ jt;ood ” 

“ What ' Hasn't h< itot "ur t lec ? ” 

“IVrlii}' 0”! I 'loii't know th.4t I .ipprove (d it 
triio,'i..l]e ' \’'c: thf niornini'’s 'ii tirii,’, indeed, she had 

uoiKi' red, >1 n.etiiifc a\id iud loriv into the fact as if 
the K.il.iil,!' h (.1 SI. ii-{ dj the h.irdi nin;: o| res<»K e u illiin her. 

“ It he O .< 'k't do \ou JU'tke 1 sj'.an’t take It,” said 
So.iines 

1 kw^r 'niiled 1 h<‘ K.iJ.uhte uould h.i\e something to 
.sav to th.it 

“Oh' I expect it'll be all right One never thinks 

one's ovs n ethjies are ni.ir\eIloiis, I -uppose ” 

“ Don’t knou," said N»anus, “ netcr was painted.” 

“ You ought to be, de.ir " 

*' W astc of time ! fi.is he sent away the picture of that 
young woman “ 

Fleur’s c\cs did not flinch. 

“ Jon I‘or^\ te’s ’ ife ^ Oh ! yes — long ago.” 

She expected him to say . “ Seen anything of them ? ” 
But It did not come. And that di'^turbed her mure than 
if It had come. 

“ I liad \ our cousin \kil to see me to-day.” 

Fleur’s heart stood still. Had they been talking ? 
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“ Hjs name’s been ” 

Tliank licavcn ' 

“ Sonic people lu'ue no nior.il sense at all," continueJ 
Soanies, InvoluniariK her white shoulder rtoe, but Ik 
wasn’t loolvin^^ “Common hoiK-^te, I don't know wIkp 

It IS.” 

” I heard Lord Shropshire say t(j-nii:ht that ‘ Honestv'' 
the best policy ’ was a nurc \'k torianisrn. Dad " 

“ Well, he’s ten )ears m\ senior, but I don't know where 
he got that from E\erv thinu’s tv\isted inside out, nowa- 
days.” 

“ But it It’s the best poluy\ tliere never was anv p iriicular 
virtue in it, was there r ” 

Sonnies took a sharp look .it her smilim.," f.ice 

” Whv not ? ’ 

Oh 1 don’t know Tliese .ire Lippinyliall [uirtridges, 

I)nd.” 

Soames sniffed. Not tium,' quite long enough You 
ought to he able to swe.ir b\ the leg of .i partridge ” 

Yes, I’ve told cook, but she has licr own vu'ws ” 

** And the bread s.iuce should h.ive a touch more onion 
in it. Vhetorianism, indeed ' I suppose he’d call mf a 
Victorian ? ” 

“Well, aren’t \ou, Dad r You had fort^'.ix \ears of 

her.” 

“ I’ve h.nd lw’ent\-fivc without her, and hope to have a 
few more.” 

“ Many, many,” said Fleur, softly. 

“ Can’t expect that,” 

“Oh, yes! But I’m glad you don't consider yourself 
a Victorian ; I don’t like them. They wore tix; many 
clothes.” 

“ Don’t you be too sure of that ” 

** Well, to-morrow' you’ll be among Georgians, anyway.** 
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“ Yes," '^.ud Sn. imc' “ Tlurt's .t i:r.»\«\.ird there, thc\ 

And th.tt reminvls mi 1 \i. I'oujhi ihnt cv>rncr hit 
in the cliurJ'N ird di)un .it home It'll do tor me as will 
. 1 ^ <inv otlur Your mother uill w.int to to FratlLC to 
be huritd, I t.\}Xi t " 

“(ii\i.Mr lor'-\t< -omi. -hi rr\ , Co iktr " 

So.iim.^ took ilonir-mll 

“ 'I'his I" '•oint ot \oi;r L;r.mdf.itiu r'^ 11c h\ed to he 

ninety " 

If she .md |on Incd n- he mmt\ - would nolnnly '>till 
know ' bln. htt inin .it i' n o\lMv.k, hrushin)? his nose 

with hi r ill"- 

" I'm iiri d, n.i i , ..nd \ou'd h.i\t. .i lonj^ d.iv to-morrow. 
( lO. (d-Iili. , I' 'T ' " 

Th.mk CoJ !is woul 1 bi. among ttic Georguns to-morrow I 



CHAPTER Vni 

FORBIDDEN FRDIT 

Halting the car suddcnU in the hv-road between Gaj>c’s 
farm and the Rohm Hill coppice, Fleur said : Jon, 

dear, I’ve got a whim. Let’s get out and go in there 
The potentate’s in Scotland ” He did not mo\e and she 
added : “ I shan’t i>ec you again lor a long time, now \our 
picture’s finished.” 

Jon got out, then, and she unlatclud the footpath gate 
They stood a minute within, listening for sounds of anyone 
to interrupt their trespass. The fine September afternoon 
was dying fast. The last ‘ sitting ’ had l»een long, and 
it was late ; and in the coppice of larch and hirHi the dusk 
was deepening. Fleur slid her hand within his arm. 

“ Listen ! Still, isn’t it ? I feel as if we were back seven 
years, Jon. Do you wish we wore r Babes in the wood 
once more ? ” 

GrufRy he answered : 

** No good looking back — things happen as they must.” 

The birds arc going to bed. Used there to be owls ? ” 

“ Yes ; we shall hear one soon, I expect.” 

“ How good it smells ! ” 

“ Trees and the cow-houses ! ” 

** Vanilla and hay, as the poets have it. Arc they 
dose f ” 

“Yes” 

“ Don’t let’s go further, then.” 

“ Here’s the old log,” said Jon. “ We might sit down, 
and listen for an owl” 

1008 
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On the old log scat they sat down, side hv side 
“ Nil devN,” said hleur “ The weather will break soon, 
I expect. I love the scent ol drout^ht/* 

“ I lo\ e the smell of rain ” 

“ You and I ne\er love the sime thiiiir, Jon. And vet 
— w( ;e loved eai h otinr " Against her arm it w'as as if 
he shtverc d 

1 here g>KS the oj i dm k ' It's awfullv late, Fleur! 
lasten ' The owl'” 

Startliimlx «.losc through tin ihin-hr.mchcd trees the cad 
caiTK. 1 leer rose “ Let’s si if we van hnd him.” 

She moved hack from the old loi^^ 

” .\n n’l \ ou eoniinc' ’ Just .1 little wander, Jon.” 

Jon eot up and went ah-ng it her side amcmg the 
lari hes 

” I p this w IV - wasn’t It ' flow quickly it’s got dark. 
Look' 'I'he hirdus ire still wliitc f love birchirccs.” 
Silt pur her h.md on .1 pale stem “ The smoothness, Jon. 
It’s like skin ” .And, leaning forw.ard, she laid her cheek 
against tiie trunk ” riicrc ! feel mv check, and then the 
b.irk Could vou tell the ditfvrtncc, except for W'armth f ” 
Jon reached his hand up She turned her lips and 
touched It 

” Jon--kiss me just once ” 

“ You know I couldn't ki^s you ‘just once/ Fleur,” 

“ Then kiss me for ever, Jon ” 

*' No, no ! No, no ! ” 

“ Things happen as they must— you said 50.” 

” Meur— don’t ! I can’t stand it.” 

She laughed — ver)' low, softly. 

“ I don’t want you 10. I’ve waited seven years for this. 
No ! Don’t cover your face ! Look at me ! I take it 
all on myself. The woman tempted you. But, Jon, yep 
were always nunc. There I That’s belter. I can see your 



1010 


A MODERN COMEDY 


eyes. Poor jon ' Ni)v\, kiss me ! ” In that lonj; kisb her 
very spirit •-cenicd to leave her, she CDuld not t\en ‘^ce 
wlicthcr his eves were open, or, like hers, dosed And 
again llic owl In lOted 

Jon tore hi^ lips aw.»\ He stood there in her arm-, 
trembling like a startled horse 

With her lips against his car, she whispered ; 

“There’s notliing, jon; there's nothing” Slie could 
hear him holding-in his breath, and her warm lips whisptrtd 
on : “ Take me in \our arms, [on ; take me ' ” The light 
had failed completely now ; star- w'tre out between the 
dark feathering of the trees, and low down, from whtre 
the coppice sloped up towards the east, a creeping briL’ht- 
ncss seemed trembling towards thtm through the wood 
from the moon rising A faint rustle br(»kc the siknce, 
ceased, broke it again Closer, closer — Fleur pressed 
against him 

“ Not here, Fleur ; not here I can't -I won't ” 

“ Yes, Jon ; here- -now ! 1 chum sou ” 


The moon was shining thrt)Ugh the tree stems w'hcn thes 
sat again side by side on the log scat 

Jon’s hands were pressed to his forehead, and she could 
not see his eyes. 

“ No one shall ever know, Jon.” 

He dropped his hands, and faced her. 

“ I must tell her.” 

“ Jon ! 

“ i must ! ” 

“ You can’t unless I let you, and I don’t let you.” 

“ What have wc done ? Oh, Fleur, what hatv we 
done ? ” 

It was written When shall I sec you again, Jon ? ” 
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Ilf st.irtcd up 

“Nc\tr, un!' she kii'>v\'^ N<\(r, Hour never’ I 

cun’i <:i) on in i ret ' " 

\ - qiin [• K , lull, 1 1( ur u 1- ..n her If i \ rh<‘\ u nii 

their li.ind- on em h 'tier'' iri.i', in i s>>r! of ^trui,'L;K 
Then (on u re in lied hmiM It tr- . , .ind. like one. demented, 
rudied h ee k 1111" the e"{'|'l> t 

>he 't""d tremhliiiLn imr d.iniiiL: (" e ill Bewildered, 
A" 'tDoei, w.iiiin^ t-'r him to e.inie* h u k t" her, .mel he dul 
not eoim 

."^uddeiiK.Aie III" nil d, itid ' ink oil lier kiie-e s , .ind 
''iie ino.im d He imi't In ir, .wu! eoiiu h.iek ’ He eoiild 
not lm\ e 1' !l In r at ‘•Ue h a iinniie nt he could nf>t ! 

“ |on ' " \o -ouiul She r.i^e Iroin her knees, and 
St' Hid peenm: hriLthte Me el elu'-k 'riic "Wl hoe)teJ ; 

an i. startled, she saw the niooii eaiii,dil .imonc the tree 
tiq'-, like a pri^eiue wate her A '•hivcnm,' sob Hiokeel 
in her thro.it, he-eamc a whimper, like a hurt < luld’s Site 
stMod, lisle niiiL,' tearlulK No rii'lluiL,' , n») loejlstep , no 
hoot of o\sl- - not a .seeund, save the distant whir of tratBc 
on the London road ' Had he ijonc to the car, or was he 
hidiiii^ from her in tliat leeppicc, all creep) now with 
shadows ? 

Jon ! jon ' " No answer ' She ran towards the 
gate. There was llic i.ar empty! She got into ti, and 
bat leaning forward encr the driving wheel, with a numb 
feeling in her limbs What did it mean ? Was she beaten 
in tiu verv hour of victory ? He could not~nu, he could 
not mean to leave her thus > Mechanically she turned on 
the car’s lights A couple on fool, a man on a bicycle, 
passed. And still FIcuf sat there, numbed Tliis— 
fulhiment ! The fulfilment she had dreamed of i A few 
moments of hasty and delirious pas.sion — and this 1 And, 
to her chagrin, her consternation, were added humiliation 
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that, after ‘^uch a moment, he could thus have fled from her ; 
.ind the fear that in winning: him she liad lost him ’ 

At last she started the en^une, and drene iniserahl', on, 
watchin^^ the road, hopin^^ aL:ainst liopc to come fin him 
Very slowly she done, and onK when she reached the 
Dorkint![ ro. id did sJie quite abandon hope How sheyuided 
the car for the rest of the elrue, he hardl) knew. Life 
seemed suddenly to have gone out. 



CHMTKR TX 

A I 11 R M \ I H 

]oN, Aiicn he rn ),( li h a 'k n.:<- thi u-pplrc, turned to 
;]ic ] ft, lul, (.ni'r'jin,: }M''t tlu porul, r.in up ihrouph 
: ,e :'u id, tn\\.^rd^ ti )i"usc, u*' li it were '>!ill hi'' luvn. It 
Mnod th'.\ (. It" fi rr ■■ V .I’.d 1 luih iiili'ji.ttd, gho .tly in the 
sprcadinp nii't iiii-iit Ih hind i iluiiipid rfuKloJe ndron.s, 
vNlierc as 1 iiti’a h lu* had ple’.td hide and seek, or 
fursiud the t.L'f'i:) Ke’i- M'h h'" hn\\ and he 

-ank dwwn i i: ho a - h. d! iui,.td ti* 'aaKr. prcsiin^^ hii* 
ti-h u^Mitot hi' viick", i'oth huriiitiL: h(»i He )iad known 
.mei la had ii"t k'K-un, h (d dr .mtd and nevtr dreamed 
ot lihs ! ( ), ( rwlitlminj;, 'UdKn, relentless! “It was 

vent 1(11 ’ " 'la had ',iid i'er iu r, <'.(T\ excuse, perhaps; 
hut wh.it exeii'e tor lam ' Anion^ iIk'-c moonlit rhodo- 
dendron' he (ould not hnd it ^'et the deed was done! 
\\'hos< \\a^ lie nov\ ' He '•io<*d up and looked at the house 
w lie re he had l-een horn, itroven u}', and played, as if 
dskinp lor an .insutr Whaeiied and lij^litlcss, it lcK)kcd 
llie pho'i (d a house, keeping 'ecrels. “ And I don’t let 
\ou tell ' , . When shall I see )ou again ? ” That meant 
Aie churned a secret lewer. Impossible ! The one thing 
uturK impossible He would belong to one or to the 
eiiiur-not t<; both. Torn in ever) libre of his being, he 
clung to the hxit) of that Behind tiic rhodtulcndrons 
siren lung along the far end of the lawn he walked, crouch- 
ing, till he came to the wall of the grounds, the wall he 
had often scrambled tner as a boy; and, pulling himself 
up, dropped into the top roadway. No one saw him, and 
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}ic hurried f>n He li.id a durnl' and niuddh'i er.ainL’" 
to get bat k to Warivdon, tlioutrli uijat lit vvnuld do 
when he got there he Liudd riot tell He turned towards 
King-'iiin 

All through tliat lv\o h"ur'’ drive 111 a hired ear ]on 
tliought .ind thought Whatever he did now, lie nui^’i 
be di^hn.il to one or to the other \nd with tho-e pa-^'i-'n 
ate moments still noting within him, he e'ould get no grip ^ m 
his position , and Net — he mint ' 

He reached W’ansdon .it elewen, and, dismissing the t ir 
in the road, walked up to the house ENervont* had gone 
to bed, evidently .issuming ih.it he was staving the night 
at June's for a lurther sitting 'rhen* was .i light in hi- 
and Anne's bedroom , .nui, .it sight ot it, the lull sh.iine 
of what he h.id done smote liim He lould not bring 
himself to attr.ict her .itteniion, and he stole round the 
house, seeking for some wav ot breaking in At hist he 
spied a spare-room window open at tlie top, .ind tetchmg a 
garden ladder, climbed it and got in I'he burgl.inous .u t 
restored some selt-posscsMon He went down into the 
hall, and out of the liouse, replaced the ladder, came in 
.igain and stole upstairs But outside their door lie h.ilte'd 
No light, now, came from under Mie must be in bed 
And, suddenly, he could not f.icc going in He would feel 
like Judas, kissing her. Taking off his boots and carrying 
them, he stole downstairs again to the dining-r(x>m Hav ing 
had nothing but a cup of tea since lunch, he got himself 
some biscuits and a drink They altered his m(H>d-- 
no man could have resisted Fleur’s kisses in that moonlit 
coppice — no man ! Must he, then, hurt erne or the other 
so terribly ? WTy not follow Fleur's wish ? Why not 
secrecy } By continuing her lover in secret, he would not 
hurt Fleur ; by not telling Anne, he would not hurt .\nne ! 
Like a leopard in a cage, he paced the room. And all that 
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vNas lionc'^t m him rclUM and all that A>? if 

(inc could remain the hiish.ind ot t\vo women, when one 
of iliem knew 1 A'' il Idtur would stand that lon^ ' And 

lies, suhterfuL'^ ' And Mkhael M<.ih '— a decent chap' 
fie had done him enouirh liarm as u w i' ' No ' A clean 
cut one wa\ or the other' He .stopped 1>\ the hearth, 
and leaiK d hk arms cn the stom m inolpu-tc How -till ! 
< )nl\ that old ehu Iv whu h had htloneed to his pmaneifathcr, 
tiekiiip :iwa\ lima time that eurid e\er\thinp% that 
made *50 litth of loinniotions, tukim- men and thinj>s to 
tfi( ir appointed t nds [ust in front of I im on the niantcl- 
pieee was a photoi^raph <>1 iik cr mdtather, old jolvon, 
taken iti his ’fiehtie- the list record i*f that old face*, its 
hroad Imow. an 1 white moustacht, its sunken checks, deep, 
steads eve-', ind stroni: law Jon hu.ked at it lon^ ! 
" Take a eouT'e apd sink to it ' “ the laie, ^M/int' hack at 
him s(. dei pK , ^e < med to sa\ He went to the bureau and 
sat down to write 

" I am sorts 1 rushed awas io-ni|trht, hut it was belter, 
rcalK 1 had to think I have thou^dit I’m onls certain 
of erne thirii: set T<» po on tn ie^ret is impeissihlc, I 
shan’t sa\ a word about lo-nipht, of ce*ursc, until you let 
me But, Meur, unless I can tell cvers thing, it must 
end. You wiejldn't sMsh it otherwise, wemld sou ? Please 
answer to the Po't Office, Nettlctold 

“ Jon.” 

He scaled this up, addressed it to her at Dorking, and. 
puliinc on his txKiis, again stole out and posted it. When 
he ge*t back he felt so tired, that, wrapped in an old coat, 
lie fell asleep in an armchair The moemlighl played tricks 
through the half-drawn curtains, the old clock ticked, but 
Jon slept, dreamlcfs. 
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He woke at daybreak, stoic up to the bathroom, bathed 
and shaved noiselessly, and went out through a window, 
80 as not to leave the front door unfastened, He walked 
up through the gap past the old chalk pit,(jn to the Down^, 
by the path he had taken with Fleur seven \e<irs ago 
'Fill he liad heard from her he did n(jt know what to do , 
and he dreaded Anne’s eyes, w'hile his mind was still 
distraught. He went towards Chanctoiibury Rim: There 
WAH a heavy dew', and the sliort turf was all spun over 
with It. All was infinitely beautiful, remote and stilly m 
the level sunlight The beauty tore at his heart had 
come to love the Downs — they had a special lu\eliness, 
like no other part of the w'orld that he had seen Did tins 
mean that he must now leave them, leave Faigland auaiii 
— leave everything, and cleave to Fleur ^ If she claimed 
liim, if she decided on declaring their act of union, he 
supposed it did. And Jon walked in confusion of heart, 
such as he had not thought possible to man From the 
Ring he branched away, taking care to avoid the horses 
at their early exercise. ./\nd this first subterfuge brought 
him face to face with immediate decision. What should 
he do till he had heard from Fleur ? Her answer could not 
reach Ncttlefold till the evening or even next morning. 
He decided, painfully, to go back to breakfast, and tell 
them he had missed his train, and entered in the night 
burglariously so as not to disturb them. 

That day, with its anxiety and its watchfulness of self, 
was one of the most wretched he had ever spent ; and he 
could not free himself from the feeling that Anne was 
reading his thoughts. It was as if each passed :he day 
looking at the other unobserved — almost unbearable ! In 
the afternoon he asked for a horse to ride over to Green 
Hill farm, and said he would be back late. He rode on 
into Ncttlefold and went to the post-office. There was a 
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telegram: '‘Must see \ou Will be at Green Hill Farm 
to-mfrrow nt noun Don't tail me --F.” 

|on destroyed it, and rode homewards Wretchedness 
and strun tor another eitjhtien hour"' Was there an\- 
iliini; in llu U'.rld wor-i than iiKuci'^ion ' He rode slowly 
"o as to ha\e the k ' time at home, drt idinir the night. 
He stopped at a wav .ide inn to < it, and avtain went by 
wav of Gf' t,n Hill I'arni to sa\c at h ast flie letter of his tale. 
It was iiutrh ten and full mooiihi^ht betorc he yoi back. 

“ It’s a woiidirtul iiii^’lit,"' ho s ud, when he came into 
tlw drawini'-room “The iiin<.nl’itht’s simpl) marvellous.” 
it was liolK who ari'Wcrcd . \nne, sitting by the fire, did 
not even hM.k up ‘ S’k know',' thought Jon, ‘ she knows 
something ’ \ (TV s.w.n alter, die ".nd she w'as sleepy, and 

went up |ori St ivt d, talking to HctlK \'al had gone on 
from town to Newmarket, and would not be back till 
I’ndav Thev s.it one on caeh side of the vvfxid fire And, 
looking at his sister’s l.ice, e harming and pensive, Jon was 
tempted She wan so wise, and svmpathctic. Jt would 
be a relief to tell her cverv thing But Fleur's command 
held liim back -it was not Ins s«.crct 

‘‘ \\ ell, Jon, IS It all ricdil about the farm ? ” 

“ Tve got some new figures; I’m going into them 
to-night.” 

“ 1 do wish n were settled, and we know you were going 
TO be near tor certain 1 shall be awfully disappointed if 
vou'rc not.” 

“ Yes ; but I must make sure this time.” 

“ .Anne's verv set on it. She doesn’t say much, but she 
really is. It’s such a charming i>ld place.” 

“ I don’t want a better, but it must pay its way.” 

“ Is that your real reason, Jon f ” 

“ Why not 

“ I thought perhaps you were secretly afraid of settling 
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agnin. But vouVc the head of tlic familv, Jon — you ought 
to settle ” 

“ Head of the lamiK ' ” 

“ Yes, the onl\ son ot the on]\ son ot the eldest s )n 
nglit hath to tlie primeval JoKon " 

“ Nice head ' ” said Jon, hitterlv 

“ Yes — a nice licad " And, ^uddcnl\ rl^ing, Holl\ l^nt 
o^•er and kissed the l(*p of it 

“ Bless \ou ' D'>n’i su up iiki late Arini^ rather in 
the dumps ” 

Jon turned out the himj^ and sta\ed hiiddlfvl ni hi-^ 
chair before ilie hrt Head ut the t irniK ' lie had d'-ii' 

them proud' And it ' Ha' 'Phat would, irid<t.d, 

be illustrious' What would the old tellow whose photo- 
graph he had been lookimr at l.i'-i night, think, it he knew ' 
Ah, what a coil' Eor in his inmost heart Ik knew tint 
Anne was more his mate, more her vMth wlu'm he eoul i 
live and work and ha\e hi'' being, than ever Meiir could 
he. Madness, momentary madness, coming on him troin 
the past --the past, and the poteruw ot he r will to ha\e and 
heild him! He got up, and drew aside the t uriain- 
There, between twe> dm trees, ilu m<ion, nn stern uis ind 
powerful, shone, and all was nioeing with its light up to 
the crest of the Dtiwns Wii.it be uu\, wh.it stillness! 
He tlircw the window up, and stepped out , like some 
dark fluid spilled on the whitened grass, the ragged shadow 
e>f emc dm tree reached alme*st tei liis feet I rom their 
w'indow above a light shone He must ge) up and lace it 

He had not been alone with her since ! If onK lie 

knew for certain what he was geiing te) do ! And he re..lised 
now that in obeying that impulse to rush awa\ from Fleur 
he had been wrong ; he ought to have sta\ed and threshed 
it out there and then. And vet, wlio could have behaved 
leasonably, sanely, feeling as he had fdt : He stepped 
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hack to the uindou, and stopped vMtfi liib heart in hi' 
mouth d'h< rt between lirthirh: and inoonlipht stiuO 
Anm ’ Slender, in a lipht wripper drawn close, she was 
L'o'iii: tow .rd' him jon Oo'-rd the window and drew the 
e urtain 

‘'Sorr\, da’-line, eon'll catvh eold the moonli^dit j^ot 
me ' Slu mo'(d to tiu t..r 'i.l' oj the hearth, and stood 
h lokii’L' at him 

" jou, I’t'i n' 'im.' to ha\ t » diild ” 

‘'^’oU 

“ \t ^ I Inin't t<ll \ou last month because I wanted to 
K - ur 

“ Aii'v ' 

wa' ijohlitiL' up her hand. 

' W rt , :im>u*- ‘ ' 

hn cnpmd t'u t'aek ot a e iiitr, he kn^ w’ what was 
Conn: j 

' "S' mu thitin'' happe iicd he twe eii \ ou and 1 le ur ” 
h^n held hi- hrt Ith, stariiiL' at her c\C3 , dark, unflinch- 
ing, " t iFtlcd. til' \ st ire d b.u k at lum 

I \ e r\ thiiu'''' happened, h i-n’t it r ” 

|<in l‘( nt hi he id 

" Vi'terdav ' Don't explain, don’t excuse yourscU or 
her (►nK- v\hal deH'" H nican : 

Witl.oul rauinit his head, Jon answered: 

“ That de pelfds on \ ou ” 

“ ( In me ' " 

“ Mrer what \ou‘\c just told me. Oh! -Anne, why 
didn't \ ou te 11 me •-iM-ncr ? ” 

*• A i, ' , 1 kept It loo l<m^ ’ ” 

He understood what she mcant—shc had kept it as a 
wrap, -n (‘i deicncc. And, seeming to himself unforgiveablc, 
he -aid 

“ i urcuve me, Annc—torgivc me ! ** 
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“ Oh ! Jon, I don’t jubt know ” 

“ 1 sw'car that I will nc\cr sec her attain ” 

He raised his eyes now, and saw that she had sunk on 
her kncee by the fire, holding; a liand out to it, as if crjlJ 
He dropped on his knees l>eside her 

“ I think,” he said, “ love is the cruellest thini^ in tiie 

world.” 

” Yes.” 

She had co\ered her eves with her hand ; and it seeine 1 
hours that he kneli tliere, waitin;,' tor a movement, a sii,m, 
a word. At last she dropped tier hand 

” All right. It's over Hut don’t loss me — 
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Liff revived in Fleur while vhe went .il>nut her hu«iinc«8 
in the neirninv ^t.^ldlnL’ in Min'-hnu before the huliv* 
hoek*' .ind 'uni]nu<TN *)t the * re->f house ’ jj;urden, she 
renewed p.i-t .inJ tut are with te\tn'«li \ij;our Ot course 
[on uu'' up'^et ' bhe hid l.iLen him Iw storm ! He 
()lJ-t.i‘'hioned, Conscientious, iic eouldn’t t.ikc thimjs 
lieditK Ib.t "intf .drt id\ lu hud betr.ivcd hi*' conscience^ 
he wouhl rt.ilne th it uh it hud huppeticd outweipdicd whut 
more could htppcn It u the hrst sttp that counted! 
’Ihev hud ulw.us l-Kloni,»td to cuch other She felt no 
remorse, itun whs sliould he-when his confusion was 
over ^ It wus t<jr tlic best, perhups, tfiat he had run away 
trom her till he soukl sec the inexorability of his position. 
Her dcH(,m was quite unslnken by the emotions she had 
been through |(m \sas hers now, he could not betray 
their secret unless she ir-ue him lease. He muj>t and would 
contorni to the one course possible — secrecy Infidelity 

had been nchicxed- one act or man\, what did it matter ? 
Ah ' Hut she Would make up to him the loss of self- 
respect with her love, and with her wisdom. She would 
make him a success In spite of that /Vmcrican chit he 
sliould succeed with his farming, Ijccomc important to his 
countx, to his country, perhaps. She would be circum- 
spection Itself— foe his sake, for her own, for MichacFs, Kit’s, 
her lather’s 

With a great bunch of autumn flowers to which w'as 
clinging one bee, she went back into the house to put 
1021 
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tlicm in w.itcr. On the t.ihlc in the lull were .i number 
<jf little ba^'s of bitt<. r-apple prepared In her tar(t.ikcr\ 
wife apain^t the innth, wiiith nert, all (n(‘r a house that 
liad been derebt t tor a \'( ar ^lie biiM( d lier^elt with 
tlitm in drawer-, d'he sreond post brouLjht her 
}on's letter 

She read It, and spots ot burning colour became tixei 
in her cheeks He hail written this before he -.h pr - it 
was all part of his contu^'ion ' Iful she must '-ee lam at 
once~at once' She p'ot out the e.ir, and, dmiUL: to a 
villa;^'c where she was not known, -ent a tckLrrarn to the 
post-office at Neltlet(»ld Dreadful to liate to u at o\(.r 
the ni^lit I Hut she knew it mii:ht lx e\ cnin^M)r c ven iiect 
morning' before fic could call f<tr it 

Never did time po so slovcK For now she wa^ ^liakt n 
again Was she o\ er-estmiating lu r power, reKing too 
much on her sudden Mctorc in a moment of ]^a^-^loIl, 
under-estimating Jon’s strength after resf>Ke taken ' Mie 
remembered Innv in tliosc old da\s she had faded to nnne 
him from renunciation And, unable to keep still, slic 
went up lonely on to Box Hill, and wandered among its 
yew trees and spindlcberry busfies, till she was tired out 
and the sun was nearly down Witli the sinking light the 
loneliness up there repelled her, tor she was not a real 
nature-lover, and for an anxious heart Nature has little 
comfort. She was glad to he hack, listening to the chatter 
of the supper-eating girls It had no interest her, 
but at least it was not melancholy like the space and 
shadows of the open She suddenly remembered that she 
had missed her ‘sitting’ and had sent no word I’lie 
Rafaclite would gnash his teeth ; perhaps he had set her 
‘ Follv ’ dress up on a dummy, to paint the sound trom 
its silver bells. Bells ! Michael ! Ptxir Michael ! But 
waA he to be pitied, who had owned her for years wiulc 
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.it heart '^he hcltinced lo ..notliLr ^ She uent up t<> bed 
e.irh It onlv sIk < uKl >1( < p till it w.is time to st.irt ! 

torci. th.it }'h\ni uiiii lu.irt'-, t'T^- thtni open, leit 
them qui\<.nnit m i.i. tlem v-.ut .irul .iejit‘. .»nil .ithe .uni 
w.iit ' II. ki tin \kt ui in Ml-', klmin the\ hid t.iken to 
[T.iiMn^ .tLMin, c\er t" i:>> ilirimcii what sh< Innl 
thr-uk^h "like hr-t "lu -.ik Inr t.io in tr<.iu ot th it i^rote^^uc 
I uno -- or u 1 It \ c mi 1:1 ih' r ill' r\ < -fl (. ork St ret t 
d'l e disu|iin'U \ h t 'run Mu \.lmit oii ' freelv - 

til it "hi , 1 h nr Mont, n ur.di-i. i[ lim d . -till, she h.idn’t 

kiun hir hi tri up 'ii ter -]< < m .^h' h.uln’t knkid .itnl 

-.r< uikd '^unK -hi dv ' r\'d 1 "pi.!i of h ippitiess ! .\ot 

iiiort thin I -pill 'e kouldn’i .ok tor mor< tii in th it ' 
i liiriL's kt U' "'.It,’!' irt k-.t' 'Mit ’ Hut, to !, i\ t* the he.irl 
"ii' k.uit'ii imin t K- r okti. .1- liu ni^ht, .tnd then lo 
lo-' It "trui’litki'. ' It < oiild Hot Ik' \nd so .it 1.1st 
-e -kpt. uid till mo in th.it h id k.iti ill d i>\' r lier vu tory 
I um In. to look, in tl.roueh the uirtiin ihink', .ind make 
!i r dre im 

>iu kok' .ind l.i\ tiunkiiu: witli tte preiern.itur.d intcn- 
-it\ oi i.uK niornm;’ tho.i;^'h! Ihopl-' -kould hl.imc her if 
tie 'v ktuk , ind w.t- linn .un re.il possibility th.it they 
uo'.i! 1 not loi'R to kri'ik ' SuppoH Jon rem.iined im- 
mo\.ibl’. Opposed to stini\ \Mi.it then ’ \Va•^ ihe prr- 
r U'.d to „T. up .ill iti.< loilo’*, him ? It would mean more 
t.iin in ilk ordiinrs 1 .se It would mean isuljtion i’or 
.ilw.iN in till b u kL'round, w.i- tiie old burner of the t.imiK 
tcud , her l.ithtr .ind his moiiier, .ind their .ibhorrincc of 
41m m between her .mi Jon And .ill the vMirldl) icnsc in 
i Lur, brouitht to the td^m of h.ird re.il;t\, sluvcrcd and re- 
(. 'tied. .Money ’ It w i- not that they would lack mf>nc\ 
Ibut position, ,ippro\.il, .ipprcei.un n, where in the word 
cojld the) ever rci,Min .ill that ? .And Kit r lie would be 
lost to her. The Monts would churn him She sat up m 
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bed, seeing with utter ele.l^ne*'^s in tlic dark a truth she had 
ncv'cr before seen naked — that the condition of tonquc'^t 
is sacrifice Then she rc\oltcd No! Jon would be 
reasonable, Jon would come round ! In secret the\ w'ould, 
they must, be hapjw, or if not h.ipp\, at lea-t not starved 
She would have tt) share him, h< to shart her , but they 
would each know th.il the other onlv pretended to belong 
clsewlicre Hut v\ould it be preteiue v\ith him ' Was he 
at heart all hers ^ Was he not, at least, a-- nHuh his 
wife's r hlornbly clear she <.ould see th.it eirl's face, its 
dark, eager eyes, with tlie someiliing str.inge and s(» at- 
tractive in their setting No * She would not think ol her ' 
It only weakened lier power to win Jon over. l.)awn opened 
.1 .sleepy e\e A bird cheeped, and dav light crept in Slie 
lav back, resigned again to the dull ache ol waiting She 
rose unrested. A fine morning, dr\ as ever -s.ivc fc>r the 
dew' on the grass I At ten she would start! It would 
be easier to wait in mention even if she liad to drive de.id 
slow. She gave her morning orders, got out the car, and 
left. She drove by the clock so as to .arrive at noon The 
leaves were turning alrc.idy, it would be an o.irK fall. 
Had she put on the right frock : Would he like this soft 
russet, the colour of gone-e)ff apples ^ The red was 
prettier ; but red caught the eye. And the eye must not 
be caught to-day She drove the last mile at a toot’s pace, 
and drew up in the wooded lane just where the garden of 
Green Hill Farm ended in orchard, and the fiedds began. 
Very earnestly she scrutinised her f.tcc in the small mirror 
of her vanity bag. Where had she read that one .alwavf 
looked one's worst in a mirror ? If so, it was a mercy. 
She remembered that Jon had once said he hated the 
look of lip salve ; and, not touching her lips, she put away 
the mirror and got out. She walked slowly tow’ards the 
entrance gate. From there a lane divided the house from 
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tile str.iu jiui t.irm hullJIn^,'^ i.lupinc up hehind it 

In the tine nutumii tht*\ impu^mg, dr\ 

.^nd deserted -n(i -^tiu.k. iint so mikh .i- .1 hen Even 
rieur’s unl'‘irn--d rnnuj re.ili ed the .nfi joh c tore .in\ant* 
who took ttiH tarni llnd -Ik nut ottcii iu jrd MiLharl 
sa\ that larmniLt ua-^ more of a man’s job than an\ other 
in the England of te'-dj\ ' Mit vsould let him take it, 
ihell tiiat ureteluvi eonselethe of hk would l'( at rest t^n 
<aK s(_ur( at lea^t >iie pi-^'vl itu irate »nd "t'K^d before 
tlic old holl^^, i^'abh d md r^ d unit V inrmia i rcept r Twelve 
had strut. k dt>\\:i ni rh' vi’lure a- siic passed through. 
>ure]\' lie ii id not f nh d h' r ' live minutts sh« waited 
that setnud Ilia h'v h-Mf' li, n, witli her heart I'cating 
last, s}i< W'Ht Ilf am! r.iTio ria l'( 11 It mounded t.ir away 
in rh( enipu houst loom;,ps •in.uiT ' 

" Vc , luah.ii' 

“I wo to no ' t Mr I ot'X o la rr <t noon about the 
tarni " 

“f)h, \es, lu I'aiii , Mr 1 ors\ i< irm <.irts He was 
,cr' sorrv lu oad ,u j\ jjr ji-ft this note (or 

sou " 

“ lie’s not coming bai.k • 

“ No, ma’am, he was \er\ s,,rr), but lie Couldn’t (omc 
back to-day ” 

“ Thank \ ou ” 

rieur went back to the gate She stood there, turning 
ih.e notr over <.nd ov(T >uddenl\ she broke the seal and 
read 


•' East night Anne told me »>f her own accord that she 
knew what had happened She told me, too, that she is 
to base a cinld 1 have promised her not to sec you again. 
Forgive me and lorget me, as 1 must forget you. 

“JOK.” 


11 
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Slowly, as if not knowing, slic tore the sheet of paper and 
the envelope into ttn) fragments and buried them in the 
hedge. Then she walked slowl), as if not seeing, to her 
car, and got in. She sat there stonily, alongside the 
orchard with the sunlight on her neck and scent from wind- 
fallen rotting apples in her nostrils. For four months, 
since in the canteen she saw Jon’s tired smile, he had been 
one long thought in her mind And this was the end ! 
Oh ! Let her get away — away from here ! 

She started the car, and, once out of the lane, drove at 
a great pace. It she broke her neck, all the better ! Hut 
Providence, w'hich attends the drunk and desperate, vs as 
about her — spying out her v\a\s, and she did not break 
her neck. For more than two hours “^lie drove, hardl) 
knowing where. At three m the afternoon she had her 
first sane impulse — a craving to smoke, a longing for tea 
Slic got some at an inn, and turned her car tow ards Dorking 
Driving more slowly now, she arrived between four and 
five. She had been at the wheel fur nearly six hours. And 
the first thing she saw outside the ‘ rest-house ’ was her 
father’s car. He ! hat had /.v come for Why did 
people pester her ? On the point of starting the engine 
again, she saw him come out of the front door, and stand 
looking up and down the road Something groping in that 
look of his touched her, and, leaving the car, she waked 
towards him 
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‘ CRFAT KIRSYI 1' * 

Ov tlic morninp after the Convcr-iinn Gimmittrc 

iDcetin)^ Su.imcs h kf '‘lartcd carl\ It w.is his intcntifin to 
spend the night somewhere ‘ doun tin re.' hnik at his roots 
the folkming mormni:, .md motor part of the vs ay home. 
On the day attcr, he would return to town and see if he 
couldn't carry Fleur hack with him to Maplcdurham for a 
long we'‘k-end He reathed a H*asidc hostel ten miles from 
his origin about vSi\ o'JtKk, ate :t damp dinner, smoked hi.s 
own c igar, and vsent to n bed in whuh, for insurance sake, 
he plated a c-imel''' hair shawl 

He had thought things out, and was provided with an 
ordinance map on an inordinate stale He meant to begin 
his investigation by seeing the church For he had little to 
go b\ except a memory that his taihcr James had once been 
down, and had returned speaking of a church by the sea, 
and supposing that there might be * parish entries and that, 
but It was a long time back and he didn’t know.’ 

After an early breakfast he directed Riggs towards the 
church As James had said, it was close to the sea, and 
It was open. Soattics went in A little old grey church 
with funny pews, and a damp smell. There wouldn’t be 
any tablets to his name, he supposed. There were not, 
and he went out again, to wander among the gravettones, 
overcome bv' a sense of unreality — cv'crything underground, 
and each gravestone, older than the last century, unde- 
cipherable. He was about to turn away when he stumbled. 
Looking down in disapproval at a flat stonc^ he saw cm 
1027 
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the worn .md lichcncJ vurf.ut a <.ipit.d K He ^tor)d fnr 

minute, SLruiinLsiii^\ then v\ent do\\n on his knees with 
*1 sort ot thrill. Two n.nnes^ the first h.id .in undouhtr-d 
capit.il J, a \\ and an ri , the scLond n.ime heean with 
that capital F, and had what looked like .ni j in the middde, 
and the remains of a tall letter hist Init oni' ' d'la date ' 
B\ Oeorge— the d.ite w.is leLuMe ' 1777 Scr.ipin^^ 

ginfterly at the first name. In disinterred .an 0 lour 
letters out of the si\ in |ol\ on , three h tte rs out ot }■ or-e fe 
Tliere could h.ardl\' he .1 douhi that he li.id stumbled 
over his great-great irr.uidf.itht r ’ Supposing the oiel 
chap h.ui live'd to the ordinar\ .ige ot 1 rurs\te, hi'' birth 
would be near the beginning ( t tlie <Mglitcenth (entur\ ’ 
His eyes gimletted the stone with a h.trd gie\ ghiue .i> 
though to pierce to the bones beiu.ith- ele.m as a whisth 
long since, no doubt ' 'rhen he rose from hi' Iriees and 
dusted them. He had a date now And, smgularK 
fortified, he emerged from the gr,i\e\ .trJ,, .md c.ist a 
suspicious look at Riggs H.id Ik been seen on his knees ' 
But the fellow' was seared, .is usual, with his b.ick to 
everything, smoking his eternal (ig.irettc Soames got 
into the car. 

“ I want the vicarage now, or whatewer it is,” 

” Yes, sir.” 

He was always saying “ Yes, sir," without having an 
idea of where places were. 

” YouM better ask,” he said, as the e.ir mo\ed up the 
rutted lane. Sooner than ask, the fellow w'ould go back 
to I.X)ndon I Not that there was anyone t<i ask Soaracs 
was impressed, indeed, h\ the extreme emptiness uf this 
parish where his roots lay It seemed terribly hilly, and 
full of space, with large fields, some woods m the coombe 
to the left, and a soil that you couldn’t swear by- not red 
and not white and not brown exact!) • the sea w.is blue, 
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.■'owc\cr, .<nd the '•u Iat a-- iic could judtje, srrcak\ 

I he l.ine bent to the r”jht, past a blacksmith’s tnrgc 

Hi ' " caiJ >ojmrs, ‘ pull up ' ” He himself got vu\ 
:o ask Ih.r tellov, ne\er male htad or tail of what In 
told 

riie blacksmith was hammcrini.’ ai a wheel, and Soamc'' 
waited nil his present. c wa- obs. reed 
“ Whert \ the \ irarape ’ " 

“ I p th'' I inc, third ’ouse on riu right ” 

‘ Thank '\ou,” said .'soarn • . and, hwiking at the man 
'UspiClousU , add^d 

“ Is the n tm< lor vit known iifreabouth lutwatlays ’ 
What’s ih It ' " 

‘ H.i\( \oii e\(*r hf..rd fiie name Forsyte ' ” 

“ Fars\ t ' Noa ” 

Soanie" h^ ard him with a disappointed relief, and re 
umed his se it Wh tt it he’d s.od “ Yes, it\ mine ! ” 

V bhuksmith’s wa a rcspit table occupation, but he leh 
tli.it he could do without It in the farniK The car moved 
on 

The vicar w Hiiotticred in creeper ProbabK the 
\h(ar would be, tfM) ' He rang a rusty bell and waited. 
The dixm was opened by a rcd-checkcd girl It was ail very 
rustle 

“ I want the \ icar,” said Suamc'' “ Is he in ? ” 

“ Yes, sir VMiat namt 

But at tlus moment a tliin man in a thin suit and a thin 
beard came out trom a doorwa\, saMng : 

“ Am I wanted, Mary * ” 

' Yes,” said Soames ; ** here’s m\ card ” 

There ought — he felt — to be a wa\ of enquiring about 
one’s origin that would be distinguished ; but, not finding 
It, he added simply . 

'* My family came from hereabouts some geocrationi 
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back ; I just wanted to liavc a look at the place, and ask 
you a question or two.” 

“ Forsyte ? ” said the Vicar, gazing at the card : ” I don't 
know the name, but I daresay we sliall find something.” 

His clothes were extremely w'cll worn, and Soames had 
the impression that his eyes would have been glad it they 
could. ‘ Smells a fee/ he thought ; ‘ poor devil ! ’ 

” Will you come in ? ” s.iid the \ icar. “ I've some 
records .ind an old tithe map We might have .1 look at 
them. The registers go b.nck to 1580. I could m.ik<’ .1 
scareh for you 

“ I don’t know if that’s worth while," .''.od S<»aiiie>, 
following liim into a room that impressed him a'> dninal 
beyond words. 

“Do sit down,” s.ud the \ loar “Til get that map 
Forsyte ? I seem to remember the name now " 

The fellow was agreeable, and looked as if he could dn 
with an honest penny ! 

“ I’ve been up to the churcli," said Soames ; “ it seem 
\cry close to the sea.” 

“Yes; they used to use the pulpit, I'm afraid, to liuic 
their smuggled brandy ” 

“ I got a date in the graveyard —1777 ; the stoius arc 
very much let down.” 

“ Yes,” said the Vicar, who was groping in a cupboard , 
“ one’s difficulty is the sea air. Here's the map I spoke 
of ; ** and, unrolling a large and dmg\’ map, he laid u on 
the table, weighting down the corners with a tin of tobacct^ 
an inkstand, a book of sermons, and a dog wiiip. 'J'hc 
latter was not heavy enough, and the map curled slowly 
away from Soames. 

“ Sometimes,” said the Vicar, restoring the corner, and 
looking round for something to secure it, ” we get vet) 
lAsefttl'infonnadon from these old maps.” 



SWW S()N{J 


to-;! 

“ ni l(«-p IT down," caiJ Ix'ndjnp over the 

iM.ip 1 '.uppo>t \ou ett t ]c*j <>t SmeruMfn. fnr 

.’icc^ior^ ' " 

“ \Ci .1 t)ie \ I' .r, w'lili I i(i(‘\v.j\ ijljnce th.u 

did ii"i i]uiu like " I t.m remember two. .\li ’ 
here," ,ind iu' fiuv- r ^ mu d<>\M7 on the nup, " 1 I 

rt membt red il.e n inie - ii'> unu^u d l.ook ' Thi> held 
i Idse to the St I Is m irkt d ' (Jrc.Jt I ors\ le ! ’ ” 

Ai^mn '^o..in< « felt i thrill 

“ VVli.u size Is th.it lit hi '' " 

“'fwtntv four .Krv' '1 fierc w.!*! the nnn of an (*ld 
liou'^f, 1 rem<‘nib(i. ju-i (ii<rt , th<) took tht stones .iw.iv 
in the u.ir to in lU our shootiiiL’ r mce ‘ (ire, it Forsyte * 
i-^n't th If mi' ri 'tinj 

“ Mon. inttrestinp to tiK," ^.ud >o»Mit"’, “ li tficv’d left 
ihe stoni s 

“ lilt '■p<>' Is ''till in.rktd with .in old trons -the r.ittie 
Use It for .1 rubbmi: stone It’s tlo^e to the iicdjjc ou the 
rif^'ht h.ind side ot the toombe " 

“ Could I i:et to it with the t.ir^ " 

“()h, Ae-*, bs jroini; round the hc.id of the coomln:. 
Would \ou like nic to e'lme ' " 

'• No, th.tnks/’ haul ^o.^mes The idea of being over- 
hxikcd while inspecting' his r<K)ts w.is unpleasant to him. 
“ lUit it vou’d kjndU make .i search in the re^ristcr while 
I’m pone, 1 could call b.aek after lunch and see the result. 
Mv preat-grandfathcr, lolyon Forsyte, died at btudmtiuth. 
The stone I found was jolytm F'orsyte, buried in 1777 — 
he'd be my great-great gr.tndfaihcT, no doubt. I darenay 
^^»u could pick up his birth, and perbap* htj father'd — 1 
f.incy they were a long-lived lot. The name jolyon sceini 
to li.ne been a wcakncds with them.” 

“ 1 could make a »c.arch at once. It would take dome 
hours W hat would you think rcadOPahlc f •• 
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“ I’lvr ijuineavS ? ” ha/.mltd So.imcs 
Oh I rfidt would hr prncrous I'll make a \rr\ 
fhf)r<iu;:^h search Nrnv, let me come and tell vou hou to 
;,'et to it ” With a slicht pani^ Soamr- tolh,wrd him-- . 
;,'entlcman in trousers shin) behind 

“You go lip this road to the fork, take the left-hand 
branch past the post olfice, and ri^ht on round the head 
of the loombe, alwas^ bearing to tin hti, till \ ou pass a 
farm called ‘ Upliays ’ Then (>n till the lane begins T(» 
drop, there’s a gate on the right, and d sou g<' through 
It S'ou’ll find yourself at the top ot th.it field with the s( i 
before vou I'm ple.iscd to h.i'te found ojmething 
Won’t )’ou have a litth- lanui eith U' when \ou conn 
back ? ’’ 

“Thank you,” said Soame>, “very good of ^ou, but 
Eve got my lunch with me," and w.is in^uniK ashamed 
of his thought ‘ l)o(“s he think I’m going to inal-e oti 
without paying ^ ’ Raising hi-, hat slightls, ht got jnti» 
the car, with his umbrella in his h.ind, so as to puke Riggs 
in the b.ick when the fellow took his wrong turnings. 

He sat, contented, using the urnbreDa gingerly now and 
then. So • To get bapti/ed and buried, they used to cross 
the coombe 'rwenty-fuur .icres was quite a field ‘ Great 
Forsyte ’ ; there must have been ' Little Fors\ tcs,’ loo 
The farm the Vicar had spoken of appeared to hi a 
rambling place of old buildings, pigs and poult r\ 

“ Keep on,” he said tf) Riggs. “ until the lane drops, 
and go slots, I want a gate on the right ” 

The fellow was rushing along *s uMial, and the lane 
already dropping downhill. 

“ Hold hard ! There it is ! ” The car came to a 
standstill at a rather awkward bend. 

“ You’ve overshot it ! *’ said Soames, and gen out. 
“ Wait here ! I may be some time.” 



SWAN som; 


ion 


Takin^^ ot? overcoat anJ Ljrrvmg it on his urm. h< 
went baek to liic gate, ..nii pas-x-J through into a htki t»! 
grab^ He walked downward^ to the hedge on the left, 
followed It round, and prt Gently came in Mew of thr -ea, 
bnght, pcaLctul, }ia/\ , with a trail of .smoke in the distance 
The air beat in trom tiic ^ea, trrsh air, strong and salt 
Ancestral ' Soanics took some deep breath*', savouring it, 
IS one migiit .in old wine Its freshness went a little to 
his head, so impregnated witli o7one or iodine, or whatever 
It was nowadavs And then, below him, perhaps ahiimired 
’ .irds awav. above a hollow near the hedge lie "..vv the 
^lorK, and again felt that thrill He hoiked back Vc« ! 
H( was ou» (‘t siglit nt the lane, and h.ad hiv luling^ to 
hiinselt ! And, going up to the stone, he ga/rd down at 
the hollow i)etu(fii '.iin .md the hedge B( low it the Held 
sloped to the heath, and what hroked like the ghost of a 
lane ran up o-ward' the hollow from the cc>r>mhe In that 
hollow [ijtn, ihc hoiisc had been , and tlierc lhcv‘d lived, 
the olti Kor^v u s, for generation', pickled in this air, without 
another house in sight —nothing but this expanse ul grass 
in view and the sea bevond, and the gulls on that rock, 
and the waves beating over it There they’d lived, tilling 
the land, and growing rheumatic, and crossing the coomb<“ 
to (hurti, .md getting their brandy free, perhaps He 
wini up and examined the stone — upright, with another 
bit across the top — lintel ot a barn, pcriupir- nothing on 
It Descending into the hollow, he poked about with Ins 
umbrella During the war— the parson had said — thev 
had removed the rums. Unlv twelve years ago, but not 
a sign ! Gra.sscd over utterlv, not even the shape visible. 
He explored up to the hedge They’d made a dean sweep 
all right — nothing but grass now and a scrubble of fern 
and voung gorse, such as would seize on a hollow for their 
growing. And, .sitting on his overcoat with Ids back 
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jgdinst the Slone, So.nncs poiuicrcJ. Hj<J his forbear^ 
themselves built the house there m this lonclv^ place - 
been the first to scat themselves on this bit of wind-swept 
soil ? And something moved in him, as if the saltv inde- 
pendence of that lonely .spot were still in his bone*. Old 
Jolyon and his own father and the rest of Ins uncles -no 
wonder they’d been independent, with this air and loneli- 
ness in their blood ; and crabbed with the pickling of it ■ 
unable to give up, to let go, to die. For a moment lie 
seemed to understand even himself brmthern spot, south 
aspect, not any of your northern roughnesn, hut tree, and 
salt, and solitary from sunrise to sunset, \car in, ye.tr out, 
like that lonely rock wnth the gulls on it, tor e\er and tor 
ever. And drawing the air deep into Ins lungs, he thought 
* I’m not aurpri.scd old Timothy lived to he a hundred ! ’ 
A long time he sat there, nostalgicalK bemused, strangely 
unwilling to move. Never had he breathed anything quite 
like that air ; or so, at least, it seemed to liim It lud been 
the old England, when the\ lived down here— the England 
of pack-horses and vcr>' little smoke, of peat and wood 
fircji, and wives who never left you, because they couldn’t, 
probably. A static England, that dug and wove, w'hcre 
your parish was your world, and you were a churchwarden 
if you didn’t take care. His own grandfather -begotten 
and bom one hundred and fifty-six years ago, m the best 
bed, XK>t two dozen paces from where he w’as sitting. 
What « change siiice then ! For the better i Who could 
say } But here was this grass, and rock and sea, and the 
air and the gulls, and the old cliurch over there beyond 
the cooiubc, precisely as they had been, only more so. If 
this field were in the market, he wouldn’t mind bu^rng it 
as a coriotity. Only, if he did, nobody would come and 
sit here \ They’d want to play golf over it or something. 
And^ Qieasy at having verged on the acadmentaJ, Soames 
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put his h.inJ down .«nd felt the u'rn-i'i But it wn'in’t 
damp, and lie louldn’t conseiciuiouhU tecl that he was 
I arching rheumatism; and btill he sat there, with the 
sunhpht vN.irminp hij. cheeks, and his eyes fixed on the sea. 
The ships went up and down, far out — stcamcri ; no 
smutfRlcrs nowad.i’vs, and \uu paid the deuce of a price 
tor brand\ ' In the «.ld time here, without newspapers, 
unh nothing from ti.e outer world, vou’d jjjrovs up without 
in\ sensi ol the htatt or that sort ot thing. ThcrcM be 
the church and \our bible, he supposed, and the market 
Mjim miles awa\, and suuM work and cat and sleep and 
breathe the air and drink your cider and embrace your 
wife and watch )our children, from June to June ; and a 
good thine, too ! Wiiat more did \ou do now that brought 
\()u an\ sail taction ^ ‘Change, it’s all on the surface,' 
flioughr boames ; ‘ the roots are the same. You can’t get 
I'leyond thern- trv as you will!* Progress, civilization, 
what W(.rc thev lor i I’nlcss—unlcss, indeed, to foster 
hobbies- collccung pictures, or what not ? He didn't see 
how the ( Id chaps down here could have had hobbies — 
except for t»ccs, perhaps. Hobbies ? Just for that — just 
to give people .1 chance to have hobbies ? He’d had a Jot 
of amusement out of hit own : and but for progrcM would 
never have had it. No ! He'd have been down here still, 
perhaps, ^I'.caring his sheep or following a plough, and his 
daughter waiuld be a girl with sturdy ankles and one new 
hat Perhaps it was just as well that you couldn’t stop 
the clock ! Ah ! and it was time he was getting back to 
the lane before tiiat chap came to look for him. And, 
getting up, Soames descended once more into the hollow, 
This ume, close to the hedge, an object caught his eye, a 
\cry old boot — a boot so old that you could hardly swear 
by It. His lips became contorted in a faint smile. He 
seemed to h( tr his dead cou’iin George with his wry 
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Forsytcan humour cjcklinir . '* I hc. ancc^trul boot ! Wh.^t 
ho, my wild ones ! Let the portcuUis fall ! ” Yes ! Thc\ 
would lau^h at him in the family if they knew he’d been 
looking at their roots He shouldn’t say anything about 
it. And suddenly he went up to the boot, and, hooking 
the point of his umbrella under what was left of the toe- 
cap, flung It pettishly o\cr the hedge It defiled the 
loneliness — the feeling he had knov\n, drinking-in that air 
\nd ven' slowly he went back to the lane, so a.s not to 
get hot, and have to sit all damp in the car But at the 
gate he stood, transfixed What was all this ’ Two 
large, hairv horses were attached tandem to the b.iek <»t 
his car with ropes, and beside them were three men. one of 
whom was Rigg'^, and two dogs, one of whom was lame 
Soames perceived at once that it was .all ‘ that fellow ' ' 
In trying to baik up the hill, which he ought nc\cr to ha\e 
gone down, he had jammed the car so that it couldn't 
move He was alwa\s doing something ! At thi'^ moment, 
however, ‘ the fellow ’ mounted the car and moved the 
wheel , while one of the men cracked a wlup “ Haup * 
The hairy horses mo\cd Something in that slow, strong 
movement affected Soames. Progress ' They had been 
obliged to fetch horses to drag Progrt.^s up the hill ! 

“ Thar's a good Imrsc ' ” he said, pointing to the biggest 
“Ah ! We call ’im Lion — 'e can pull Haup ! “ 

The car p.Kssed on to the level ground, and the horses 
were detached. Numc" went up to the man who had 
said “ Haup ! ” 

“ Arc you from the farm back there i ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Do you own this field . 

“ I farm it.” 

** 'What do you call 11 r ” 

“ Call it f The big field.** 
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“ It’s markt d ‘ (jrt .a I*ors\ tc ' on thr litht m.ip D'vou 
know that name ' 

Farsvt ' Tiicrc’s none ot tfie n.tine now My grand- 
mother was called farsvt 

“ \Va^ she ’ ” s tid ^<>lmcs, and again telt the tlirill. 

“ Ah ' ” c.iid tlic tarrner 

Soanu- lojiirolkd himselt 

“ And v. h.il's n ime, it I ma\ ask ? ” 

“ Ikrr " 

Soames looked at him rather long, and i<H)k our his note 
( ase 

" Yi>u mu^t alli'u m(,” h-- said, "tor your horses and 
\our trouble ” And he othred a {amnd note Tiie f inner 
' liook his h( id 

"That's naiiL'ht,” le said, " \ ou’re welcome. We’re 
al\\a\s haulin' cars ofT this hll ’ 

” I rtalK can’t take something for nothing,” said 
,Soames " You’ll oblige me ! ’’ 

" Well," s.ad tile t..nncr, " J thank \rou,” and he took 
the note " Haiiy ! " 

The nliasid horses mo\cd torward and the men and 
dogs tollovstd .(Iter them >o.imcs got into the car, and, 
opening his pai ket ot sanduulies, began to eat. 

" I)ri\e buk to the vic.iraite- slowK ” ^nd, while he 
ate, he vsondered why he had tcU a thrill on discovering 
that some of hus own blood ran in a h.ird-bitlen IfKjking 
chap called Beer —if, indeed, that was his name. 

It was two o’clock when he reached the vicarage, and the 
\icar came to him with his mouth full 

"I find a great man) entries, Mr. Torsvie; tiic name 
g(X*s back to the beginning of the register. I shall have ro 
take ITU time tt) give \ou the coraplrie list That Jolyon 
seems to havi been born in 1710, son of jolyon and Mary ; 
he didn’t pay his tithes in 1757. There was another 
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folyon born in 1680, evidently the father - he was church- 
warden from 1715 on , described as ‘ Yeoman of Hays'-- 
hc married a Bere.” 

Soames gazed at him, .<nd took out his note ease. How 
do you spell It ? ” he said. 

“ B-e-r-c ” 

Oh ’ The fanner up there said that was his name, too 
I thought he was gammoning me. It vseems his grand- 
mother was called Forsyte, and .sIk was tlie last of them 
here. Perhaps \ou could send me the Bere entries, too, 
for an inclusive seven guineas r ” 

“ Oh ! Six will be ample.” 

“ No, VVY’il make it seven. You’ve got my card. 1 
saw the stone. A liealili\ spot, right awav from cven’- 
thing ” He laid the seven guineas on the table, and again 
liad mA impression, as of glad eyes. “ I must be getting 
back to London now Ciood-b\ e ! ” 

“Good-bye, Mr. Fors\te. Anything I can find out 1 
shall make a point of sending you.” 

Soames shook his hand and went out to the car with the 
feeling that his roots would be conscientiously pulled up 
After all, It was something to be dealing with a parson 

“ Go on,” he said to Riggs ; “ we'll get the best pan ol 
the way home.” 

Ajid, lying back in the car, thoroughly tired, he mused. 
Great Forsyte ! Well 1 He was glad he had come down 
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SoAMFs spent the nirl't ai U iiulu-'icr, n place he had 
ntten lit-arJ nt hut nc\tr seen I'Ik hid Inrcn al 

'cliool there, and that was why he didn’t want Kit 
to go lie liiniwlt would pretor lus own Marlborough, 
nr Harrow, perhap^ -oine mImmiI that plaved at I/ords--- 
hui not Kion, where \oung ]ol\on had been. But rficn 
one Wouldn't he ali\i to "et Kit play , so perhaps it didn’t 
nutter 

The town K-emed m old plact. riicrc was something 
in a cathedral, to^) , and altir brcakia»t he went to it. 
'hhe chancel wjd in acticitv— choir practice or orficr. 
He entered iioiscle!»sly, tor his boots were rubbered against 
damp, and sat down at the point of balance With chin 
uplifted, he contemphitcd the arches and the glaBn. The 
place was rather dark, hut very rich — like a Christmas 
pudding ! These old buildings certainly gave one a feeling. 
He had .dways had it lo bt Paurs. One muit admit 
at least a coniiauity of purpose somewhere. Up to a point 
—after that he wasn’t sure You had a great thing, like 
this, almost perfect ; and then an earthquake or an air- 
raid, and down it went ! Notiiing permanent about any- 
thing, so far Jb he could see, not even about the best 
examples of ingenuity and beauty. Tiie same with bnd- 
scape ! You had a perfect garden of a country, and then 
an ice-age came along. There was continuity, but T waa 
tiwayb changing. That wa* why it seemed to him extremely 
unlikely due be would live after he was dead. He ha^ 
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rc.id somcvviuTf — thou^ii n(<T in fh 7 imei — that life wds 
just animated shape, and that wiicri shape was broken it 
was no longer animated Death broke your shape and 
there \ou ucrc, he supposed Tlie iaet w.is, people couldn’t 
bear their own ends, the \ tried to dodge tljem with soft 
sawder Thc\ were vve.ik minded And Soames lowered 
his chin Tlu}’ had lighted some caiidh s up there in the 
( hancel, insignihcant in the dnvlight I’rc'-entU thc\ w'ould 
blow them out. riicK ) oil v\(r( .le.un, c\cr\ thing v\,is 
blown out sooner or later \nd it was no good pn tending 
H wasn’t. He had read ila other da\, ejain not in 7hr 
'Ttmn, that the world was eoming to an end in iq 2 H. whtn 
the earth got between tlu moon and the ■'Un — it had been 
predicted in the Pyramid^- -Rome ^uih ^acntific liunibuL’ ' 
V^’cll, it it did, he, for oni , wouldn’t much mind d'he thing 
had newer been a great smetsv, arid it it were w'ip< d out 
at one stroke there would be nothing lett behind an\\\a\ . 
what was objectionable about death was leaving thing'' that 
you were fond of behind The moment, too, that the world 
came to an end, it w’ould begin again in some tulier shape, 
anyw'ay — that, no doubt, was why thc\ called it ‘world 
without end, Amen ’ Ali ' Thc\ were singing now 
Sometimes he wished he had an ear In spite of the lack, 
ht' could tell that this was good singing Boys’ voices ' 
Psalms, too, and he knew the words Funny ! Fifty years 
since his church-going days, yet he remembered them as if 
it were yesterday ! ‘ He sendeth the springs into the 

rivers ; which run among tlic hills.’ * All beasts of the 
fields drink thereof ; and the wdld asses quench their 
thirst.’ ‘ Beside them shall the fowls of the air have their 
habitation; and sing among the branches.’ They were 
flinging the verses at each other across the aisle, like a ball 
It was lively, and good, vigorous English, too. * So i? 
the great and wide sea also, wherein are things creeping 
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mnumcr.iMo, hoth mtmI! ukI i>i isi^ ’ ‘ Thrrr 

(lie .ships, .iiul tluTt IS th.it 1 ,( \ i.itli.m, whom Thou hist 
nuar to i.ikt his pashint tjuTtm ' ]a*vi.ith.m ! 'lli-n 
uord used to plea < him ' M.in poetii torch to liis work, 
and to In'- l.ihi-ur, until the ivenini:’ He cert.unh' went 
torth, but wiiethtr hi did .un w'irk. .in\ labour, w.is the 
qiK 'tu'ii, now 1 , 1 . 1'v' ‘ I wih '.hl' untn tlu laird .is loni,' 

.1-, 1 ii\e, I will f r.e. r ni\ (lovi ul.ilr I h.t\e m\ bciiiij ' 
\\ Mulvi h< ' 111 W 'l’d-nd ‘ f‘r. use thou the Lord, O m\ 

"oul, pr. I'f thf Li.id ' d hi iiiLUiii' ii.i'cd. ilul bo.imcs 
.iLMin littiU up hi- I h 11 H' '.it\<r\ still iie;t thinking 
iiMW , lost t It wir-. . .11. Dili: flu .iri'ies, and tlu* twilight 
ot ttie ro"f 111 w.is t xperuniing a pn uli.ir sensation, not 
■iiipk as.,;,( 'I (I b( in hi rr Ilk' b' iim w ithin a jewelled 

.irul sdini ,‘. ) It .((iitul b'o The world might roar and 

link and la / nM-ili, stndii't and sulq.ir, uiihiish and 
M 11' ii.'inal, ihi.ip an i ru.-t\ all ja// and loikncv aicent, 
but hire not a tr.uc ol it heard or tell or mi n 'I'lns great 
box (jiui-box the Americans would call it -had been made 
eenturii' bclore the wi'rld bee mu industrialised , it didn't 
belong ti' the modi rn world at .ill In here cm ryonc tipoki 
and sang the King’s Kngh^h ; it smelt famth of age and 
incense , and nothing was unbeauiiful. He sal with ^ 
sense O'Cape 

A virger passed, gl.incing at him luriouslv, .as if im 
accustomed iis a raised chin , halting just behind, hr iii.ide 
a litth. noise V itli his kev.s boameb sDcc/ed ; and, reaching 
for his hat, got up He had no intention of being taken 
round b\ that ch.ip, and shown everything lie didn’t want 
to see, for lialf-a-crowm. And with a “ No, thank you ; not 
tu-da\,” he passed the \crger, and went out to the car. 

“ You ought to have gone in,” he said to Rigg« ; “ they 
used to crown the king^ of England there. To London 


now. 
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The opened car tr.ivcllccl fast under a hnpht sun, and 
not until he was in the new cut, leading to Chibwick, did 
Soaracs have the idea wliich caused him to say ; “ Stop 
at that house, ‘ The Poplars,' where you took us the other 
day.” 

It was not )Tt luncli time, and in all probability Fleur 
would still be ‘ sitting ’ ; so whv not pick her up and 
lake her straight away with him for the week-end ? She 
liad clothes down at ‘ ’I'hc Sluher’ It would save some 
hours of fresh air for her. The foreign woman, however, 
who opened the door, informed him that the ladv had not 
been to ‘ sit ’ to-day or yesterdav. 

** Oh ! ” said boamce. “ Howhs that ? ” 

” Nobody did know, sir. She 'avc not 's<'nt any message 
Mr. Blade is very decomposed " 

Soames chewed his thoughts a moment. 

“ Is your mistress in f " 

“ Yes, sir.” 

” Then ask her if she'll sec me, please Mr. Soamc^^ 
Forsyte.” 

** Will you in the meal room wait, sir ” 

Soame.s waited uneasily in that ver\ little room. Fleur 
had said she could not come with him because of her 
* sittings * ; and she had not ‘ sat.' Was she ill, then ? 

He was roused from disquiet contemplation of the poplar 
trees outside by the words : 

“ CMi 1 It’s you. I’m not sorry you came.” 

The cordiality of this greeting increased his uneasiness, 
and, stretching out hit hand, he Raid : 

How' are you, June ? I called for Fleur. When did 
she come last ^ ” 

“Tuesday moming. I saw her late on Tuesday after- 
noon, too, k\ her car, outside— — ” Soames could sec her 
eyes moving from side to side, and knew that she was about 
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to say somctliinp unplc<4Sjnt It carnc “ She picked up 
Jon.” 

Feeling .I- d li*' Ii.kI rctcivcil .< pmali in his wind, So.imts 

exclaimed : 

“Wh.it! Your voiin^ brother^ What was he doing 
here ^ '* 

“ ‘ Sitting/ of u)ur-e " 

“ ‘ Silting ’ ! VVii ii bu'iinc'is — ' ” and checking the 
wetrds, “ K.hI lu In ‘ Mt/ " he -i.ircd it his musin, who. 
Hushing a deep pink, s.ud 

" I told lier ^ht w.is nut to see him here I told Jon 
the same ” 

“Then she’d done it before ’ ” 

“ tuKc She’s so spoiled, you see.” 

“ Aji ' ” Tlic re .lilt) of the danger had disarmed him 
Antagonibin seemed to him, thus faced witfi a son of ruin, 

too luxurious 

“ Where Ls she ? ” 

“ On Tuc.sday morning she said she was going down to 
Dorking.” 

” And she picked him up ? ” repeated Soaracs. 

June nodded. “Yes, after Im ‘sitting.’ His picture’s 
finished. If you think that 1 want them to— any more 
than you ” 

“ No one in their senses could want them to ” aaid 

Soames, coldly, “ But why did you make him ‘ sit/ while 
shc was coming here ’ ” 

June flushed a deeper pink. 

“ you don’t know how hard it is for real artists. 1 had 
10 think of H.irold If I hadn’t got Jon before he began 
his farming ” 

“ Farming ! ” said Soames. “ For ail we know they 

joay ” but again he checked his words. “ I’ve been 

expecting something of iliis S4irt ever since I beard he was 
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b ick W ell I I’J better ^^et on to Dorking. D’vou know 
\\ here In'! motlu r is ' ” 

“ In Pans ” 

Ah ! iiut in>r this time would he have to beg that 
woman to let her S(»n luh.rig to his daughter! No I It 
would be to beg her to stop his behmeinL^ it at all 
“ (lood-lw e ’ ” he s.nd 

“ boames,” said june, suddenly, “don’t let Fleur — jt’^ 
she who " 

" ril hear nothing against her,” said boames, 

June pressed her eleneiied hand" to lier flat breast. 

“ 1 like you for that,” she s.ud , md Pm sorre 
11 

“ That’s all right,” muttered Soanics 
“ Good-bye ! ” said June “ Shake h.mds ' 
boames put his hand in one which gave it a convulsive 
^qucc/c, then dropped it like a n-ld potato 

“ Down to Dorking,” he said to Higgs, t*n regaining hij> 
;ar. The memory of Fleur’s faee that night at Nettlefold, 
So clei.sc to the* voung manN, so full ut what he had never 
seen on her late beture, haunted him the length of Hammer- 
smith Bridge. Ah ! W liat a wilful creature ! Suppose — 
suppose she had flung lier cap over the windmill ! Suppose 
ilie worst Good God ! U'hat should — what could he do, 
then ? The calculating tenacity of her passion lor thm 
voung man — tlie way she had kept it from him, from 
everyone, or tried to! Something deadly about it, and 
something that almost touched him, rousing the memorv 
of Ins own pursuit of that boy’s motlier- -memory of a 
passion that would not, could not let go; that had won 
its ends, and desiro)cd in winning He had often thought 
she had no continuity, that, like ail these ‘ fi/.z-gig ’ young 
moderns, she was just fluttering without basic purpose or 
direction. And it was the irony of this moment that he 
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pert. t*d how fclu' uhcii she kjie\\ \\h.it '■lu* \wiucl 1 -hjd 
.is much tcn,icit\ ot will .i^ hiinsclt and his t,'fnrraiion 

It didn't do, H ‘^ecnifd, to jiid^e h\ appearances' 
Beneath the surface p.issioir remained what thev had 
hecn, and in the drau^dit) cornd'Us .nul sp.ut*s there was 
the old hot stilliuss when the\ wuke and breath'd 

That Itll"'*. was t ikn.i: tiic lvinL''toii road ' >oon they 
wouKi 1 h i' I'siji * kol'iii Hill How all this part had 
HiaiiLud Mil" tin d.a\ w nt down with Businne\ to 

lIioosc the '10 1 ort\ soat' iioi more - but v\hat a 

■ iiaiiLO' ' ‘/ha iJ if n<^t ' \nnette would sa\ f>iu^ 
iu irufn/' (' ^ " I-o\< and hate rio i-nd t(t that, 

unwa\ ' 1 he beat ut lik wdit on beneath the wheels 

and whirr a tratfu ind tlie ja//\ n usu ot the band 
1 ate on it' drum, or ju t tin* hum m heart ’ (lod knew ' 
(jr)d ' t^ointnnnt word \\ h »t dol one mean by it 
Hr didn't I now, and n<\cr w<juld ' In the cathedral that 
moimnt,' lu liad thou^'ht and ihtii that vcrjrer! 'Fherf 
were the poplars, and the stable Hovk-tower, just visible, 
ot the house hf‘ had built and ni\er inhabited It he could 
ha\t toreseen a striarn of car' like tins passing da\ after 
da\, not a cjuartcr of a mile ott, he would not have buih it, 
..nd all that traged) might never- And vet did it 
matter what you did ’ -s<tmc veav, somehow life took you 
up and put vou where it would He leaned forward and 
touched Ills chauffeur’s back. 

“ W hicli way are )ou going r ” 

■* I'hrough Eyhcr, sir, and off to the left.” 

“ Well,’’ said Soames, " it’s all the same to roe.” 

It was past lunch time, but he wasn’t hungry. He 
wouldn’t be hungry till he knew the worst. But that chap 
would be. he supp<»:><d 

“ Better stop somewhere,” he iiaid, “ and have a snack, 
and a cigarette ” 
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« Yes, sir.” 

He wasn’t lonp in stopping Soames sat on in the car, 
gazing idly at the sign- Red Lion.’ Red Lions, .AngeK 
and White Horses— nothing killed them off. One of these 
days they’d try and bring in l^rohibition, he shouldn’t 
wonder; but that cock wouldn’t fight in England — too 
extravagant ! Treating people like children wasn't the 
way to make them grow up ; as if they weren’t ehildish 
enough as it was Look at this coal strike, that \sent on 
and on-‘pcrlectly childish, hurting evci\bod\ and dome 
good to none! Weak-minded! d’o reficet on the weak- 
mindedness of his fcllow-citi/ens was restful to So.imts, 
faced with a future that might prove disastrous. For. 
in view of her infatuation, what could taking that \oung 
man about in her car mean- -except disaster ^ What a 
time Riggs was ? He got out, and walked up and down 
Not that there w'as an\ tiling he could do — he supposed - 
when he did get there. No matter how much you loved 
a person, how anxious you were about her, you had n.> 
power— perhaps less power in proportion to your love 
But he must speak his mind at last, if he had the chance 
Couldn’t let her go over the edge witliout putting out a 
hand ! The sun struck on his face, and he lifted it a little 
blindly, as if grateful for the W’armth. All humbug about 
the world coming to an end, of course, but he’d be glad 
enough for it to come before he was brought down in sorrow 
to the grave. He saw' with hideous clearness how complete 
disaster must be. If Fleur ran off, there’d be nothing left 
to him that he really cared about, for the Monts would take 
Kit. He’d be suanded among his pictures and his cown, 
without heart for either, till he died. ‘ I won’t have it,’ he 
thought. ‘If it hasn’t happened, I won’t have it.’ 
Ye» ! But how prevent it ? And with the futility of 
his own resolution staring him in the face, he went back 
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to the car. There \\ the fcllnu, smoking (u;> 

cigarette. 

“ Lct’3 btart ! ” he said. “ Push along ! ” 

He arrived at three o'clock to hear that Fleur had gone 
nut with the Car at ten It \\a^ an immense relief to learn 
that at least she had been there overnigiit. And at once 
he began to make trunk calk. They renewed his anxiety. 
She was not at home , nor at June’s Where, then, if not 
with that young man ? Hut at Ica-t she had taken no 
things with her — this he ascertained, and it gave him 
'.trength to drink sonir tea, and wait. He had gone out 
into the road tur the hHirth time to peer up and down when 
.It last he saw her coming towards him 

’I'hc expression on her face- hungrv and hard and 
lc\crish- li.id the mo<t peculiar cHcct on Soames ; his 
lieart aclud, .ind leaped vMiii relief at the s.imc time. That 
was not tlu- face of victorious passmn ! It was tragically 
unhappy, and, wrenched. K\cry feature seemed to have 
sharpened since he saw htr last And, instinctively, he 
remained silent, poking his face forward for a kiss, bhc 
gave It— hard and parched. 

“ So you’re back,” she .‘^aid. 

■‘Yes; and when you’ve had your tea, I want you to 
come straight on with me to * The Shelter ’ • -Riggs^l put 
your car away.” 

She shrugged her shoulders and passed him into the 
house. It seemed to him that she did not care what he 
saw m her, of what he thought of her. And this wai io 
strange in Fleur that he was confounded. Had she tried 
and failed ? Could it mean anything 10 good t He 
searched hit memory to recall how she had looked when 
he brought her back the news of failure six years ago. 
Yes ! Only then she was so young, her face so round — 
not like this hardened, sharpened, bwnt-up face, that 
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ln);;liicnrfi luro (in lirr .u\.n lo Ku ' Cci her cU\a\. 
and cjuicklv ' And uith that sa\ing instinct oi hi.s wherr 
?'lciir <'n]\ \\.»s Limccrncd, Ijc summoned Ri^^gs, told him 
to (.lose tilt tar and bring it round 

She had gone up tu htr ruom Ho sent up a messagt, 
prc'-ontU that the <'ar ua^' ro.idx Soon she came down 
She had tt>.>tcd htr facr- with po,%dor and pur salve on her 
lips; and again Soanns was shocked In tliat wliitc mask 
uith compressed red line ol mouth, and the Int and tor- 
tured eyes And .igain he s.iid nothing, and got out a map 
‘ d'hat follow will go wrong unless 1 sit beside him It's 
(toss country’; and he mounted the front of the car 
He knew she touhln'i talk, and that he couldn’t bear to 
s('e her face. So the\ st. tried An immcn'^e time tht\ 

tra\ tiled thus, it seemed to him (hut or twite onK lu 
looked round to sec her sitting like something dead, so 
white and niotionles-s \nd, within him, tin two teeling- 
■relict and pits, (ontiniud to -truggle SurtK it was the 
end— she had played htr hand and lo■^t ! How, sshere, 
when he felt would alwas^ bt unknown to him , but she 
had lost ! Poor little thing ! X<»i her tault that she had 
loved this boy, that ^lu couldn't get him out of her head 
no more her fault than it had been his own for loving that 
hoy’^ mother ! Onl) cstrs one's misfortune ! It was as it 
that passion, horn of an lll-^(ar^cd meeting in a Bourne- 
mouth drawing-room ton\-M.\ years before, and trans- 
mitted with his blood into her being, were singing its swan- 
song of death, through the mIchi crimsoned lips of that 
w'hitc-faccd girl behind him in the cushioned car. ‘ Praise 
thou the Lord, 0 m) soul ! Praise the Lord ! ’ Um ! 
How' could one ! The\ w’crc crossing the ruer at Staines— 
from now on that fellow knew his road. \\’hcn they got 
home, how should he bring some life into her face again ? 
Thank goodness her mother was away I Surely Kit would 
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be >ome use * And her old .ii>g, perhaps And \'et, tired 
though he \\.*s .tlrer lii' tfirrt' da\‘;, Soamrs dreaded 
the nionuni when th^- u di^uld stop 'I o dnxr i>n and 
on, perhap^, wa- ih' ihini: for !irr IVrliap^, tor all tlu 
\orld, now fo net tun from Munethini: that nuihln'i 
be not aw a\ from '\vt imtihewar dfAinnon' W hen 
'.oU wouldn't hiV( what VOU waiutd. Hid \tt louLln’l 1 m 
'JO, i!iddrovc,on itid "H, to dull till uiiinj !<< ^inmainm 
like p itnimj ei a lo t art . *r M. It '( I med to >oanu“, 

i- tliM }'a>'<<v! tli< ■ri\(\ ir I \h''r< lu evpi(t(d (o b< 

’'uriid oint li i\ 

Cho^ horn- no'.s, an 1 w!.<t v\ l■^ hr joiiii; to sa\ to ht r 

when thes jot out W .ri^ wre tiHilf He put Kin 

lead out o' the windov. oil took •'Oiiii deep hreith'- It 
MiMitd b('ter down h re h\ the n\M than <hewhere, lie 
dw.iNs thoujht motf ^ap in tlu tree^, more savour in tht 
-ra-' \o! rh' e(|u d o! the or oti ‘ (ireat I'orsv tc,’ but 
iiior^ ut the va'-ili, mon (o^\ i ia j tbies ,tnd tlu poplars, 
ila* -.cent ot a Wood fire, the la t fbL’hi (»1 the <Iom s h< r< 
thev WMe ' \nd witli e h-tlj ''Ijh, lie I'ot out 

“^’ou\( been doinj to rmi. h,” le -ml, opening tlu 
door “Would \ou like to Jo traijht up to b<d, when 
vou'vc stMi kit ' ril -< nd up \our dinner" 

“ d’hank'. Dad >"mf '■oup u all I '■liall want lAc jot 

a chill, 1 think ” 

boames h.oked at her dcf{i\ tor a moment, and sh^xd. 
his head ; then, touDnnj her wt.itened check with a hnjf r. 
he turned awa\ 

He went round lo tlic -tabh -• and relra-^ed her old dog. 
It might Want a run bet., re beinj let int-* the ImiM" ; and Iic 
took It down tow’ards the ruer A tfiin d.i) light lingered 
"hough the sun had ict some time, and while the dog 
freshened himself among the bu^'lies, Soames st<KKl looking 
at the water I’lie swans p.t-'-fd o\cr to their i«lcr while 
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he ^azed The youn^ ones were ^^'fow up -were almo'^t 
white Rather ^liosily in the du<k, flu- nonll.i pa'-sed 
^Taceful tiling*; and silent He had dtten thouLdit of l'ohi.j 
in for a peatoek or tuo, tlu‘\ put a hni''h on a g.irden, hut 
the\' were noi^\ , he h<ul iK\tr foreoticn an larlv morning' 
in Mtnitpclhcr hqii.ire, Inaritig tlair ». r\ . as *4 lo-'t pa'-'ton, 
from H\de Park. N'o ! d’he swan uas h^tUT, jiist a- 
graccful, and didn't ^lni^ Tfi.it dog u is ruining his dvvari 
arbutus, 

“ Cittnt .dong to Vf>ur niistrcss ' " he '-.iid, and turned 
h.ick tou.irds the lightid Im'U'i Ilf \\<ni up intft tie 
picture g.dler) On the Imre lu wirt I mi a number o' 
letters .ind things to he .iitcndivl to hor li.ill an h<>ur Ik 
laboured at tlicni He ii.ui nc\ar torn up things wirn 
gre.itcr satisfaction Then the gong M>iiud(.d, . lui hewti'i 
down lo be lonci), <ii he -upposed. 
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Bi 1 Fk'ur came down .iL^ain \nd there bc^^^in for Soames 
the mo'^t confu.scd he li.id ever spent. For in his 

heart were great gladiu^^ and great pitv, and he must not 
'how a sign of nther He ui-hed now ilint he had stopped 
t(' look at I kur\ p‘>nniT . it would have given Kim 
-omething tn t.iHv (d He t(.ll hak feebly on her Dorking 
house 

'■ It sieni' a uaful plaef he said , “ the girk ” 

“ [ alw iv^ nel th'*y hate me And why not ? Tiiey 
have nothing, oid I have cvcrvttung” 

Her laugh tut ^oamc^ to the quick. 

.^he was onk j'n t'-nding to cat, tin. But he w'as afraid 
to a>k if she had taken lier temperature. iShc would only 
l.iugli igain H< b'gan, insu ad, an .'Recount of how he 
h id found a held h) the .sea wturc the korsytes came from, 
and how he had \ isitcd Winchester Cathedral , and,\vliilc he 
went on and on, he thouglit ; ‘ She hasn’t heard a vs'urd,’ 
The idea that Hie would go up to l>cd confumed by this 
smouldering Kre at whuh he could not get, di'.trts'>cd and 
alarmed Kim greatly She looked as it— as if she might 
do something to herself ! She had no veronal, or anything 
ot that sort, lie imped And all the time he wa.s wondering 
what had happened. If the issue were still doubtful— if 
she were still waiting, she might be rc‘'tlcs<i, feverish, hut 
surclv she would not look like this ! No ! It was defeat. 
But how ? And was it final, and he freed for ever from 
the carking anxiety of these l,»st months ? His eyes kept 
ques*iomng her face, where her fevered mood Lad crept 
1051 
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ihrongh tiic (jI p(.'\ r, mi tli.jt she jftoked theatric al 

and nnlikc herself Its cxprcssic^n, hard and hopeless, wen: 
to Ins heart It onh she uoulJ cry, and blurt evcr\tliinL' 
out ! Hut he rccoynised that in coming down at all, ind 
facing him, she was prcctiiall\ .a\ ing, \nihiri^ ha^ 
happened ' ” \nd he empn ^^cd his lip- \ dumb thing, 
.iffcction — one couldn’t put it into vcord- ' d'hc' more 
deeply he felt the more dumb h< had ab\a\'' been Those, 
glib pcojdc \\ho j'ourtd tluniMKcc out and eot nd of th' 
feelings they had in their chests, he didn’t know hov\ thee 
could do It ! 

Dinner dragged to its end, with little burst- ot talk from 
I'lcur, and more of that laughter which hurt him, and 
afterwards they went to tlic drawing-room 

“It’s hot to-night,” said, and opened the h'rcnch 
window. The moon w.i- ]usi ri me, low' and far Ivdiind 
the river bushes ; .md i waft <4 light was alread\ h-.atine 
dr>wn the water 

“ \cs, it s warm, ’ said Soames, “ but you oughtn’t to 
be in the air if you’ve got a chill " 

And, raking her arm, lu' led her within He had a dreao 
of her wandering outside to-night, so near the water 
bhe went over to the piano 
“ Do you mind if I strum. Dad ^ ” 

“ Not at all Your mother's got some French songs 
(here.” He didn’t mind what she did, if onK she could 
get that look ofb her face But music was emotional stuff, 
and French songs al\va)s about lo\e ’ It was to be hoped 
she wouldn’t ligh» on the one Annette was for ever singing 

’ Auprfi ma blonde, tl fait bon— fait bon— fait bon^ 

A ufrh de ma blonde, tl fait bon dnrmir ’ 

That young man’s hair! In the old days, beside his 
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nmtht'r ! Wh.it h,(ir ^^r'd h.iJ ' Wh.it hriL'in ii.iii .uhl 
h.if d,irk eyes ' Vnd tor a monu-iit jt v\a‘i as it, not Fleur, 
[lut Irene, ^al there at the pianc Mii^u * Mvsterioijs 
ho.\ It eouki nitan ii> .inv^uic what it had meant to her 
' Mure than nun .ml niur' ttian munr\ mu'^u ' 
A r} int; that had iu\<r mu\f\i him, tint he tiidn’t under 
^tand ' Whit a mi'c!i itu( ' 'llurc "Ik* was, ihute the 
f 1 Uiu, as he u-ed to stf h r in ih( little drawini: room m 
Murifp(llur ^quare , li'-r;., as he h.ul seen Ik r la-t in that 
W adiintMon hotel I hore shi wuuld -’t until she died, 
lit uippwMd, 1" (Ut’tu'. iio shm.Mn't wundtr, i\(n then 

Mmi/' 

Hr i.mu tu i nist'lt 

I it ill thin, 't K r It ‘ vui, ( ti. 1 - Ird ',1- e.trs, wlierc he lat 
.11 fhe liirnt i-l hi^ u.-ir 1 ‘aiiitul ' ‘^tu w is maktnj^' > 
hr.ive tipht IF w.mtid Ik r fu hrt.ak down, .uul he liuln’t 

mt her tu 1 ur il d.r hroke down he thdn’l know wh.il 

lie Would di' ' 

.^he stopped in the middle ot a >onit <Hid (.loscd the piano 
^lu. looked .dnuot old --.M» slie would lf>cjk, perhaps, when 
'lie w.is lort\ 'llun she v.mu .md sat down on the otlur 
^lde of the ].( irth hhc w is in red, and he wished she 
."ii’t (It (..lour mere I »d hi' tcelinit that she was oti 
tin hciuath that m.i k ot ptiwJer on Iier lacc and neck 
^h'• sat tlurc \iT\ still, pretending to read And he who 
had 'Iht Jinu^ in his hand, iruJ nut to notice her U'a 
there notiiing he ct>uld do to divert her attention .' What 
. iht. lit hi:> pictures ' Winch — he asked— wai> licr favourite 
The Conitable, the bievcns, the Corot, or llie Daumier ? 

" I’m leaving the h^t to the Nation,” he laid. “ But I 
shall want you to take your pick of four or so ; .mJ, of 
course, that cop\ of Go^aN ‘ \ cndimia ’ belongs to \ou.” 
Then, rcmembcnncr ’=.hc had worn the ' Wndnnia ’ dress at 
the dance in the Nctticfold hotel, he hurried on ; 
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“ With all this modern taste the Nation mayn’t want 
them ; in that ease I don’t know. Dumetrius mi^ht take 
tlicm off your hands , he’s had a good deal out of most of 
them already If you chose the right moment, clear of 
strikes and things, they ought to fetch money m a good 
sale. They stand me in at well over seventy thousand 
pounds — thc\ ought to make a hundred thousand at least.” 

She seemed to be listening, but he couldn’t tell. 

“ In my belief,” he went on, dcspcratelv, “ there’ll be 
none of this modern painting in ten vears’ time —they c.udt 
go on for ever juggling m the .nr 'rhcy’ll be '^itk ol 
experiments by then, unless we li.i\c .iimtlicr war ” 

“ It wasn’t the war ” 

” How d’you mean — not tlic war ? J he war brought in 
ugliness, and put c\eryonc into a hurry You don't 
remember before the war ” 

She shrugged her shoulders 

“ I won’t say,” continued So.nne^, “ that it ii.idn't begun 
before. I remember the first shows in London ot iho^c 
pci^t-imprcssioniets and early Cubist ciiaps But tliey ran 
not with the war, catching at things they wouldn’t get.” 

He stopped. It wa.s exactly what she— — ! 

“ I think ril go to bed, Dad.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Soames. ” And take some aspirin Don’t 
you play about with a chill.” 

A chill ! If only it were I He himself went again to the 
open window, and stood watching the moonlight. From 
the staff’s quarters came the strain of a gramophone. How 
they loved to turn on that caterwauling, or the loud speaker ! 
He didn’t know which he disliked most. 

Moving to the edge of the verandah, he held out his 
palm. No dew ! Dry as ever — remarkable weather ! A 
dog began howling from over the river. Some people 
would take that for a banshee, he shouldn’t wonder 1 The 
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more he saw of people tlie iiK’irc weak-minded they seemed , 
for ever looking? tor ilic scns.iriunal, or covering up thnr 
oye^ and c,Jr^ Pjic V'Jrden wvis lor-kin)? pretty in tin* 
moonliphi — pretiv ,nui iinre.d 'J ii.it b-Tder ot omflowrr^ 
.uui Michaelm.t^ -I.ii-K' md lh( late ro^^e-* in the lutle 
round bed^, and tin low wall ot very old brwk — he’d had 
a lot of trouble to tiiat bnck'--e\en the prass— the 
moonlight ^'ave iht rn all a sTaire-like qualit\ Onh' the 
poplars qiictrtd the dream-like values dark and Bharpb 
outlined bv the moon bihind them boames moved out 
on to the lawn Thclai.' ot tlie house, w liitt and erccf'ered, 
with a lie’ll t in lirr bedroom, kx»ki.d unreal, loo, and as it 
powdered 'riiirt\ -iv.o \e.ir‘i he’d been here One had 
cot attached to the pi ice, t^pcxiallv ‘^ince he'd bought the 
land o^e^ the n\cr, -o that no one could ever build and 
occrlook him I'o be o\crlookcd, body or soul — on the 
whole he'd avoided tiiat in life — at least, he hoped so. 

lie t’ini''hed his cigar out there and threes the butt away 
He v\ould have liked to see her light gr> out before he went 
to bed — to led that she was sleeping as when, a little thing, 
she went to bed with toothache But he was very tired 
Motoring was hard on the bver. Well ! He’d go in and 
shut up After ill, he coaldn’t do any goxl bv staying 
down, couldn’t do any gocxl in any way. The old couldn’t 
help the young — nobodv could help anyone, if it came to 
that, at least where the heart was concerned. Queer 
arrangement — the heart ! And to think that everybody 
had one. There ought to be some comfort in that, and 
vet there wasn’t. No comfort to him, when he’d suffered, 
night in, day out, over that bew’s mother, that she had 
suffered, too ! No satisfaction to Fleur now-, that the 
young man and his wife, too, ven likely, were suffering as 
well ! And, closing the window, Soarac# went up. Hr 
listened at her door, but could bear nothing ; and, having 
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undrc8scd» took up ' Liv(js ot rhr P\iinrcr',’ and, 

propped .lij.unst hi'^ pillows, to read I’uo p.ti^es nt 

that book dwav'' ‘'f'nt kim to sleep, and jrenerallv the -^am^ 
tvNo, f(jr hr knew them ^o well tliat hr nr\rr remtinbrr<ai 
uliere h(' had left otT 

fie was auakeiiid pre^eIul\ In he M.uldn’t tell whit, 
,iiid la\ li'^teninj' It sitnud tliat tlure na^ mo\e!ni‘nt in 
the house But it la j^'ot up to ‘■n lu v\ould (.trtainl' 
b( pnn to worry a^Miii. md he liidn't u iiu to liesules, in 
neimr to vvlicthcr h'kur was a-leep he niiitht \',ake htr up 
I urnirii,' mi-r, he do/ed oti, but ai,Miii h^ v'oki, md lo 
dronsiK thinkiiiit ‘I'm not 'leepiriL' veil— I w iin 
txcrtised Moonheht was uuniiip ihrtanjh the airtain- 
not quitt drawn And, suddmib, his no-trih rnitihed 
Surely a smell of hurnine ' Hi. ^ it up, 'iiifhn^ It 
Had there been a "hort cirijit, or ua- tin thatHi oi tlu 
piiecon-houw on fire • (u-ttinv,- out ot !v d, hf put on In 
i.lressini'm'oy' It and slippers, and WMit to itn window 

A reddish, fitful ln,»ht w l^ lomine iroin a window aho\e 
(Jreat (lod ’ Hm picture le.dlery ’ He ran lo the toot ot 
t)ic .Stairs that led up to n A stcaltln ourtd, a scmi ot 
burning mucii more emphatic, stairgcrcd lum He hurried 
up the stairs and pulled open the dvior Heasciis ' Tlu 
far end of the gallery, at the extreme left corner of tlu 
house, was on fire Little red flames were licking round 
the woodwork , the curtam" of the far window were alrcad\ 
a blackened mass, and the waste paper basket, between 
them and his writing bureau, was 3 charred wreck ' On 
the parquet floor he saw some cigarette ash Someone had 
been up here smoking ! The flames crackled as he stood 
there aghast He rushed downstairs, and threw open the 
door of Fleur’s room. She was King on her bed asleep, 
but fully dics.sed ! Fully drewed ! Was it - Had 
>hc— - — f She opened her eyes, staring up at him 
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“ Get up ' " he snid, “ there’s a tire in the picture trailer)'. 
Get Kit and the ber\ani'' out at once- -at once ' Send for 
Ripi^s ! Telephone to Readme^ for the cn,i:incs~ -quick ! 
Get evervone out of the house ' ” Onl\ w mini: to see her 
(Ui her feet, he ran b.Kk to the loot of tht ^.dler; stair> 
and ''M/ed a fire extin^ui^licr He carried it up, j heaw, 
^re.ii tliinp^ fit kueu tapufK that \ou da'^hed the kiioh 
on the tioor and ^pra)ed tlie tlanu*'' Throucfi the iqHti 
doorway he '.oiild -ce that th(\ had ''pread < onsider.ihK 
(lood God' I fi< \ vtc.re h(.kirig at fii> Fred Walker, and 
the two I)a\ivl Co\e< d hev fiad cau^du the beam, Iod, 
that ran round the c-dihrv, ditidini: tlie iq per from the 
low't t'cr of pKturt>. se^, and the upper beam was on 
nrt, ah I I’hc C'oH't di'k ' f or a moment he liesitatcd 
>hould fi' ru'^h «r ihtt, .n-i ' i\e it, an\wa\ ’ 'I lie 
extinitjidier nuchtn'i w<-rk ' He dropped it, and, running: 
the Ituijth <'t the c IK r\ , '>Li/ed the Con‘’t.d-li just ai lit 
HanuN readied ila woodwork above it I'ht hot brt uh 
of them M.orchcd lii^ hu'- as he wrenched tlie picture from 
the u all, and, runnini: bai k, fliinj:opcn tlie window opposite 
the door, and placed it on the sill Then, sei/in^' the 
cxriru:ui‘'fRr aijair, Iw dashed it, viohntK, a^'ainsi the 
floor A sin am ol ^tufl eana out, ami, pukini: the thinR 
up, he directed that stream igain^t the flames d’hc roeim 
was lull ot smoke now, and he i<-h ratficr gidd) 1 he slufl 
was t:fK)d, and he saw with relief that the flames didn't 
like it He was making; a distinct imprcfu^ion on them 
But tfie Walker wa^. ruined- ah ! and the Coxes ! He had 
beaten the fire bad to the wimiow-wall, when the fitream 
cea.std, and he ^aw that the beams had broken into flame 
beyond where lie had started spraying 'Die writing 
bureau, too, wa^ on hre now -its papers had caught ! 
Should he run down and get another of these thing*, all 
the wa\ to the hall 1 Where was that fellow Riggs ? The 
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‘ Alfred Stcvi-ns * ! f It* was not lo 1 

his ‘ Jstt \( t)s ' nor liis ‘ (i.iui^inii nor hi'. ‘ Corots ' ! 

And a son 4)1 demon enien d into So.uiu-' His ti a 
hn trouhh, hn inon<-\, and hi- pride- all toiisuniLd : 1 

tlu' Ja>rii, IK ' And throui,dj tht smoke Ik* dash *' 1 auni 
up to till l.ir wall, liana liJitd at hi-, sletv* a-- he to 
ivsa\ llic ‘SleMUs', Ik mhiLI 'mtll ih( sinimd stud win 
Ilf propfkd the puturt in the window lit-ide tla Constahl. 

A Ink ol llanit iro-nd the i).ud)iv:n\, .iini doun t iiik 
U s Lllas> v\Jth a elatti r -tlierc was tlic [ i' turt t ' po-td .iiu! 
lire treepjnp and llarii)^ o\«r il ' lie r'a-la d haek arui 
P'ri>pf<l .It .1 ‘ (hiuu'uin — .1 >outlt Liir] uiili inahinp 
un ^he wouldn’t lonu aw is troin tin w.di , ht i.iu^^h' 
hold ol tilt Wirt, but dfoppi d 11- red hot , -ti/iiit: tin 
(rame he L'avf a great vsr..iKli '\ua\ 11 t.uiit, and o\tr 
he went, Imtkwardt But In ‘d gf.t it, his tavouriw 
G iiiginn ! He ^tJ^kfd that .ipauist tin olliers, aiki ran 
h.n k to lilt Corot Jicare-t the tlaiiit^ 'I’iu- -iKtr), tool 
pnturc W. 4 S liot to his tom h, but In goi that, to(t * \os' 
tor the Monet ! The cngiius would In twtni} minutt- a' 
least ll that tellow' Kigirs didn't eoiiK >0011 ' I In ^ 

must spread a blanket down there, and he would ihreiw ilu 
jiu lures out. And tlun In uttered .i groan The H.ime 

had got the other Chtroi ! 'I'he ptnir thing I Wreiithin 
oh llie Monet, he r.iii to the In ul o] the -t.iirs d’w 
frightened maids in toai.s 4 )Ver dnir n.'-htgown-, and thei 
necks showing, were halt-wa\ up 

“ Here ! " he e'rnd *' Take this pnture, and keep )ou 
)u'.id,s. Mis.s Fleur and the hew out f ” 

“ Yes, Mr.” 

“ Have you telephoned ? ” 

^ Vcfi, sir.” 

*‘(kt me an extinguisher ; and all of \ou hold .1 hl.inkc 
'Spread bescath the window down there, to ^ tuii the 
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turr> 1 ilirou thfiii "111 Ooii'i lu t'»<.!is}. thcrrN 
. r ’ W h< rt 's Kil’l ^ ' " 

He ■went ImlL intn the irallTv Oh I'' '1 !l( fc winl 
s preciiiu^ liittr An. -I with r in hiv lie tri 

)<imcs r.iii lirnin .it tin u.ill, iiui *>ii.itehed .it his Dtlur 
.uii:iiin 1* i‘\rT lie liavl hc.itiii Di.niMnus. it w.is over 

h. tt ((.loiirid dl.ur A' it L»r.iUtul to him. th( 

pu ture e.inu .lu.iv ik.i'A in hi' ‘v.'rilavl ifui trenihlini: 
[..inds H<' 'tciMvl 1' iii'l l-r .. mnnidit » h<>hed 

■ii.d hn.i'hl I"'-’ hi ('UjKl hri itlie u]' here in 

tlu draught hrtvs<<n th' openr.i d'vr and window, he 
Inu^l e" "11 eiffini: liifin -tt tfi- will 

Ir \'."uldn't t.ik< 1 ■!’. to ilir.iw ih< rn "tit ’I he Honniiip 
l. .n and the Tur-K r i h.it tcilou I arner wouldn't h.i\ c been 

s(i fond "f sun^(tvit 1 cM kn.)wn wli.it hrr w.o Iiki, I’.ich 

nni' now that he wtiii to the w ill hi< limps f<!t .is if ihr\ 
eoiihln't >t.in1 inotlur journee Hut thev iiui-.t ! 

" D.id ' ” 

1 h ur with an t\tin :lll^lK r ! 

“■ ( I" dow n ' Cl" ' ui ' lu c lie.l ‘ j t \ e»u hf .tr * ( 

out "t the tiou>.c ' (»' t tfi.it hi in'ktl s} ri ad, and make them 

hold It tiphi " 

“ Dad ' Let me ! 1 mu i * ” 

•• (h) down'’’ cried So.mies akr.tm. md puhln d her m 
he stairs He watch d her to the h"iioin, thin dashed 
he knob "t the txtiniTm-h< r on the floor and ai^aui sprayeii 
nc hre Ht put "Ut the hare m, .md an u ked the fl.imrs 
•n the tar w.ill He (ould liardl\ h/»ld tin he i\\ tliinp, 

i, d vsiun II dr..;,} d dnpt'.. In ."iild h.ircK ••rr. Hut 
ipain lu had i nned e-n \\v tire U only he . ould hold on ! 

And tlien lie saw that In'- liarpiimic- wa- poi-C— a 
>eaut\ ' I'll it w niton I"'" pave him 'trenpth. And 
Ublnng up to the wall- the lonp wall new— he detached 
siciurc after picture But the flames were creeping bjMtk 
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again, persistent as heU n-elf He couldn’t reach the 
Sisley and the higlj in tiie corner there, couldn’t 

face the flames so close, tor if he slipped agaiii'^t the wall 
he W'ould be done Thev must go ! But he’d have the 
Daumier! His favourite -pcriiaps his verv favourite 
Safe! Gasping, and avullv drinking the fresher air, he 
could sec from the window that thev had the blar^kct down 
there now stretched between tour maids, holding each a 
corner. 

“ Hold tight ' ” he cned , .md tipped the Daumier out 
He watched it falling. What a thing to do to a picture ! 
The blanket dipped with the weight, but held 

“ Hold It tighter ' ” he shouted “ Look out ! ” .^nd 
over went "^the (iauguin South Sea girl Ihtturc alter 
picture he tipped from the sill ; and picture after pkturc, 
the) took them from the blanket, and laid them on the 
grass. When he had tipped them all, he turned to take 
the situation in. The flames had caught the floor now, in 
the corner, and were spre.iding faNt along the beams. 

The engines would be in tinu to s.ivc the right hand 
wall. The left hand wall was hopeless, but most of the 
pictures there he’d saved. It was the li.>ng wall where 
the flames were beginning to get hold , he must go for 
that now. He ran as near to the corner as he dared, and 
seized the Morland. It was hot to his touch, but lie got 
It — six hundred pounds’ worth of white punv . He had 
promised a good home 1 He upped it from the window 
and saw it pitch headlong into the blanket. 

“ My word I ” 

Behind him, in the doorway, that fcllov^ Kiggs at last, 
in shirt and trousers, wdih two extinguishers, and an open 
mouth ! 

** Shut your mouth I ” he gasped, “ and spray tliat 
wall ! ” 
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He watched the vtre.mi and the Hamc^ rctmhni^^ from it 
How he haled tho^c nu xor.ihlc red ti '•'.L’ut.'' \h I Ihat 
was giving them pause ' 

“Now the other' Save the Lourbet ' blurp ' 

Again the .'stream spurted and the flames rccnilcd Soanus 
dashed for the Courbet The glass had gone, but tiie 
picture was not harmed \ti , lie wrenched it av\a\, 

“Tliat’s the la-l of the bloomin’ extinguisher^, sir,’" he 
heard Riggs mutter 

‘‘ Here, then ' ' hi i ailed ‘ Tull the piituri's ofl that 
Wall and tip them out ot the v\uulow one b\ one Mind 
\ on hit the blanket Stir \our stump'- ' ” 

He, too, 'tirred ho -tumps, watihing the diMourageil 
flames regaining their lost ground The two ol them ran 
briathlcss to the wall, uremhid, ran bai k to the window, 
and haik again -and the flames gained all the time 

'Dial top one,” said Soaincs , ’‘I mu^t have that! 
(Jit on that Jiair (iuick ' No, I’ll do it Lilt me! — 
I can’t reach ' ” 

Uplifted in the grip of tli.it hllow, Soames detached his 
James Maris, bought the very day the whole world broke 
into flames " Murder of the Archduke I ” he could hear 
them at it now. A fine dav , the sunlight coming in at 
the window of his cab, and he lighthearted, with tha" 
bargain on his knee \nd there it went, pitching down ' 
Ah I What avsa) to treat pictures! 

•' Come on ' ” he gasped. 

•* Better go down, sir! It*8 gctlin’ too thick now.” 

“ No I ” J^aid Soaincs ** Come on ’ ” 

Tdirec more pictures salved. 

“ It you don’t go down, sir, I’U ’avc to aury you -you 
been up ’ere t^»o long.” 

“ Non?cn 5 <- 1 ” gasped Soames “ Come on I ” 

’Ooray ! The engines ! ” 
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still , bc‘^Idf•^ till pumpinL' hts he.irt 
.ind Ik could lK.tr .motlitr --luitKl i/cd hl‘= 

arm 

“ Comr al.>ng, sir, wIkh they hcein to pl.iv tlurc'!! he 
a proper smother.” 

So.irTK^ ptiinted thront^li the ^mokc 
“ 1 mu"t have that one,” he t^M-^ped “ Help mt It's 
hc.ivv” 

'Phe ‘\hndiinM' rop\ -‘‘.od on an ease] Soame’ 
Ma)^'^K■red up to it Halt ^.irr\ini: and hall dra^anni:, Ik 
hore that ^p ini di tfhi^v ol Fleur towards the window 
‘‘ Ntiw lift ' ” 'I'hev lilted nil it hal.mccd on the sill 
“ Conit awa\ there ! ” called a eotce from tin dof>rwa\ 
“'Pip'" ^isped ^o.imes, hut nrni'. '-ei/'-d him, he w.i 
earned to the d(air, down the stairs, into the .iir halt 
tonsuous He c.tinc to himself in a chair on tlie \erand.ih 
He could sec tite helmets of lire men md le ar .1 hissing' 
sound His limps hurt him, hn e\es sni irt( d tcrnhlv, .md 
his h.md'' were scorched, hut he felt druL’L'Cci and drowse 
and triumphant in spite ot his .iches and smarting 

The prass, the tree^, the cool river under the moon ’ 
Whni a nipliimare it had been up there .imonp his pu lures 
-his pfxar pictures! But he had 5a\cd them’ Phe 
cigarette .ish ! Tlic waste paper h.iskct ! Fleur! No 
doubt about the cause ! What on e.irtli had induced him 
to put liK jucture'' into her head that evening of .til others, 
when she didn’t know wh a she was dc)ing ? What awful 
luck ! Mustn't let her know -unless -unless she did 
know? Tlie shock however) Tlic shock might Jo her 
pood ' His Degas ! 'Fhc H irpignics ! He cU^.sed his> eves 
to listen to the his.sinp of the water. Good ! A p(Kid 
noise ! 'Phev'd ^.jce the rt^l ’ It might li.ivc Ik'cr worse I 
vSomeihinp cold was ihru-^i against his drr'toped h.md .\ 
dog’s nose. Thev .shouldn't have let him out. And, 
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CHAPTER XIV 

Hl'SH 

Or D GrAdmnn, off the Poultr\, eatint,^ ln«^ daiU' chop, took 
up the cirh rJiiKHi nf thr esening papi r, brmjgiit ti» Iniii 
with that tollatinn 

“ hlRl IN A PlClURl GaI I i RY ” 

“Will KNOWN Con’nolssll'r Slvi ri i ’i Injiki d “ 
“A fire, the cause of wliich is unknown, broke out 1 i-t 
niglit in the picture galler\ ot Mr Soanies For'Cie'- house at 
Mapledurliain. It wa'' extinguished b\ fire enLUiic'' from 
Reading, and mo-»i of tlie \aluable pictures were saved. 
Mr. Forsyte, who was in residence, fought the fire before 
the firemen were on the spot, and, single-handed, rescued 
many of the pictures, throwing them out of the window of 
the gallery into a blanket which was held stretched out 
on the lawn below Unfortunatolv , after the engine'^ had 
arrived, he was struck on the head by the frame of a picture 
falling from the window of the gallerx, which is on the 
second floor, and rendered uncunscuuis Incicw of his age 
and his exertions during the fire, ver) little hope is enter- 
tained of his recovery. Nobody else was injured, and no 
other part of the m.ansion w.is reached b\ the flames.** 

Laying down his fork, old Gradman took his napkin, and 
pas.sed it over a brow which had grown damp. Replacing 
it on the tabic, he pushed away his chop, and look up the 
paper again. You never knew what to believe, nowadays. 
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but the paraer.iph js uncommonl) ^ober . .iml hr dropped 
It \Mtli a gesture ‘■ingularK like tiir u running ot hands 

'Mr Soamc*;,’ he tliuuphr ‘Mr hnamc^'’ His two 
wives, hife damdiier, hi' irraiul^'i'n, tlir hors\tr famiK, 
himself! lie stood up, Ltrisfung the tahl** An .Kudental 
thing likt that ' Mr unrs ' \\ hv- la wa*’ a \uunii 

man, comparatiMh ' But perhaps the\\l got liold of the 
wrong stick ' Mcchann il]\ ii- went t-. the telephone 
He found th( numb - 1 dith»ulfv. hi e\(' being 

misi\ 

" H that Mr' Hir'u' (iridnuii'p ding Is it true, 
ma'am' \oi o|, !(>,>, 1 do iru't \ow ' Saung 
Ml'S rieur's ii!' ^ ‘ I. don’t say ' \ou rt goin' down ? 
1 ihiiiL I'd b(itri. too Ee-'Te '! me’*’ m ordi r. but lu 
might want 'uiiuthing, il he conie^ to Itear. dear' 

Ah' I'm sure Dreadlul slua k --dreadful ' ” 

1'1(‘ hung i:{ 'h r'Mi\t.r, aiul slw. . 1 ! quite still U ho 
would h»ok ifi( r tiling*- now ; 'Ihtre w.i'^idt oiu' of tin 
tamil) with all) ‘=‘cnse of busiiu- , compared with Mr, 
^oame^, not ono who renitiiibcrt d tlu old da\', and could 
handle hou'-e property as th(\ used to, then. No, he 
couldn’t rcli'li mv mort diop— that w'as flat ' Miss Fleur ’ 
having her liti ' Well, what a thing She’d always been 
first with him hat must she be feclin’ ! He rcmcm- 
bi'red her as a lniL girl, )is, and at her wedding I’m 
think of It hhe’d be a rich woman now He took his hai 
Must go home first and gel some things might have m 
wait there da\s' Bui tor a lull tfircc minutes he still 
stood, as if stunned a thick-set figure with a puggs face, 
in a round gres beard ---confirming lus uneasy grief If 
the Bank of England had gone lie couldn’t have felt it more. 
That he couldn’t. 

When he reached ‘ The Shelter * in a station fly, with 
a bag full of night things and papers, \* was getting on for 
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six o'c'lfxk Hi was nu-T m the liall In that youn£» man, 
Mr Mieharl Mnrit, whom Ik rc-mcmlKTed as making joke- 
about scrums things it ua- to be hoped he wouldn’t do 
It now ! 

‘‘All ' Mr (iradm.iii ; so good of you to coint ' No ' 
d’hey hardlv expe t him to rcco\cr consciousiu ; it was 
a terrible knoek But if he doe--, he’s sure to want to sec 
vou, even it he lan’t sjumk We've got \our room read\ 
Will ) oil ha\e sniue tea ^ ” 

^\'s, h( I ould rJidi a Lup ot t- i lu coul 1 indtid' 
“ Miss h'k ur ' " 

The \<mng man s},,)uk his la ad, hn e\e.' loeiked 
distressed 

“ i le sa\ ed )ier hti *’ 

(rradman noddid “So tlas s,i\ Tt, it' To think 
tliat he — ! His iathrr Lived to be mneu, and Mi N) iiiU" 
was always careful IX* u, dear ' " 

He had drunk a nice lut eiii' ol te.i when he -aw n figure 
in the dourwav -- Miss I'Uur hcrselt. Win ! What a 
lacc ! She tame lorw.ird md took hjs hand Vrid, almost 
um onse ioiislv, old (iraviman lilted his other hand and 
imprisoned lu rs between his two 

“ M\ elear," lie said, " 1 fed tor \ou I remem l^cr you 
as a little girl ” 

She finly answered “ Yes, Mr (Iradm in," and it seemed 
to him funny. She took turn to hi,s room, and left him 
there. He had never been in such a pleasant bedroom, 
with flowers and .i nice smell, and a bathroom all to himself 

-really quite unnecc'^vary. And to think tluit two doors 
off Mr. Soames Wvus lying as good as gone ' 

“ just breathing,” she had said, parsing the door 
“ The) d.ircn’t operate My motherN there.” 

What a face she had on her — so white, so hurt-looking^- 
poor young thing ! He stood at the open window, gazjmg 
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out It w i' u v\ vrio I ir t).c ciui of .^tptcnil'cr 

\ plf.i'.iMi .ur- 1 -I”. 1! ■; It niua bo t)i<' ri\tr 

ilu jnJ to tliink -! Mui.^iurr bhirr^ J 

the ri\tr .lilt . }j(. u Miked It 0n]\ the othtr da\ 

l'((n t iIkuil: ibout 'Miju il.ui': ii .j j ■ nin>,M .nid ivoja 
M h.i iii'i h •[ I iK.l t.. f ii’u but to Mr ^u.lIlu . liirtis( If 

Ill( UaV of IVoXldtlUl ’ 1 "T 1< . (.Im^t's S.lko ' Our 

Lor i ' J >1 ir, Jf ar ' lo ik ■ f u ’ }l‘ would uit up .1 

, . r\ w iriii mill Ru i,. r *i,(ii li t.ih'r 1 tirrc \v<ro 

oi'i' birdi. oiM tLii oil 'ill w.it.r '..m ..r ^w.wi or 

MMindiiiU' >u M ' \\ h .t I lot' III .1 ro.v, 

ll.jaiiiip alo.’M’ li' 1 m in't i II I -w Hi •,inu lu took Mr*. li 
to Gold' r’s 1 IjII I’.trl t'u \tai .!:■ r the w.tr And tlu v 

•'.iid'-hof t i( '' \ Mr« .oilul tliiHL' -.udvi' n like. lint, 

witii no tnui lo Vour pra .r Links tl.< U 1!! wa- 

ijUitL sirai^lM* 'iw ir.l Vnni.it'v to Mr- 1 , and th-- r^-.r 
to LJ^ d<iuftlit' r Jot lil< , r. Ill a I mil r to In r i hildit ri in cjual 
Ml Mm Onb oiu Uiild at I ri nt, but tln.n ’d be Otln r-, 
IK; doubt, witii ill tliat inotii s Dear' What u ^ip’lil of 
inoni\ thcTi. wa'. in tin 1 .mil, alto^'ot}^er, and \ci, ul tho 
pro-int gon< ration, Mr So,^^K^ v\ »•. ibt onl) vsarm man 
It na.'i all divided up now, and iioijc ot the vuung ones 
n-enud to make an\ IL would have to keep .< tight hand 
on the estates, or tlnv d b( wanting their Mijiial out, 
and Mr. Soamei w.mldn't approve ol that ' I'o think of 
outliving Mr Soaines' And something incorrupiibly 
faithful wnthm that puggv f.ice and ihi< k hgurt , something 
that for two generations had served .md ne'ver exjx-eted 
more than it had got, ^o me/ved old (iradnmn that he 
subsided on the vsindow seat with the words . “ I'm quite 
upset ! ” 

He was still sitting there witli his head on his hand, and 
darkness thickening outside, when, with a knoek on the 
door, that vonng man said ; 
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“Mr (jradman, ulll \(ni conu- down for dinner, or 
v\t.u]d \ou like It up here ’ “ 

“ Tp here, if it*'; .dl tlie same to you Cold beef and 
pickles or anytliln^,' there is, .md a glass of -tout, if it’s quite 
t'onvenienf “ 

'fhe young man drew nearer 

“ You must feel it awfulh, Mr Gradman, ha\ing known 
him SC) long \ot an eas\ man to know, but one 
Idt--” 

Something ga\ c way in Gradman and he spoke . 

" Ah ' I knew liim from a little bo\ toid. lui'i to hl^ 
hr^t school taught him how to draw .1 lease -nc\er knew 
him to do a sliad) flung, \er\ reserved man, Mr Soanies, 
hut no better judge ot .in investment, except his uncle 
Niclioho He had his trouble^, but lie nc\er said ainthimj 
of tliem , good son to hi^ f.iiher- good brother to his 
sisters good father to his t. hild, .is vou know, \ oung m.m ” 

“ Yes, indeed ! And ver^ goovi to me " 

“Not mu(. h of a church-goer. I’m ifraid, but straight 
as t die Ne\ er one to wear liis 'can on his slee\ e ; a little 
uncomfortable sometimes, ma\ be, but uai could depend on 
him I'm sorr\ for vour \oung wite, \oung man— I am 
that ! 'Gw did It ’appen ^ " 

“ She w'as standing below the window wlicn the picture 
tell, and didn’t seem to realise. He pushed her out of the 
was, and it hit hini instead ” 

“ Why ! Wliai a thing ' ’’ 

“ Yes. She can’t get o\cr it “ 

Gradman looked up at the young mm’s face in the 
twilight 

“ You mustn't be duwn-'caricd/’ he said. “ She’ll come 
round Misfortunes will happen The family’s been told, 
1 suppose d'hcre's just one thing, Mr. Michael — his first 
wile, Mrs. Irene, that married Mr. Jolyon after , sheN still 
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livintj, thcv ^.iv ; >hr niiu'lit like to srtul a that 

by( v, ' re b’.i^'oneN, m ( i- he c.mv rrui'H 
“ I Jnn't know, Mr Gr.idm.m. I don’t know " 

“ I'ori^ive us our rrc'p.i'.M-'», .is vve loryive theni th.Jt 
trespass ‘i w.i'ieK itl\ .nt.i Jjcd to *cr at one tinic." 

" >o f }vh( ,c\ hur tlif re ari thini'-. ih.ir Still, Mrs 

DartK' knows her oldress, it \ou like to ask her Slie’s 
iu re, V ou know ” 

" ril lurn 11 -wrr I remeinlxr Mr- Inn. ’s wcddirn' 

VfT\ pal ,h< t hea'ilitid \ ■ nn: wotn III. too " 

“ 1 bt 111 \r V. " 

“Tlr pn ni om tninp' 1 rcULl., I u[’p"ni , she s how i* her 
icelinp's However i: tie's uncormous It seemed 

to him th IT the \oun^ man’s lo-.krd tunnv, and lie 
addi d , '■ never lieard nunh ot her Not very happv 
w'th hn wi'vf I’m itraui, he hasn't been ” 

■ .Sonit nit n iren't. \ ou know, Mr Gr.idman It’s bemc; 
too near, I siirr<. < 

■' Ah ' ” bald (ir ivlni 01 *’ It’^ one thiiip' or the other, 

and that’s a tai t Mrs (i and 1 h.i\ e inw rr liad a difTcrcru e 
-- nut to speak <d, in htt) -ivso v . ars, and liiat’s ifoinp' back, 
as the sasint: is Well, I mu'tu’t keep you from Mns 
Heur bhc’Il need cossettinp' just fold lK*et and a pickh*. 
V('u’il let me know if I’m wanted -an\ time, day or niphi 
\nd if Mr- Dartic’d like to sec me I’m at her service ” 

The talk had done him gonJ That younp' man was a 
nicer \oung fellow than he’d thought. He felt th.it lie 
could .dmost relish a pickle .After he had done so a message 
Lame • Would he go to Mrs. Daruc in the drawing-room ' 
“Wait for me, mv dear,” he said to the rnidd “ rm 
strange here ” 

Ha\nng washed his hands and passed a towel over his 
face, he followed her down the siaim of the hushed hrmsc 
What a room to be sure ! Rather empty, but in apple-pie 
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onltr, with Its t u .iiii-colnurcd p.iiicls, .itiJ !t> Ohim, .md 
Its i^'rand pi.tiio W'lnilrtd l).irtic wa- sutniL: nii a -mJ.i 
iiftoFL .1 v.ixhI tin Slic roH- and took hi^ hand. 

“ Such a L{/inf')ri lu vou, (jradiii.iii,” she 'aid 
“ Ynidrc the old( si trn nd wt lia\( 

Ihr fat I looked siraiiL^c, .is il slic v\anttd to tr\ and liad 
forgotten how. ill. h.idkiiovMi lu-r as .1 tlnld, as a fasinon 
aide \oung woin.iii, liad litlpid to draw her inarri.(L’'< 
sclllomtnt, and sh.tkcn his he. id i^ver her liinh.iiid inan\ a 
tune — the irouhle he'd had m hiuline out <\utlv wliai 
tli.it gcntlem.m owed, .iltir lit tell down the si iirt ise 111 
r.ins and broke Ills in t h ! And, (.\erA ttar-tillln preparttl 
lier intoine t.i\ ri 1 urn 

‘‘A good cr\,'’ he saiil, “would do \ ou i^'ood, and 1 
shouldn’t hi. lint voi; liui e t mu in'i - it die', Mr 
So. lines has a good coii lUutioii, .md u’s not i- 't fie dr. ink , 
peril. ips in 'll pull round .itte r .dl ” 

She slu»ok her head lltr t u' hid .1 <|U.irc grim lool 
that reminded him of her old Aunt Ann Underneath .dl 
her fashiemableiiess she'd borne a lot— she had, when \ou 
came to llutik oi it 

“ It struck him here,” she s.nd , “ a slanting blow on the 
right of tlie head I shall miss him terribly ; he’s the onlv 

” tjr.idniaii patted her li.md 

“ Yc-ch, ye-es ! But we must look t»n tin- bright side 
II he comes round, 1 sh.dl be thered' VViiat e\aet eomfort 
he thought tliis was, he could not have made e Icar. “ I did 
wonder whether he wemld like Mrs, Irene told. I don't like 
the idea of his going with a gruelge on his mind. It's an old 

story, of course, but at the Judgment Dav ’’ 

A f.ilnt smile was lost in the square lines round U inifred’s 
mi>ulh. 

'* We needn't bother him w'lih that, Gradman ; it's out 
of fa'^hioiid' 
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(Jr.idin.tn rni'tuJ .* is uithin him, 1 nth 

md rcspcit fnr th< l.miilv h< 1; ul •^crvcd for sixty yc^rs h.ui 
InimprJ aLrJin*:t e.uh "thcr 

"Well, \<ui b r,” ii' ' tiJ. ' 1 -h. uiLin'i like him 

Ih L-(* v\ ith .in\ tliuir l.is I 'jU'cir nu» 

" ( h) hr I ikc. (ir.uim ji 
( »V:>(-ini.in S' ucii ,1* i I )rc- J( n vh.'pl. rdc--.. 

" In a • (d N-ruMvin’, voti nt \<jr know I wanted to 
peak to him, too about fii<w sutl shari s . thr\ re ni>i all 
Mk'v niiirlit hr Flat -o must iiist take our tlianci, ! 
upposf I'ni r) id \ • ur t.uhcr was '■p »rcd flu*!, Mr jaines 
,nultl hi\r t il ,' 11 "JI It w.in't In like tlv same vvnrld 
il: on, it Mr ^o on- 

S(e 1’ .1 ; at Pirh<adupt< la r m. >vjtti nvi turn, d »wm\. 
1 ishion hid dr<p;’>vl irtun htr tnukrned li^un Much 
.♦h I trd. ( >r aim 1 " ’ '.rm d to the vio<jr 
" ^h »n't ]' I . m\ ■ >t hr- ■ tt, in ^ -o I’ni w in' rd 1 v e 
L^ot e\rr\t).in.; h<Tr <,»hI ' ’’ 

Mr went up-tatrs . '..in, tipt- ' iiikT pa-t tta door, and, 
niffin? hm sunt-hcd on th' Uv'ht !ht\ liad taken 

iw.iv thr pit kits; turned Ins bid down, Lid ins ilanncl 
niphti.'tHMj out 'n,rv t'lok 4 lot ot trouiiU ' And, sinking 
"H hfs kntx“s, til pr ivcd in 4 muthrd innrniur, vamtig^ tin 
miial word^, and ' lut.ng " And for Mr Soanics, f) Laird, 
[ ofH’ualK commend him l>odv and 'chjI Lorpive luin hit 
trespasses, .qnd dt liver iiim irom all '.irdne>.s of ’can and 
impi.ritics. before he gties \nre, and make him as a little 
1 imh igain, that h' ma\ find la\our m Thy d'hy 

tairhtiil f>rrvanl Amen ” \nd, for some tniv after iic 
had finisjird. he reiiiainetf knuUng on the very s(*h i arpet, 
hreathmg-m the l.miihar reck ot tLmnd and old timen 
Ht rnsi ta'iir in hm mind Removing bis bwits, laced 
and squarc-t(4ed, and his old frock coat, he pxit on his 
Jaeger gown, and shut the window, to keep out the night 
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.ur. ’riirji the fj<i(.rdo\\n, lie placed a larkre haiidker- 

ihief c'vcr his bald head, and, svMtching of? the ln;ht, sat 
d(jwn in the armiliair, with the eiderdown over his 
knees. 

What an 'ush alter Ja'iidmi, tu be sure, so quiet you 
could hear vourself think ' 1 or ‘^onu reason he thought ot 

Queen \'kt(»ria\s first Jubilee, when he v\as a youngster ot 
tort\, and Mr James had given him and Mrs. G t\M) seats 
'I'hey had seen llie whole tiling -first chop! the (hiard^ 
■ind the procession, tiie tarnages, the horse^, the Queen 
and tile Royal lamiK ,\ beautiful suniiTK r day -a real 
summiT that ; not like the summers latch .And every thing 
going on, as if it’d go on for ever, with three per vents at 
nearlv par if li«‘ renumbered, .md all going to church reguhir 
.\nd only that same year, a bit l.iter, Mr boames had had hu 
lirsi upsSel .Vnd an<»iher immorN c.uiu (jiiter he shtaild 
remember that to-nigiit, with Mr ^o.mus King there- 
inust iiave been quite soon after iIk Jubike, loo ' Going 
with a lease th.it wouldn't bear to wait to Mr Soames' 
private house, Montpellier Square, and being shown into the 
climng-rtKim, and hearing someone sineing and playing on 
the * planner ' He had opened the door to listen. VVhv- 
iie could remember the words now ' About “ laying on the 
grass," “ 1 die, 1 t.unt, 1 fail," " the champaign odours,’' 
s(7mcthing “ on vour cheek ” and something “ pale." 
Fancy that ! And, suddenly, the door had opened and 
out she'd come - Mrs. Irene- in .1 frock--ah ! 

“Arc ytu waiting for Mr 1 orsy ic r Won't you come 
in and have '<ome tea r ’’ And he’d gone in and had tea, 
sitting on the edge of a chair that didn’t look too firm, all 
gilt and spindley. And she on the sofa in that frock, 
pouring it out, and saying : 

“ Arc you iond of music, then, Mr. Gradman r ” boft, a 
ioft look, with her dark ey es and her hair —not red and not 
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^^haT vouM call i:<'l'.l Init I'kc a turned leaf -urn ? — a 
I'cauutul \ ounji uoniar:, - iJ m.l ^ort (*1 rnpailu tie in the 
lace He’d often tliouij^it <>1 h( r ht. Miuld see licr now ' 
\nd then Mr Soanit - loinint,' m, and le-r l.ice all elusttik; 
up like- like a hoi.k (ju* r lo rtnienibtr tfiar to-niiijhl ' 
i)ear me! Huu viurk ind ejun t it w.i-* ' rii.ti 

piHir \oi:ii^ dauc'liUr, M' it 11 v\ 1- .11 ./pMiit ' It ua^ to he 
'oped ^lit'd "hep' \ t i. ^ ' \nd e\hat would Mr- G laN 
it she eould st( A;;/. utiUi: 11. < i u ur liU thi". with In'; tce*rh 
in, too Ah' Will die'd n* tr s<en Mr Siinuh, ne\(Lr 
"cen th' lainih Man i iiadn't ' Hut what an 'ii''h ' And 
-lo\\l\ hut sureK old (iridmin's in >uth tell op< n, and he 
hriAc the hinh 

Bt\ond tl,( ilo-(>i MiKti'c. ih' iinmn rod< up, a lull and 
lirilliar: in. .on, "ei th o the stilh i] irkenevi I'-untn, disHolved 
into d.u, ( iDil shadou. and tiK ..wh ho-ited, and. tar off, a 
Jop hi\ed , and tlowtr" in the ^'arden heeaine t ai h a littie 
prestiu' in 1 night tune earni\al cra'veii into stillness , and 
on till L'le.unine n\cr e\ery tallen leal that drilled down 
earned a moonbeam , wtiilc, ..l>o\c, the treo stayed, quiet, 
measured and illumined, quiet ab tiic vtf) sk), lor the wind 
'iirrtd not. 
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I'm RF ^vas only |ust !it< in Two nitilir^ ,md 

two d.i\^ they li.iJ w.ntfd, u.tt^liiny ilic niiniovinu' b.iiid 
. 11 ^‘d h<\td i.dist^ h.id LM\<n tluir \(rdi(i 

Ndthmi: to l)c doiK i'v \,.o <>t lij'cr.ttiini " , .ind L;<)n< 
iLj.iin '1 In* d<Kt<>r aIh. li ul [uodcvi n\,r I'lciir's birth 
^^i^8 in ch.irj^- Though iifv cr quiti toruucnln ^n.inu's f* »r 
thf! anxaiv Ik had earned on that oee.i'ioii, ' the kllow' 
had hunit on, attciuliiur the tainih B\ his iiiNtruciions 
fhe\ (tilled the p ttieni's tvij, at nin si^n, they were 
to M'rid tor him at <tnic. 

MkIi.ioI, irorn \\hoin Ihur set m« d inconsohibh eau^hit 
awav, pave hinisill up to Kit, walking and talking and 
tTMUp to keep llie child unaware He did not visit the 
''till lipure, not troin inditUruue, but bee nne he tedt an 
intrueier there He had r(nio\ed all the puturi" leli in 
the pallere, and, storing them e\ith tho^e whieh b<i inie^ h.ul 
thrown trom the window, had Inied thorn e' ireful)) '1 hi 
lire had de'-'troved eleven oiit of the eighiv-four 

Annette had cried, and was feeling better The thought 
of life without bonmes wa> tor her strange and— pos^|blc , 
precisely, in fact, like tlie thought of lite with him bin 
wished him to ren)vcr, but if he didn't slic would live in 
Trance. 

Winitrcd, who shared the watches, lived much and sadly 
in the p.ist. bo.irnes liad been her mainstay throughout 
thirty-four years clicijuorcd by Montague Dartie, had 
1074 
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Cdnnnui-d her 111 lii Uiirtctn urn lic-quered ^ ir'^ 

■^incc Shf Jid net s<.<‘ how tliinc'' coui^i t \ t r be c(»'^\ .ip ' 
^Kc li.id a iic -rt, and (uakl imt Icik jt thit <till ' 
vvitiiout irviiii: to rtn,<niiHT liou to ere laMtiT^ ^.inic ‘ 
licT from ihc taniii ^ v\. rded v ,1}. i Mirt ot anxi<>u.s astonish 
ment that .^uaiuc' di aid ha\c had ^ueh a thing happen 
iiiin 

( it idin 'll. ia I 1. 1 i . IM II I b itii, Ilid el. tni;t d Ills IfOUSCTs 
;o blaik^ was deep in v.dtulati 'iis .iml i orrc’-pundcm.e with 
he lnsur.«net linn He u ilkt d ti-o, j-i the kitehcn garden, 

' 'Ut of sijht ot the hou c , tor he conid net k'tt over the fac t 
tiiat Mr lame- h ul u> he nuuts, .md Mr iimotliv a 
hundrLd, .r. n 'iari: ot the others And, Mopping 
mourr.talK (m t ‘t. t'. m ,1 .le or the lirussejs ^froulj» he 
would H<ak'. } I- hi Ki 

.'^mitl ' r ii.n* I oil" vi'Wii »o b< with W mitred, hut was ot 
little us . e-Wipt to ',«v ” poor Mr ^(^anir ' Poor dear 

Mr Sonnv's ' 1.. think o! it' And tie so laretui ot 

hmisilt, and i\' r\ t'-xiv 

1 or thJk w is It ' Ignor.mt ot the long and stealth\ inuri )i 
ot p.ission, and ot the st..te lowhith it had reduced i leur , 
ignor mt ot how So.mai hadwatchid )icr, 5 ccn that beloved 
\ijung part ot Ins \er\ sell t id, re.itli the edge ot things nnd 
stand itirrc balanung . ignorant ot hlcur’s reeklcsa des- 
peration beneath tliat falling pieturc, and licr lather's 
kno\N ledge thcrcot ignorant ot all this (vervKodv felt 
aggrieved. Il seemed to them that a mere bolt from tiic 
blue, rather than the inexorable secret culmination of an 
old, old stor), had stricken one w'ho of all men necmcd the 
lea>t liable to accident. How should they tell that it was 
nut so accidental as all that ! 

But Fleur knew well enough that her desperate mood had 
desiroved her lather, just as surely as if she had flung 
herselt into the river and he had hern drowned in ■*aving 
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iit;r. Onlv too well she* kjicw floit on tlut niLrht '?hc had 
nceii capable ui ''lipping Joun into tlie river, ot standing 
before a rushing car, of an' thing not too deliberate and 
active, rliat would have put her out of her aching miserv 
Slu knew well enough that b\ her cc^nduct she hac 
invited hi-, ru^h to the rescue \nd nou, sobered 
to tlie very marrow b) tin. shoLk, she could no* torgive 
herself 

W'ltii lier mother, her aunt and the two trained nurses she 
divided the watches, so that there were never less than two 
ot whom slu was ne.irlv alwa\- Oi»-, m Annette'^ bcdrot^in 
where ^('alm lav. She would ‘•ii hour alter hour, almost as 
still as her fatlier, with her eves wMtul and dark-circlcd. 
fixed on liis face Passion and lever had quite died out ot 
her. It was as if, with his inlallibk instinct where she vva^ 
concerned, Soamc^ liad taken the euu step tliat could rid 
her of the' fire' whicli had been eonMiming her |on was 
remote Irom her in that room darke ned in sun blinds and 
lier remorse. 

Yes ! She had meant to be killed b\ tliat picture, 
^bc had stood there under the window in a moment of 
passionate reckles.sness, watching the picture topple, want- 
ing It all over and done with Distraught that desperate 
night, she did not even now realise that she had caused iht 
tire, by a cigarette flung down still lighted, not even perhaps 
that she had smoked up there But onlv too well she 
realised that because she had wanted to die, had stexid 
welcoming sudden extinction, her lather was now lying 
liierc sc nearly dead. How gcwxl he had alwavs been le^ 
her ! Incredible that he should die and lake that goodness 
away, that she should never hear his flat-toned voice 
again, or feel the touch of his mustache on her cheeka or 
forehead. Incredible that h^ tnould never give her a 
chance to show that she had really loved him — yes really, 
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beneath all tlw' tret and m It-inirnriancr r>f her life. V\ \lc 
uatcliin^^ him no\s, tht liitlr r.alitr ili.in the great th. -g 
eanv k f' h» r tlnu he u*'uld pitch a new doll down 
the nursery and ^av 'Well, 1 don't know if \r)u’ll ca 
lor thi‘' one , I just puktd h( r up " How once, .dlcr ht 
mother had uinpped iur, he had eom^ in, taken her hand 
and said " Tliere, there Let's go .4nd hcc if there arc 
some raspberries'” llou he h ui stood «»n tlie stairs at 
(ircen Street after her uedding, watching, p .!« and un- 
obtrusive, abo\e the guests cliMered in the h.dl, for a turn 
u| her head and her h^t bul I lu-btruMvc ! Hut 
was the word— unobtrusi\f , du.os' Wh\. it he went, 
there would be no porirut h irdb, even a photograph, to 
remember him tn ' Just ont <.1 him as a baiiv, in his 
motha’s arms, one as a Inth lov, loc.king stcpiically 
at his velvet knickers, one in 'yf) as a young man in a 
full-t nled mat and -h->rt wiii 1-' rs , and a snapsluu tjr two 
takui unawares Had an\ mm ever been less photo- 
gr.t piled He had m ver setnud o- wish to be appri<tatcJ, 
or even rcineinbcrcd, b\ anvotu lo I’lcur, so a\ul of 
appreci ition, it seemtd marMlIuiislv strange. What secret 
force within that spare lorni, Kmw* ilwrt inert, had madt 
him thus ^elf-sufficing ^ He had been brougfit up as 
luxtiriouslv as herself, had never known want or the real 
need for effort, but somehow had preserved a <iorT of iioic 
independence of others, and what they thought of him. 
.And yet, as none knew better than herself, he had longed 
to be loved This hurt her most, watching him. He had 
longed for her affection, and she liad not shown him enough 
But she had felt it— really felt it all the time. Something 
in him had repelled feeling, dried up its manifestation 
'Fhere had been no magttpt in his ‘ make-up.’ And stealing 
to the bed— her mothcr^s bed where she herself had been 
conceived and bora— ahe would stand beside that 
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deserted bodv and dravsn dun t.ite, tcelini: so Imllow and 
miserable that she could liardK restrain herMll 

So the da\s and ni^dits pas‘-<*J (Jn the third da\ about 
three o\]o(.k, uiiile s}ic ^toud then bi side him, she sav\ tht 
evo open — a l.dlinj^' apart of the Ikb, indeed, rather than 
an opcninj^% .ind no speculation in the i,Mps , but her heart 
beat hibt riu nuisc, summoned be her hni^er, came, 
looked, and went ejuiekK out to th<- t- h phone. And 1 Icur 

■iIockI there with her bc»ul in her (\e‘, ir\im» to summon 

his It did Hot eomc, the lid- droc»} < d ntain She drews 
up a chair and bat down, ma lakini; her c\e^ off }ii-> lace 
d'hc nufbc came back to sac that the doctor was cai la- 

roundb ; as soon as in* came in he would be sent to them 

post-haste. .As her fatlicr would ha\e -aid, “ ( )1 course, 
'the fellow' wasn’t m when he w.cs w.mted!" liut it 
w'ould make no ditferenrc 'Ihc\ knew what to do. It 
was nearly tour wdicn a|[jam the lids were raised, and tin- 
time bomethinf> looked torth Fleur could not be sure that 
he saw anything particular, recognised her or anv other 
object, but there w’as something there, sc»mc Ihckenng light, 
trying for locus. Slowly it strengthened, tlien went out 
again between the lids 'Fhew gave him stimulant. And 
again she sat down to watch In half an hour his eyes 
re-opened. 1 lus time he saw ! And for torturing minutes 
Fleur w’atched a being it) ing to be^ a mind striving to ube\ 
the mandate of instinciue will power Bending so that 
those eyes, which she now knew recognised her, should 
have the least possible effort, she waited with her lips 
trembling, as if in a kiss. The extraordinary tenacity of 
that struggle to come back terrified her. He mfant to be a 
mind, he m^ani to know and hear and speak. It was as if 
he must die from the sheer effort of it. bhc murmured to 
him. She put hex hand under his cold hand, so that if he 
^nadc the faintest prcj^urc the would feel it. She watched 
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}ii- lip'^ r,.rol\ \’ l.t'i itMt 'tr- /pir tortnhcrcnK 
LC.iscJ, ihc 1. ili-M.tnl , li.ilf \ Klrd to sonR-thin.- 

deeper, the lip- moved 'Idie\ ud notLinji,*, hut thrv- 
moved, and tie I oi-o -i tr< m->r | .is-< ‘i from !u<i ftng«r into 
hers 

“ You 'A me, d.irline i* ” 

IhMA.-lld 
“ You Ft moiid'' r 
\L:.iin hi e\< I i 

Hi' ]'l \Nk r(' iwio 1' ’ dlo' * 1 !!,'', IS if rehr irdnp for 

'pn ell, .md th( ] ...k ' 1 1- r I ' nip,: o\ hi 

hroAs iroun i.i , >' ii (" r * i. u r( dti's 

beck a l.tth and ti t ]T‘,\\v r< Y ' - i 
“ H .rhnj, \ ou ar ""me i" ’ h r 
Hi , < , - -.11 i \o " , .md • iiro ■ i. l'u( dt- 

cniild. M e 1 t’m h lie ain-i lor u nioM, -o h- h* ; 
coll t ’■" 1 , II' i ill'' A 1 ’ > ' a ' ' 't ' 1 
“ l),.d, l-'F M\' m ' ” 

111' i\i -nitfie ml (lu^ him !i « uiio 

SoM.d' d like ; 

“ 1 "FuMSC ’ \or. ' 

“ 1 lo\e Mill -o 

|j, sfomid to ,il . 1 ) 1 " !'■ 'd"f to spe ik :h. 11 , .uni 

ontred Yl tie life of him /. h- (n<> 1 )- per an ( d- h'' r 

.•rtu the u'h or nnd tin ’orm o'd tlic im .mint: in them, * 
if to compti -omeih.no from her And -uddcnl), like a 
little ttlfl, d c •'aid 

“ Yes, H id , I \m 11 m e'tod ' ” 

A tremor from hm Imp r p.o-cd into h'-r p.dm , his bp 
seemed tr\ im: to smile, his head moved as if he liad meant to 
nod, and ahv.ivs that look deepened in hiseses 

Gradman i- here, darling, .md Motiicr, and Aunt 
Winifred, and Kit and Michael. U there anyone you 
would like to sec ? 
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His lipfi shaped : “No 

“ I am lierc all the nine ' Apain she Iclt the tremor 
Irom Ills fingers, saw his hps w'hispcnng . 

“ That’s 

And suddenly, Im e\Ls went out 'I'liere was nothing 
there! For some time longer he breathed, but before 
‘ that fellow ’ came, ht had lo^t hold — v\as gone. 
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In acrordjnc^ with .ill ihit w - iniph',i in thcr^ 

w'a> no lu— o\t r in- tii'i' r il h.r a huij: unit iiou, iik 1« < li. 
lie h.iJ iIk 'iiK oik .■! ih' i 'mils i\ .,!! ii 

obscquic' 

It was then, a \cr) quift iF nr, Mn!\ nu-n ait< ndin^' 

Sir Lawrenct hid «• i’'-' do’-n, i\cr than Mu had h.i>: 

; r know 11 him 

1 rcsjHxU d rdd 1 ' 'F- V t( , ht s.iid to l.is son, w hilr tin V 
rctuintd '-n loot irnm tin jr.\( . trd. wh(r<, m the lornn 
mIccUvI h'v hiii!''dt, v^o.iiia ^ ii'o'. li\. andir a v r d'-aj'ph 
tree “IK dated, .ii.d h'* I'Mildn'i him-' It , hu’ 

there wa- no hum! at; .iKmui h le m h-an-t n u’ Hon i 
rieur Kearin; np ' ” 

Midiael ^hool his hf-ad. “ It\ ttr’-lh t'-r hi r to thito 
rlial he- - ” 

“ M\ dta' Ko\, thin'- no letter death than d\im: f*. 
s.ue the oPt \Mii‘re for-vlt-t ot \- soon as you tan, v ' 
U- lia\e Hour at Lij'j in/hall wittFi h'T father .n^l la r 
lami]\ never wire I'l! ;:i ’ Ilihrv ind hi- w.ife down for 
}io!ida\ --she likes them ” 

Km \tre woriied ibi-ai her, Dad - - ^nmcthmi;’^ 
broken ” 

‘‘That iiappens to uiost o! us, before weVe th!rt\ 
Som'' spnnp’ or oilier ;;<<•- . hut prc;«cntly we get our 
second wind- It's what happened to the Age— something 
broke and it hasn’t \et l'*-' -econd wind. Bui uks 
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gcltinj^ it, .iuJ so uill '-lie Wliat ''crt nf a stftru ,11 
to put up ? ” 

“ \ cro^^, 1 .uppi)^( 

“ I think hcM pnlt r a Hat witli ih it crah apph 

the luad anti ycu trot', riaiiiil, vt that la’s not o^crlonkt 
Xu ‘ IklovcH ’ or ‘ RciTt ttt J ' Ha- Ik l'o[ the IrMln,]! 
tliat toriicr ' flc'H liLi Oi htlonp to In- dc -i. < ihiaiit - 
pcrp^nnt’v W r’n' all iiion Chiiusc tliaii \oi'\l tlon 
onl\ with liicni it’- th< iiK(-t<^r:> who Jo th< i wiph 
W lio was till old t h Ip w ho cricil into his h it ' 

"Old Ml Gradiit ,11 Mirt ut bu-itit-. iiuro 1,, iln 
tainilv ” 

“ Iduthlul old doi,; ' WOP I vtrtaiiiK nc\cr thoupht 
J'orsNtc would lake tin l<.rr\' he ton* me He looia d pi i- 
ni lie nt, hut It's an 11 on a il world C in I do irie iliiiiL' lor 
\ou and 1 k ur ? d'.ilk to the X itioit about the pkiiirts 
'Dk Mare^iK'-s and I could li\ tiial for )ou. He h el t|uiw 
a weakness tor oKl I'orsvte, and lio Moilandks -a\ed IH 
the wa\, th.it luu't ha\e been a e onsivler.nble eonte.'' 
bciw'ccn him and the tia up tlierc .ill alom It's tie .on 
of thina oru would tie \ e r h i\ e suspci ted him of " 

Veh,” said MkIikI. " I'x.. leMi talkim; to Rlk 
H eMulleitlt." 

" He saw it then f ” 

Mie Intel noddc d. “ Here he conics ! ” 

']'he\ slackened ihcir p u e, and the ciiautteur, touelnna 
his hat, came alongside. 

“ Ah ! Riggs,” said Sir L.iw rence, “ \ ou were up tlierc .it 
the fire, I'm told.” 

“ Yes, Sir Lawrence. Mr. reirs\tc was a proper wonder 
- -went at it like a two-year old, we fair had to c.irrv him 
aw'ay. So particular as a rule about not getting ha coat wet 
Of ,<itting in a draught, but ihc wa\ he .stuck it -at his age 
, . . ‘C'omc on ! ’ lie kept ''a\ing to me all throm^h th.it 
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“-a pri>|' r . h iHif , -i ' \' , i o '•nr/r.-t J m ill !m\ 

Sir Laur<ii(i. iur\ us l'- p 1 'u.iii I:U ! im \i' ' 

. u Sit II lu' L ' It }i' iiudn’t in .I'tod I n s j\ ini^ tlui 1 <4 

urt', n'd never have t.dlen an 1 v:nt dm ” 

IJiiw did the fire I't VIP 

N()b(.'d\ kno'A'^, Sir Laur'i i, unit'' Mr 1 or'.\ t( did, 
he never •■'aid n<'tl.inc W n’’ I'd l’- t the-e .s-'oncr. hut 
puttin' the piind nut oi utuu' What tint 
uKni.mdidl' "'rlt :i ri . .lu! .'t - 1 tfif da\ \\. d 
i.td ' U h\ ' W ■ inn I'-ni W ipv Irvjt r t iiai mornitik; tn 
bMiKiftii, I'll 1 " 1 >< Th ip'j, pn lv( d nr Mf' M eir. md on ii r< 
\nd n< '\\ it' 'll ri- \ ' r '( II r ' I'l - e ut n r rn '* 

A criin uc pu-'t'd ' - ' r ' ' 1 1 r. J.k ( . se an' land ))adtK\. I 

by ir.ithe and •!.- in u i ‘ i- i ar . ir t./uihinit hi fiat, 

Ik ]( II tla in i' t i e ■’ 

“ ' A priij ' r ' I iinr’"’,. >irL( r< n^ ( r. } . it'-d, soltK 
“ A’ou niiLjht il i-'-! {Hi thit on i! •'loru Ae*-, it ^ an 

iroiik .il "t! ! ' 

In th( 111'! t}.'‘\ paiKii. tor Sir Lavsrciut was t'oiiH' b i4. 
to i’own bv t.iT H< i""k (ir idni m wi’h iuni, the pr'.v). 
ion- ot the V. li hr. inir b' rn quirtlv dixiosed MpJi.k'I 
lound Smither cr', ini, mil dr paihl' up tiir t linds, md in ita 
library Winiirtd and \ il, who h.id comi , v\ith H'>iK. ha 
rlu fun' r il. d* ilinj> v\ith Londfli m ' s, such a' thev uer/ 
AniRttc VNU' Aith Kjt in tiic ntrserv Muhad umt up id 
i Icur in the room she U'-eni to ha-.e as a little turf a simile 
room, so mat he had been slcepinR cl5ewhcr« 

She AUb binir c»n htr b< d, vraietul. and as if witliout 
life 

Tiic eec' siic turned on Mui. k 1 Me*ined tu in.ik' f>l him 
no h'S fuit nu more, tlian the\ wire making of the eeilina 
it W..S not so much ifiat the ;pirit Khinel them was awav 
eomcwficrc, .o that ttierr wa-. rmwiicrt for it to go He 
went up td the bed, and put his it md on hers. 
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“ l)(^r Hcvrt!” 

Fk'ur rurnccJ }><‘i (>n him ag^in, but of the look 

llicm he could make nothing 

“ The moment \ou wish, darling, well take Kit home ' 

“ Any time, Michael ” 

“ 1 know txatiK how \ou feel,” said Michael, km- 
well that he did not “ Riggs has been telling us 1 
-splendid )our father was, up there with the fire.” 

“ Don’t ! ” 

'i'herc was that in her faie which baffled him lompIcteK-- 
something not natural, h< vve\er much she might be mourn 
mg for her father, buddenlc she said . 

“ (jivc me time, Michael Nothing matters, I suppose, 
m the long run .'\nd don't worrv about me— I’m not 
wfirtli it." 

More conscious than he had ever been in his life that 
words were of no use, Michael put his hps to her iorehead 
and lift her lying there 

He went out and down to the river and stood watching it 
riow, tranquil and bright in this golden autumn weather, 
whidi had lasted so long Soames’ cow’s were feeding 
opposite. Thc\ would ttmic under the hammer, now; 
;4] this that had belonged to him would come under the 
hammer, he supposed .Annette was going to her mother 
in France, and Fleur did not wish to kc^ep it on. He 
looked back at the house, still marked and dishevelled by 
fire and water. And melancholy brooded in his heart, as 
if the dry grc) spirit of its late owner were standing beside 
him looking at the passing away of his possessions, of all 
that on which he had lavished so much time and trouble. 
‘ Change,’ thought Michael, ‘ there’s nothing but change. 
It’.s the one (Constant. Well ! Who wouldn’t have a river 
rather than a pond ! ’ He went towards the flower border 
under the kitchen garden wall. The hollyhocks and sun- 
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‘lowers were in Moom there . .mj in lurnfd tt) ihcni .u if t<ir 
rmth. In the little >uninuTh(tU'.e .it the mriuT iu- saw 
■'conc Mttini^ Mrs. \ .il l>.iriie ' HolK -- .i nice v, uman’ 
i, suddenly, in Mkluiel, «.u: of tlie h.ifllcmcnt he had felt 
’ear’s presence, the rtid to ash a tjuc‘'Ti<>n shaped Uselt 
1), a>hamedly at lir^t, thin Uddh , insistently He 
t up to her Mu li.ul a }>ihi! . t-ut na^ no! re.iding 
‘ Huw IS i’lcur f 'hi said 
Michael shook ho h* id and at down 
“I want to ?|sk \nu a tpu'tioti Hon't answer if sou 
Jon’t want , but I le* 1 IXc pot to .i-k C in you will\oii 
tell me How are tlunps 1 ■ iw. < n \our \ounp brother and 
licr r I know what then w.is m the past Is there any- 
rliinp in the presitit ’ I’n a'kinp for her sake not my 
own Whatever you '.a 'li.in’i hurt licr ” 

She looked str.iipht at him, and Michael scardicd her 
face 'I'heri. was that in it from wlmfi he knew that 
vvhatcver she did say> if indeed sIk said anything, would be 
the truth. 

“Whatever there has been between them/’ she said, at 
last, “ and tlicrc has been somt thing sm^c he came back, is 
over for good I know that lor certain It ended the day 
before the fire ’’ 

“ I see,” said Michael, very still , “ Why do vou say it is 
over for pod ? ” 

“ Because I know my young brother. He has given hiH 
wife his word never to see Fleur again He must have 
blundered into something, 1 know there has been a crisis ; 
but once Jon gives his word— nothing - wJl make 

him go back on it. Whatever u was is over for good, and 
Fleur knows it.” 

And again Michael said “ I “cc.” And then, as if to 
himself ; “ WTiatcvcr it wa?.” 

She put out her hand and laid it on hw. 
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All right,” he said . “ I sliall get my Hecond wind in 
minute. You'nccdn’l be .ifr.nd that I sliall go bark on ni 
word, either, I know Tve alvva\s played second hddle. 1 
slian’t hurt her.’* 

The pressure on his hand iik teased; and, looking ’* 
he saw' tears in her cvch, 

“ Thank you very much,” he said ; “ I understand no 
It’s when \ou don’t understand tiiat mui feel such a dud 
Thank vou \cry much ” 

He witlidrcw his hand gently and got up. Looking d<'\vn 
at her still sitting there wuth tears m )ior eves, ht smilevi. 

“ It's pretty hard sometimes to rcmrmhtT that it's all 
comedy ; but one gets there, vou know 

” Good luck ! ” said Iioll\ And Micliael answered 

(lood luel to all of us ! ” 

That evening when the iiuu^t was ^hu'ttered, lu ht liis 
pipe and stole out again ' He iiad got his second wind. 
Whether he would have, but for boame.s’ death, he did not 
know. It was if, b\ Isiiie m tliat shadowy corner 
under a crab-apple tree, ‘old lor.svtc' were 5 iill pro- 
tecting his beloved For her, Midmel Iclt nothing but 
compassion. 'Fhe bird had been shot with both barrels, 
and .still livxd ; ntt one v\ith an\ •'poriini,' instinct could 
huFk it further. Nothing for it Imt to pick her up and 
mend the wings as be^'i he could bomelhing strong in 
Michael, so stmng that he hadn't known of its existence, 
had rallied to his aid. Sportsmanship— <hivairy ? ! 

It was nameless ; it was an instinct, a feeling that there wa? 
something beyond seif to be considered, even when self was 
bruis^Smd cast down. All his life he had detested th< 
cbulliont egoism of the <nnnr pasnourl, the wronged spouse 
honit^r, vengeance, ‘all that tommy-rot and nakeo 
savagery.* To be excused being a decent man 

One was never excused from tlui. Otherwise life was ju 
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here it was m tlic reindeer ape, llic pure tiic 

nmeval horiterji, l>cf(jrc civih-^atiiin and comedy be)^'an 
Whati\cr iuid been K tween tho-'C two -and he ftlt n 
<id be< n all -it was (Wir, and she, * duwn and (uit ’ 
lu t bt uui h) her and ktep his mouth slint It he amldn’t 
0 that n<iw,he oucdii never to have married her, lukewarm 
^ he had known her to lx And, driume dtijd^ at hi 
w(ntd<'wnt)u d irk e irdt n to th< rivtr 
riic 4'. was stirr\, aid with i!k lira Oiudi of lold 1 
l[;dit mist was riane. hlmirie tin hlaik w iltr mi that it 
> irul's i, tim'd to ni(i\t Now and tiien tn liu srllln^^she 
ould Ivar the drone ul < di t iiit i ir. .ind somcwli' r<* a littli 
n.a'1 s(,nn.akinc' ^tar!le!lt, and tlie (nlour ot husln >• and 
he earili, tlu la-ot ot iii -.wl, Imts tlittim^, and tliose tall 
poplar dupes, dirl-.i thin tla d il m «' what Ixitir 
t itiiiL; !or hi' im-od iio’ tla n ' 

An ironical world, hi*- tatlur had ud ! Vc\ tpicc rK 
iroima!. with shap( imltirn,’ int<» sliip(, mood into mood, 
sound intu sound, and n'>thinv ti\cd ainwheri, unh^s it 
vsere that PtarhjL'lit, and (l.c iiiMinci wiiliin all living thing's 
wliiclibaid: “(loon'*’ 

A drift of music came down the river There would be a 
party some liou^c Thc\ were dancing probably, as 
he had seen the gnats dancing that afternoon ! And then 
something out ot the night setrned to catch him by the 
throat. God 1 It w.t' beautiful, ama/ang ! Breathing, 
m this darkness, as maiiv billion shapes as there were stars 
(hove, all living, and all different ! What a world ! 'I he 
Hicmal Mood at work ! And if you died, like that old 
btw, and Jay for ever l>cncjth a crab-apple tree — well, it 
W.JS the Mwd resting a moment m your still shape — oo ! 
not even resting, mo>’ing on in iIk- mysterious rhythm that 
>nc called life. Who could arrest the moving Mood — who 
anted to t And if some pale possessor like that poor old 
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chap, tried and succeeded for a moment, the stars twinklet! 
just a little more when he was gone To have and to hold ! 
As though you could ! 

And Michael drew-in his breath A sound of singing 
came down the water to him, trailing, distant, high and 
sweet. It was as if a swan had sung ! 
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